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FRONTING UP
BROADSHEET OFFICE
Is at: 1st floor, Game Building,
43 Anzac Avenue, Auckland.
Office hours: 9 - 4, Mon-Fri.
Phone number: 794-751 
Our box number is:
PO Box 5799, Wellesley St, 
Auckland, New Zealand.

DEADLINE FOR 
FUTURE ISSUES
Deadline for September issue:
July 10.
Deadline for October issue:
August 10.
Display adverts, classified adverts, 
small announcements, “ What’s 
New” , and news can reach us up to 
two weeks after these dates.

ENVELOPING
Enveloping of the July/August issue 
will be on Saturday 26 June. WE 
NEED YOU!! A plea to women to 
help with the enveloping and mail 
out of the magazine. It’s only once a 
month and it’s a great chance to 
work with other women, so please 
can you help. We are also badly in 
need of envelopes. People with

access to large envelopes please 
get them to Broadsheet for 
recycling.

centre, Broadsheet and
station.
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VOLUNTEER WANTED PRICE INCREASES
Broadsheet requires a woman with 
experience of cataloguing and 
filing, to come in once a week or 
fortnight, and take care of our 
library and resource files. If this 
interests you, please phone the 
office and discuss it.

10TH ANNIVERSARY 
ISSUE ____
Broadsheet plans to celebrate its 
tenth birthday during July with a 
travelling road show appearing in 
different centres throughout New 
Zealand. We hope to be appearing in 
W hangarei, Auckland, South 
Auckland, Tauranga, Hamilton, 
Napier, Palm erston North, 
Wellington, Nelson, Christchurch, 
Dunedin. The show will probably 
include the theatre and dinner. A 
smaller lunch-time show is also 
mooted. Watch out too for a 
travelling display of 10 years of 
Broadsheet which we hope to get to 
libraries, women’s centres and other 
public places. Stay tuned to your 
local women’s group, women’s

Regrettably, we have been forced to 
increase the cover price of 
Broadsheet as from this issue. We 
have recently been faced with 
increases in typesetting, postage 
and telephone, and wages. The new 
price will be $1.80. This will lift the 
subscription rate within NZ to $17, 
the overseas sub to $22, and a 
sustaining sub to $30.

FREE BROADSHEETS
Don’t forget that we will send out 
bundles of back copies of 
Broadsheet to people who can use 
them to spread the word of 
fem inism  and pub lic ise  the 
magazine. You could put them in 
staff rooms, doctors’ waiting rooms, 
school libraries, women’s centres. 
Any place where women gather. 
Just send 90 cents worth of stamps, 
your name and address and we’ll do 
the rest. A reminder too, that we 
offer free subscriptions to women in 
prisons. Just write to us and you’ll 
start getting the magazine regularly 
while you’re inside.
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L E T T E R S
Wave Hello_____
Dear Broadsheet,

So pleased to see your 
magazine on the shelves. I’ve 
been away in Australia since 
leaving school and returning 
home is quite strange.

However could you please 
try and slip this in the June 
issue, I’m really impatient.

Having just arrived back 
from Australia I’ve noticed the 
absence of women’s bands 
or maybe I haven’t been look
ing in the right places.

I’ve been playing in an all
women band “ Foreign Body” . 
We even put a single out which 
went to No. 13 in Melbourne 
and No. 6 in Adelaide.

I’m not a radical feminist, 
but just a young musician who 
knows what a buzz it is to play 
without men.

I’m interested in talking with 
anyone else like me who is into 
new wave and progressive 
music. There’s a huge space in 
the music scene for us.

Give me a call on 817-8443 
(Auckland).
P.S. Don’t think you’re not 
good enough.

Michel Morris /

All to Pot
Dear Broadsheet,

AIthoueh I haven’t had the 
“ pleasure” of seeing Smash 
Palace, I enjoyed reading San
dra Coney’s review (April 
issue).

It seems th a t Roger 
Donaldson should study social 
science and human relation
ships for at least three years 
before he makes another film. 
No beautiful, sophisticated and 
cultured Frenchwoman would 
come to New Zealand for a 
man like that — she would be 
aware of his brutishness when 
she met him. She would be sure 
to have her return ticket in any 
case, and I doubt if she would 
wait for A1 to move away. She 
would be gone.

Years ago I met a young 
Frenchwoman who came to 
New Zealand to train as a 
Registered Nurse. She was 
deeply hurt and insulted to find

that the young men, so in
terested in her, expected her to 
be sex-minded, and asked me 
why this was so. I told her that 
their only knowledge of France 
was probably the Folies 
Bergere. She found it hard to 
understand.

The day she received her 
Registered Nurse’s medal and 
certicate she left New Zealand 
by air.

It is incred ib le tha t 
Donaldson can waste money on 
a film like this, where the 
feminine characters are all to 
pot.

I had a similar experience to 
Sandra when watching Street
car Named Desire. A group ô t . 
young people constantly giggl
ed at the helplessness of the rape 
victim and I had enough self- 
respect to try and explain to 
them some of the meaning of 
the play. Seeing another film, 
The Apocalypse, I noticed two 
men laughing approval at the 
scenes of brutality to women. I 
made loud remarks about their 
stupidity, and after half-time 
they kept their seats in silence. 
If you speak up loudly and 
clearly in these situations you 
can gain a lot of pride and self
esteem, and prevent any exten
sion of these attitudes.
Yours sincerely

Joan McLeod
Glen Eden

Womens Political 
Party
Dear Broadsheet,

It was gratifying to note the 
amount of support that was 
given to the formation of a 
Women’s Political Party.

However, I could not help 
noting, as I looked around at 
all the women who turned up to 
find out about it and share, 
that many of my sisters were 
noticeable by their absence.

Now, either we believe that 
women should have equal 
rights and a range of choices 
for living. . .  and are prepared 
to back up that belief with 
positive action (revolution) for 
change, or else we just like to 
talk about it over the coffee 
cups!

I happen to be serious about

my belief that every woman in 
New Zealand has a right to 
make her own informed 
choices. I don’t think that I am 
properly represented in the 
decision making processes. 
Therefore, I want to ACT, I 
want to DO something. Other
wise, I don’t think that I have 
any right to criticise the present 
system. I don’t want a piece of 
their cake, I want to change the 
recipe — NOW ...but I can’t 
do it on my own. We don’t 
need hundreds, we need 
thousands.

Sue Neal
Papatoetoe

Rape Research
Dear Broadsheet,

We, that is, Rosemary Barr
ington at the Institute of 
Criminology, Victoria Univer
sity, and Joan Stone in the 
Justice Department, are under
taking some research on rape 
this year. One of the outcomes 
of this research is to be a 
Report to the Minister of 
Justice by January 1983 sug
gesting ways in which the 
criminal justice process and the 
current rape legislation might 
be amended. The objectives are 
fairly wide and include looking 
at support groups like rape 
crisis centres, the police 
response, prosecution, defence 
lawyers and the judiciary’s 
view on rape, and of course, 
women who have been raped. 
We are anxious to hear from, 
and, if possible, talk with as 
many women as possible who 
have been raped. Anything 
womgn wrote would of course 
be totally confidential, and we 
are interested to hear from not 
only women who have been to 
the police, or been involved in a 
court trial, but also women 
who felt they could not go to 
the police or any kind of group 
like a rape crisis centre. We 
have some money for travelling 
so will be able to go outside 
Wellington although obviously 
not to eVery city in the country.

We really do believe that vic
tim input into the research can 
be achieved. Realistically we 
may not be able to achieve 
everything that we as feminists 
would like, but we can make

improvements to the present 
law, the police processing of 
rape complaints, and continue 
changing public attitudes 
towards rape. Rape is an act of 
violence intruding upon a 
woman’s body, not primarily a 
sexual act. If you have been 
raped and would be prepared 
to help us in this research, con
tact Rosemary Barrington at 
the Institute of Criminology, 
Victoria University, Private 
Bag, W ellington (Phone 
721-000 ext 715). Thanks.
Rosemary
Barrington
Wellington

Endometriosis
Dear Broadsheet,

I would like to commend 
Sarah Calvert’s very concise 
and accurate article on en
dometriosis (April issue). As a 
woman who suffers with en
dometriosis it was very satisfy
ing to at last see more informa
tion on the disease being 
available to women. One of the 
many difficulties of suffering 
with the disease is the lack of 
inform ation available to 
women, lack of acceptable 
treatment without long-lasting, 
damaging side-effects, and the 
attitude of the medical profes
sion.

The disease is quite stressful 
as it affects so many areas of 
one’s life. I found difficulty in 
getting information on research 
done overseas, lack of available 
local statistics e.g. how many 
women suffer etc. I wished to 
understand the disease a lot 
better, so I am attempting to 
set up a support group for 
women who suffer from this 
and other related fertility pro
blems. If women are interested 
or want more information I 
would love to be contacted. It 
would appear very necessary as 
the psychological side tends to 
be ignored. Also for women to 
be together sharing what treat
ment they have had, what 
worked for them and what doc
tors were most helpful. I would 
dearly love to compile some 
case studies initially to see what 
has been the mode of treatment 
in other areas and eventually 
undertake a research project.
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A couple of things Sarah 
Calvert did not mention that 
may be of interest: in American 
research there is a tendency for 
endometriosis to be familial 
and there are theories on a cer
tain type of personality i.e. 
thin, overactive and highly in
telligent (The latter 1 query, 
hence the need for case 
studies).

Thank you once again for 
making this inform ation 
available as it is so important 
that women are aware of the 
signs and symptoms and are 
not put off by GPs who say 
they are neurotic or anaemic. 
There is an actual physiological 
dysfunction that can be respon
sible for extremely painful, 
drawn-out heavy periods.

Due to my own painful ex
periences 1 am anxious to con
tact as many women as possible 
with a view to sharing informa
tion, emotional support and 
hopefully enlightening the 
medical profession and society 
at large.
In sisterhood,

Lisa Ferguson 
Home ph: Ak. 798-518 
51/66 Emily Place, 
Auckland.

Breast Cancer
Dear Sisters,
As a N.Z.-born and bred 
feminist now living in Canada, 
greetings, tena koutou to you 
all! Broadsheet is a vital link 
with NZ for me, and I see it as 
being of higher quality, in 
terms of content and layout, 
than many of the feminist 
magazines produced in North 
America. Bravo, Broadsheet! 
It’s one thing that makes me 
proud of being a NZer.

The main purpose of my let
ter is to tell you about a close 
relative of mine, living in NZ, 
who died recently, at age 34, of 
cancer. She found a lump on 
her breast in October, 1980, 
and went straight to her GP. 
She was subjected  to 
unbelievable delays, and was 
not seen by a surgeon until 
December. No biopsy or mam
mogram was done. She was put 
on the surgeon’s waiting list 
and did not get operated on un
til mid-February 1981. They 
then found her lump was 
cancerous. 4'/2 months after 
she’d first gone to the doctor.

She received chemotherapy

for a year, but the cancer re
appeared in secondary stages in 
October 1981. She died at the 
end of December, leaving a 
husband and two small boys 
behind.

Her husband — my brother 
— has since conducted a per
sonal inquiry into other cases 
of women with breast lumps 
that were dealt with at 
Palmerston Hospital.

The Medical Superintendent 
there examined the statistics 
concerning the last 100 breast 
lumps (14 months’ worth that 
were biopsied at PN Hospital) 
at my brother’s request. Here 
are the figures:
• The average delay from 
referral to biopsy result was 31 
days. The longest was 86 days 
(my sister-in-law’s was 100 
days, but she was before the 
100 cases chosen).
• After initial consultation, 
the surgeon estimated whether 
the case was “ urgent” and 
“ semi-urgent” , depending on 
his estimate of whether the 
lumps looked malignant or not.

The split was about 35% 
urgent, 65% semi-urgent, and 
when compared with biopsy 
results, about 2A of the 
“ urgents” had malignant 
lumps and 'A o f the semi- 
urgents.

Palmerston hospital, in my 
memory, has a reputation for 
dealing with cancer cases. 1 
dread to think what the records 
for other, less “ advanced” 
hospitals would reveal about 
their diagnoses of cancer pa
tients.

Malpractice (malepractice?) 
in NZ is quite legal it seems, 
whereas in North America one 
can sue, for what it’s worth. 
Nothing will bring back my 
sister-in-law, but I fervently 
hope that women in all parts of 
NZ will become aware of:
— the fact that young women 
(even breastfeeding her child as 
my sister-in-law was) can get 
breast cancer;
— the fact that doctors and 
surgeons are ignorant and falli
ble;
— the right of any woman with 
a lump to demand an im
mediate biopsy.

Thank you for publicising my 
concerns.

Arohanui,
Maxine Boag.
Canada.

(Auckland) seminar at Auckland 
Society of Arts, Eden Cresc.. on 
Sunday. July 4, 9.30 am.-3.30 
pm. Members $2, non-members 
$3.50. Bring some food for a 
communal lunch. A Creche will 
be available.
Contact: Claire-Louisq 605-774, 
Candis 53-44-593 
Women’ s Studies, Victoria 
University. Next Workshop Ju
ly 3: Gail Payne on Women and 
Violence (wife abuse); 9.30 
am.-12.30 pm, Von Zedlitz 
Bldg., Room 312, $6. Enquiries 
ph. 758-677.
Feminist Workers in the 
Social Services, Wellington. 
Day Seminar 'Feminism in our 
Work’ , Saturday June 26, 12 
noon to 6 pm. Wine and cheese 
from 4 pm. At Newtown Com
munity Health Centre, cnr. John 
St. and Hanson St. Ph. Janine 
Carroll or Ann de Jardine on 
899-119 for more details, or if 
you want us to provide a creche.

CULTURE
Women’ s Art Environment,
Auckland Society of Arts, Eden 
Cresc., May 25-June 5. A col
lective work made by the WEA 
‘Women make a World’ group 
facilitated by Juliet Batten. 
Hours 10 am.-4.30 pm. 
Fund-Rais ing Concert , 
Waitangi Action Committee, Te 
Puke-0-Tara Community Cen
tre, Otara Shopping Centre, 
Saturday June 12, 1.30 pm.-4.30 
pm. $4.
Tenth Well ington Film 
Festival, July 9-24. (see 
Feminist Arts this issue).

COURSES
Self Defence Class for girls aged 
7-12 years, conducted by Sue 
Lytollis at Knox Community Cen
tre. Birdwood Cresc., Parnell, 
Auckland. Course lasts 5 weeks 
and begins on June 11 at 3.30 
pm. Fee $11 single, $18 for two 
sisters. Further enquiries ph. 
792-369
YWCA, Wellington. Recreation 
classes on now, ph. 850-505 for 
details. Remember our casual 
creche, open 9 am.-T pm. 
weekdays, 355 Willis St.
Women’s Refuge, Wellington. 
Training programme for new 
volunteers to start as soon as 
enough women are available. 
Monthly meeting open to all pro
spective volunteers, ph. 736-280 
for information.
WEA, Wellington. Basic Women’s 
Studies: introductory course on 
e.g. women’s history, health, sex 
roles, violence against women,

women and power, images of 
women in the media, language, 
etc. WEA. 154 The Terrace, Well
ington. 7 sessions beginning 
Saturday June 5, 10 am.-12 noon. 
Tutors: Jill Abigail, Jo Lynch. Also 
Finance for Women: course starts 
Tuesday, June 22. Enquiries, 
enrolments, ph. 726-668.
WEA, Auckland. Programme for 
Term 2 covers wide range of. 
courses on women (see advert, 
this issue).
MEETINGS
Hecate Women’s Health Collec
tive. Wellington. Drop-in times 
Mon. Wed, Fri, 10 am.-3 pm. 6 
Boulcott St. Ph. 721-804.
Feminist Librarians, Wellington. 
Meet first Monday of each month, 
5.30 pm, Women's Gallery, 323 
Willis St. Because^of Queen’s Bir
thday, meeting June 14. Planning 
six Radio Access programmes for 
July.
Women in Schools in Education
(WISE). All new members 
welcome — teachers, students, 
lecturers, anyone interested in 
education system. Topics this year 
will include implications of new 
techno logy, a u d io -v isu a ls , 
classroom interaction, the hidden 
curriculum. Next meeting June 
19, 10 am, Conference Room, Cor
respondence School, Portland 
Cresc. (off Hawkestone St.): 
Penny Fenwick, TEACAPS resear
cher. on the research and impor
tance of group support within the 
profession. Write WISE, Box 
11-724, Wellington, for more in
formation.
IVIediawomen, Wellington. Meets 
every two months, Saturdays. 
Contact: Jo Cameron, 793-375. 
Enquire about courses in using the 
media.
WEL, Wellington. Equal Pay, Equal 
Rights, Equal What? with Brenda 
Cuttress (office of Ombudsman) 
and Nina Selwood (Human Rights 
Commission), Crossways, July 
22, 8 pm.
Patients’ Rights, A.G.M. Tuesday, 
July 6, at 8 pm. Chilton House, 
Hagley High School grounds, 
Hagley Avenue, Christchurch.

CONFERENCES
WEL Conference, Invercargill June 
18-20. Information from WEL 
Southland, Box 676, Invercargill. 
Women’s Studies Assn Con
ference, August 20-22, Massey 
University, Palmerston North. 
First International Conference on 
Teaching and Research related to 
Women, Montreal July 26-Aug 4, 
1982. Claire-Louise McCurdy, in
volved in women’s studies since 
their inception in Auckland in 
1974 and probably the most 
knowledgeable person in this area 
in NZ. has been invited to attend. 
$3,500 desperately needed for 
travel expenses. Please help us to 
avoid cakestalls. all contributions 
large and small gratefully ac
cepted. Send to Women’s Studies 
Education Fund, P0 Box 5067, 
Auckland 1.
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Now is the time for all good women to come to the aid o f the party? 
THE WOMEN’S POLITICAL PARTY BY CHRISTINE DANN

Let me display my hand at the outset. I have never 
joined a political party because none of the parties 
whose policies I like the most have a hope in hell of 
winning even one seat in Parliament, let alone becom
ing the government. Conservatively, perhaps, but with 
due regard for dictionary definition, I have always 
thought that was the point of having a political party. 
If other political activities are to be pursued, such as 
educating the public, pressuring the authorities, mak
ing political points via submissions, demonstrations or 
other means — then what is wrong with those good old

’m not" sexist, I ju s t 
know women are 
less intelligent/

sketch by Helen Courtney

terms and forms of organisation; league, movement, 
committee, lobby, collective, organisation, federation, 
council, society...

But a women’s party is proposed for New Zealand. 
Therefore, I assume that the span of activities encom
passed by leagues, committees, and so on do not suf
fice, and that seeking political office will be one of the 
aims of this new organisation. Would this be a positive 
step for New Zealand women, and for the women’s 
movement? I don’t think so — and here’s why.

A women’s party may be a new idea for New 
Zealand — but there has been one in existence in the 
U.S.A. since 1916. You never heard of it? No — and 
there are some interesting reasons for that. The 
American women’s party was started in 1916 by 
women who wanted to take a different line on suffrage 
lobbying from the major suffrage organisation of the 
day. The party wanted a women’s suffrage amend
ment to be passed at Federal level, whereas the other 
suffragists were concentrating on winning women’s 
suffrage state by state. The non-party suffragists lob
bied all politicians, regardless of their party 
allegiances, whereas members of the women’s party 
tried to pressure one of the major parties into adopting 
a women’s suffrage policy, with the intention of then 
organising women to vote for that party. After the suf
frage was won the party stayed in existence as a small 
and unsuccessful lobbyist for the Equal Rights 
Amendment — to be discovered by the Second Wave 
of feminism which swept through America in the late 
sixties and early seventies.

So the members of the women’s party differed from 
their fellow feminists in their choice of tactics — but as 
the above account shows they were a party in name on
ly. I don’t know whether they chose the name party 
because it made a big impact in the days before women 
could even vote, let alone be elected — it would seem 
likely because they did not stand for office themselves 
and really acted like any other pressure group. But 
these days, when there are women in government and 
opposition in New Zealand, one can hardly make a 
splashy political point of this sort by forming a party.

Presumably, therefore, a women’s party is formed 
because the policies and perhaps the structures of ex
isting parties do not fulfill the needs and interests of 
women. Is this the case in New Zealand? No, because 
the Values Party has plenty of excellent policies, which 
were mostly written by feminists, which cover the full 
range of women’s issues (At this point perhaps I 
should state that I have voted four times — and only 
once for a Values candidate.) As far as structure goes 
the Values Party is extremely decentralised and 
democratic, and has proved open to female leadership 
at all levels. So as long as women have no objection to 
men per se in the political party structure then the 
Values Party would seem to satisfy any needs feminists 
might have for party organising and representation.
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But the Values Party has had no electoral successes,
I hear you cry. Yes — and it is precisely this lack of 
success which bodes ill for a women’s party. An 
analysis of why the Values Party has failed at the polls 
will provide some good reasons as to why a women’s 
party would be disappointed there too. There are 
many factors which account for Values’ lack of suc
cess, but I think the three key ones which have a bear
ing on a women’s party are as follows:
(1) The New Zealand electoral system. Our first-past- 

the-post style of voting makes it difficult for small 
parties to get a look in. A party can receive a ma
jority of the total vote and still not be the govern
ment. Social Credit got 20% of the vote last elec
tion but not 20% of the seats in Parliament. Until 
the voting system is changed third parties are 
always going to be on the outer.

(2) The conservatism of the New Zealand electorate. 
Liberal causes (like feminism) are not hot 
favourites in the provinces — where most of the 
country’s electorates are. Many city liberals still 
feel constrained by the voting system to vote for 
Labour as the lesser of two evils, since they know 
their real choice hasn’t a chance. Votes for pro
gressive parties are usually seen as taking votes 
from Labour and thus ensuring that National stays 
in power.

(3) Economics. What lies at the base of every vote? 
Many factors may influence voters but most 
political scientists agree that the strongest factor is 
economic or material self-interest,, as the voter 
perceives it. Note — as the voter perceives it — for 
only in this way can we explain why unskilled 
workers and retired women vote for conservative 
governments committed to policies of wage and 
benefit cutting. These voters place more confidence 
in “ Think Big’’ and other promised lollies than 
they do in unfamiliar and seemingly radical alter
native policies.
So where does an “alternatives” party, an “ ideas 

party like Values or a women’s party fit into this 
economic scheme of things? Unless it can enter the 
economic mainstream quickly — nowhere. The 
Values Party did not get there — partly because it 
was slow in developing and publicising its 
economic policies and partly because the policies it 
did develop did not have the electorate appeal of its 
more conservative rivals.

For that half of the electorate which has no self in
terest in abortion law reform, free contraception, child 
care services, more women in positions of power, les
bian rights, tougher action against rape and domestic 
assaults, equal pay and opportunities and the other 
policies which a women’s party would presumably 
push for — what does a women’s party offer? 
Economically or otherwise?

So maybe a women’s party isn’t interested in men’s 
votes. Forget about the men — what’s in it for women 
— economically? Equal pay hardly constitutes an 
economic platform. A women’s party (if it is seriously 
after votes) has got to have policy on how to run the 
economy because every other policy stands or falls on 
the basis of finance priorities which are determined by 
the economic policies in operation. So the crucial ques
tion is — what sort of policies are the best policies for 
women? And here women differ. Female politicians

and theoreticians have developed and espoused all 
sorts of different economic positions. Is your heroine 
Ayn Rand — or Rosa Luxemburg? Margaret Thatcher 
or Alexandra Kollontai? These women and many 
others take mutually exclusive positions on economics.

So which position does a New Zealand women’s 
party take? Whatever position is adopted some section 
of women will be left out — for businesswomen will 
not vote for a party which believes in socialising pro
duction while solo mothers are unlikely to vote for a 
party which advocates cuts in government spending. 
Money matters. And money matters divide women. 
Which group should a women’s party aim for?

Some would argue that feminism offers no 
economic prescriptions. Whatever system the women’s 
party adopts it will just have to accept that it will lose 
some voters who prefer other economic policies. But 
what’s more important, the party founders will say, is 
the party’s policies on women. Which I have assumed 
will be feminist policies. But given that most of the 
women-only organisations in this country are not 
feminist in design or intent, this may not be the 
automatic assumption it first seems to be. The Na
tional Council of Women is a large and influential lob
by group which advises government on all issues which 
affect women, including economic issues. It is not 
overtly feminist. The Women’s Electoral Lobby is 
more feminist — and less influential (though there are 
historical and organisational reasons for the difference 
in influence too, of course.) Will a women’s party be 
more feminist again? If it is, how many votes will it at
tract, given that a party which combines all the “ tren
dy” issues (feminism, environmentalism, anti-racism, 
etc.) has never topped 5%?

If New Zealand’s political history over the past ten 
years, and women’s political history in general are 
anything to go by (and I tend to prefer analysis of past 
trends to futuristic optimism) — not many. To my way 
of thinking, a party without votes is like a pub with no 
beer. Why expend money and energy getting there if 
you get nothing back?

To raise the issues, you may say. To put pressure on 
existing parties and get them to change their policies. 
That’s what Values said in 1972. Did Values activists 
achieve anything via their party which they could not 
have achieved via the pressure groups which most of 
them were also active members of? That’s a rhetorical 
question — but it must be asked. If women desert their 
existing women’s issue groups for a women’s party, 
will feminist pressure on the powers-that-be increase 
— or decrease? If the voters prove shy — and the issue 
activists are diverted — where does that leave the 
women’s movement as a whole?

I have worked for a variety of issue groups and for a 
political party. In my experience it takes so much hard 
work and so much money to run even a small party 
that issues groups offer much better returns for energy 
and money expended. Given that electoral power is so 
much pie in the sky in the foreseeable future, I must 
offer my apologies to the party and go and curl up 
with a nice warm issue. □
Christine Dann
Ed note: The Women’s Political Party was invited to con
tribute to a discussion of the Party in this issue of Broad
sheet. They have declined to do so in the short term but we 
hope to have something from them within the next two 
months.

Broadsheet, June 1982 5



B E H I N D  T H E  N E W S

IS BIG SISTER 
WATCHING?

SANDRA CONEY displays a bit 
of healthy paranoia about 
ACWA’s relationship with the 
feminist movement.
Feminist eyes popped out on 

stalks when they alighted on this 
item in The Capital Letter (Vol 5 
No. 15):

“SIS — Women’s Affairs Liaison:
An officer of the NZ Security 
Intelligence Service was designated 
to liaise with the Advisory 
Committee on Women’s Affairs in 
December 1981. As a matter of 
policy, no details'of that officer’s 
name, position, or background will 
be disclosed in the House, beyond 
the information that the person 
concerned is a woman and holds a 
senior position within the service. 
(Extract from Ministerial reply).”

In the good old days feminists 
displayed a degree of suspicion 
about the then Committee on 
Women. Given feminist experience 
overseas, where, for instance, 
American women discovered that 
the whole movement had been 
infiltrated and scrutinised by the 
FBI, they asked how much we 
should tru st a governm ent- 
appointed body with information 
about the people, actions, and 
internal workings of the women’s 
movement. Were we just making it 
easy for them to know what we were 
doing?

Maybe we took ourselves more 
seriously in those days. Maybe we 
believed revolution was possible. 
Maybe we saw more clearly the folly 
in believing that reforms could 
benefit women, and saw that an 
institution of power, like the 
government, epitomised everything 
we were fighting. Has the 
Committee simply been around so 
long that such fears have been 
pushed to the back of our political 
minds?

They certainly resurfaced with 
quite some urgency at the thought 
of the Advisory Committee on

Women’s Affairs liaising with the 
Secret Intelligence Service. After all, 
the Committee has actively solicited 
information about feminists and 
feminist groups for some years. In 
the Women’s Appointment File the 
Committee holds curriculum vitae 
of numerous political women. Only 
last year, a PEP worker for ACWA 
travelled throughout New Zealand 
gathering  b iograph ies and 
inform ation about individual 
feminists who’ve been active for a 
time (i.e. committed feminists) for a 
herstorical file aimed, she said, to 
ensure material didn’t just disap
pear with the passing of the years.

I rang ACWAR to see what 
reassurances feminists could be 
given that information they’ve 
entrusted to the Committee will not 
be accessible to other government 
agencies. I spoke to a member of the 
Secretariat who stated that The 
Capital Letter quote had been taken 
out of context. In its new role 
ACWA had asked for liaison 
officers from all government 
departments so that ACWA could 
screen new policies for their effect 
on women, before they were put 
into practice. The quoted piece was 
part of a reply to a question in the 
House from Ann Hercus. There 
was, she assured me, nothing 
sinister about it. However, when I 
explained to her the sort of feminist 
concern expressed over the years at

governm ent-appointed bodies 
having access to such information, 
she expressed surprise. She had not, 
she said, thought of that.

Broadsheet will be writing to 
ACWA to seek some explanations 
and reassurances that information 
so freely passed to it by feminists 
will not be accessible to the SIS. 
Meanwhile, I can only be alarmed 
that members of the Secretariat can 
be so naive about ACWA’s 
relationship with both the feminist 
movement and the secret service. □

EVANS ATTACKED
Maori feminist Rebecca Evans has 
been drawing a lot of fire in recent 
months. SANDRA CONEY 
reports.

Rebecca Evans seems to be attrac
ting a lot of flack these days. 
Simultaneous with the much- 
publicised eviction of then Polyne
sian Resource Centre she headed, by 
the Auckland Trades Council, 
another row has been brewing at 
Victoria University in Wellington 
over a proposed nationwide campus
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speaking tour Evans was scheduled 
to undertake.

The subject was “ The Status of 
Polynesian Women in New Zealand 
Society’’ and the tour was to be 
partly funded by the New Zealand 
University Students’ Association 
(NZUSA) and partly by outside 
groups.

At a March 31 General Student 
Meeting at Victoria University the 
students present supported by one 
vote a decision of their executive not 
to support Rebecca Evans as the 
speaker for the tour. Debate centred 
round whether Evans was “ anti
white’’ and “ anti-student’’.

The Victoria University Students 
Executive view is summarised in a 
letter from Student President Paul 
Cochrane to other student leaders, 
circulated in January this year. The 
letter accuses Evans of “ hostility” 
to NZUSA citing as evidence of this 
a Black Unity paper Evans and two 
other Maori women presented to the 
Nuclear-Free and Independent 
Movements Conference held in 
Suva late last year.

Cochrane also accuses Evans of 
racist views” quoting as an exam

ple an extract from an article from 
the feminist newspaper bitches, wit
ches, and dykes in which Evans ex
plains her stand against black/white 
relationships. In the piece Evans 
talks about the feelings of black 
women when their male political 
mates choose white women as sexual 
partners. Cochrane particularly 
draws attention to Evans view 
th a t... “To take the enemy into 
your heart and bed has been one of 
the fundamental errors that our 
people have committed” calling 
such an opinion “ racist” and “ anti
white” . Feminists will, of course, 
see parallels with lesbian separatist 
arguments about heterosexual rela
tionships but, while feminists have 
always hotly debated such views, 
no-one has called them sexist and 
anti-male, seeing them accurately as 
the expression of a political 
strategy.

Cochrane ends by asserting that 
Evans “ would damage the cam
paign and reduce its effectiveness” .

Black women have reacted angrily 
to this attack on Evans, who is 
regarded with great esteem as a 
leader. Peta Siulepa spoke strongly 
in her defence at the Victoria 
meeting, but the Workers Com
munist League has split the ranks of 
black women in Wellington as they

•••

have made inroads into student 
politics at Vic.

Evans is still confident the tour 
will go ahead as planned. If she 
doesn’t go, she says, no other black 
women would be prepared to take 
her place.

Evans sees the Workers Com
munist League behind the attempts 
to oust her. “ Some people,” asserts 
Evans, “ believe that if you attack 
an individual, you’ll get at the whole 
movement” . Part of the reason for 
the attack (as with her recent tangle 
with the Socialist Unity Party- 
influenced Auckland Trades Coun
cil) comes down simply to jealousy.

“They see the black movement as 
eroding the power base of the 
socialist parties. There is a belief 
that socialism can mobilise the op
pressed but none of the New 
Zealand socialist groups have been 
able to do it. So when they see a 
movement that can, and not on a 
white socialist basis, they are 
threatened. The Maori movement 
will always have a high degree of

Evans
mobilisation round Maori issues 
and no matter what we mobilise on, 
our mobilisation in the long-term 
will mean a revolutionary upheaval. 
Socialist groups see the black move
ment as a diversion, they can’t cope 
with arguments about Maori 
sovereignty and Maori self- 
determination.”

“ When I’ve spoken out on Maori 
women’s issues I’ve also been 
criticised, and told that it’s invalid 
to speak of oppressed people in 
categories of women or men.”

Evans is not phased by these at
tacks. They just provide further 
evidence of the growing strength 
and power of the Maori movement, 
and of black feminism. While male- 
dominated left groups continue to 
insist that the workers’ struggle is 
the only true revolutionary struggle, 
and that all else must be subsumed 
to that, the black movement with its 
triple, focus on racism, capitalism 
and sexism appeals to the very con
stituency the old guard socialist 
groups fail to move.D__________
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CONFERENCES, MEETINGS, HUIS

FOOD FOR THOUGHT

Women and Food Conference: 
Feminist Perspectives, University of 
NSW, Sydney, February 25-27,1982. 
by Diane Goodwillie, YWCA South 
Pacific Area Office.

For many, an International Women 
and Food Conference might sound like 
an exotic cooking class, especially with 
papers cheekily titled “ Cooking for 
God” , “ The Rice Pudding Syndrome” , 
“ Let Them Eat C ake”  or 
“ B reastfeeders M ake Good 
Restauranteurs” . Indeed the media was 
quick to trivialize and rubbish the recent 
three day conference held at the 
University of New South Wales, Sydney.

Feminist organizers and participants, 
mainly from Australia but with a 20% 
contingent from Asia, the Pacific and 
America, were baffled by press reaction 
since they felt the first international 
inter-disciplinary conference had a 
strategic role to play in development of 
an international or global plan of action 
relating to women and food.

One of the organizers, Eva Cox 
stated: “ Women cook, gather and grow. 
They purchase, prepare and produce 
and are central in the household but 
have little power and make use of even 
less within the whole social structure. 
Why do women take the leftovers, the 
worst part of the meal? Did cave man as 
hunter eat the worst part of the kill 
bringing home the coveted organs to his 
helpmate?”

American nutritionist, Connie Lotz 
talked about women, the gatekeepers to 
the food supply:

“ Women could have a powerful 
influence on the US$224 billion retail 
food industry in the USA (That is $24 
billion more than the $200.3 billion US 
defence budget). It’s about time women 
realized that food equals money and 
money equals power. The food industry 
is currently making a buck on pre-prepared 
or non food items like seasonings added 
to meat giving instant curry, or sawdust 
added to bread, or simulated dairy pro
ducts or fruit cordials which reconstitute 
nutrients like vitamin C and then adver
tise and sell juices with the ‘value of 
fresl) fruit’.”

On the global scale, Charlotte Bunch 
explained:

“ Food and withholding of food keeps 
millions of women trapped as 
housewives. Women have had little say

in food policy, consumerism, corporate 
food or marketing schemes. Food is a 
weapon for maintaining an international 
political system which we as feminists 
need to change. Feminism strives to 
produce a world where there is a non 
dominance by sex and condemns 
domination by any group be it on the 
basis of race, religion, politics, income 
level or sex. We need to seek ways for 
women to have a global impact on 
oppression.”

“ In the Pacific, prior to the colonial 
administration, men and women worked 
together in the sphere of production, but 
with the economic transformation called 
‘development’, women’s management 
of gardens has gone unacknowledged to 
the point of overburdening women,” 
said Claire Slatter, Fiji born Women’s 
Programme Officer of the University of 
the South Pacific. “ Startling statistics 
from the Solomon Islands (average 
lifespan of women is 43 compared to 59 
for men; boys outnumber girls in a 3 to 1 
ratio in S.I. schools; and 77% of girls 
aged 10 - 14 in 1974-75 worked full or 
part-time on agricultural holdings) have 
forced their government to recognize the 
heavy female role in the development 
process. With education of women a 
recognized factor in reducing birth rate, 
it is no wonder that the Solomons 
Government has started to examine the 
problems of women.”

Ms Slatter quoted studies in the 
Yasawa Islands, Fiji where fisherwomen

were short of food yet selling their 
produce in Lautoka’s markets in order 
to buy white rice, flour and tea. She 
recommended three strategies to assist 
women:
1. Attention to women’s role in food 
production as, for example, the Western 
Samoa’s Women’s Advisory Committee 
has fostered.
2. Basic research on women such as the 
Solomon Islands statistics which pin
point and convince governments to the 
grave problems affecting family health 
and lifestyle.
3. Training for women so that they can 
understand and deal with power, politics 
technological and economic change 
affecting and influencing their lives.

“ 70% of time spent by Fiji women is 
in food production, but to understand 
women in the Pacific, you must 
differentiate between urban and rural 
needs,” added Cema Bolabola from the 
Fiji National Nutrition Committee. 
Another nutritionist from Western 
Samoa worried about the dominance of 
western culture, aid and imported food 
on the “ fa’a Samoa” food production 
and consumption patterns. Brenda Sio 
quoted the example of Japan’s 
inappropriate gift to Western Samoa of 
tinned fish when Samoa catches were 
rotting in fish storage plants.

Penny Schoeffel echoed the cries of 
women from the South Pacific 
Commission Tahiti Seminar of Women
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when she reviewed the inappropriate 
teaching of western food preparation 
and customs and ghetto effect of Home 
Economics training courses for women 
in the Pacific. Perhaps the most 
encouraging paper from the Pacific was 
that of Elizabeth Cox who has worked 
for nine years developing the Gavien 
Women’s Development Group, an 
attempt to organize women to solve for 
themselves the agricultural, nutritional, 
economic and social problems they face.
“ Anthropologists use the excuse that 
women’s position has traditionally been 
one of subservience, and to change this 
would mean upsetting precious cultural 
patterns. Our culture is still intact, but 
by working together there has been an 
enormous change in men’s attitudes. 
Women are fast gaining a respect and 
status quite different from past male 
dominance. This writer suggested that 
non-islanders like Cox can make a 
positive contribution towards the 
advancement of women if they make a 
long-term commitment, have a quiet 
sense of humour and an understanding 
of one’s own and islander’s values.

The old idea of “ elect a woman and 
things will change” or “ add women and 
stir” is not enough. We need to work on 
all levels. Susan Ryan, Australian 
Labour MP concluded: “ You must 
make your views known in your local 
community, in areas of national and 
foreign affairs, and internationally in 
United Nations or regional forums? 
Feminism as she defined it is the 
achievement of power to make your own 
decisions and not just absorb the effects 
of others’ decisions.

Discussion and theorizing by female 
anthropoligists, home economists, 
farmers, nutritionists, historians, aid 
personnel, sportswomen, poor, disabled 
and elderly who were Aborigines, 
Pacific Islanders, Australians, New 
Zealanders, Asian and American was 
summed up by comments from two 
Fijian home economists. Mereseini 
Vulaca an influential staff member of 
the SPC regional Community Education 
Training Centre found the conference 
stimulating and eye opening. With this 
experience, we can now anticipate she 
will recommend such an inter
disciplinary global approach to women 
in development for incorporation into 
the revised SPC Community Education 
Training Centre curriculum.

Cema Bolabola and other islanders 
were surprised to see the parallels 
between the poor of Australia and their 
own villagers. Clearly amazed by 
regional political ploys by Uncle Oz, Ms 
Bolabola questioned how Australia, the 
country Fijians turn to for migrant jobs, 
can also have poor people who are 
forced to eat dog food because they 
cannot get work.

A mixed salad of people produced an 
appetizing meal for all. . .  one that needs 
careful digestion and repeat serves.□

LESSONS STILL TO LEARN

Women Learning Weekend, Victoria 
University, Easter 1982. by Anne Else

The organisers of the Women Learn
ing Weekend, held over Easter at Vic
toria University, have good reason to be 
pleased with what they managed to ac
complish. About 300 women packed in
to the student block to go to a wide 
range of workshops and events.

The women responsible for the 
Women and Racism Saturday sessions 
came either from Urban Training to 
Combat Racism (an all-day session 
which 1 didn’t go to, so 1 can’t comment 
on it) or from Ngatua Hine. This group 
includes women from several races but 
chose its name partly because, as Sarda 
Nana, an Indian woman, said at the 
outset, “ I’ve often been called a black 
bitch, but never a brown one” . She went 
on to point out the extra hurdles that 
black women face, and how all aspects 
of racism oppress black women most. 
Just as women need to work in groups 
with no men present, so black women 
need to get away from whites as well, 
and use their groups as a stepping stone 
to taking part in all other struggles on a 
more equal footing. Peta Siulepa stress
ed that battle has to be joined on all 
three fronts — against racism, sexism 
and capitalism — and that the women’s 
movement must have an anti-racist 
perspective as well as an anti-capitalist 
one. This means that white women’s 
groups must have equal dialogue and 
consultations with black women. She 
gave as one example of how the 
women’s movement can be racist the 
refusal by one Wellington group to put 
up a poster for Maori Language Week, 
because it “ wasn’t to do with women” . 
She also stressed that the only way black 
women could take on the system was 
through black feminism, that their 
strong leadership role in the anti-racist 
struggle was important, and that 
because black women were the most op
pressed group in our society, they were 
therefore in the vanguard of the struggle 
against oppression, and could teach 
white women a great deal.

Two videos were shown as part of the 
day’s programme. One was on the Rixen 
sit-in, the other about the Polynesian 
women from Porirua who clean Well
ington offices all night and go home to 
care for children all day. Their oppres
sion is so total that no one, not even the 
black women leading the follow-up

discussion groups, could see where to 
begin. The afternoon workshops began 
with a Motis test — similar to a conven
tional IQ test but based entirely on 
Maoritanga, and designed to give 
Pakehas some insight into how Maori 
children fare in a monocultural educa
tion system — and went on to look at 
how each individual can combat racism 
in New Zealand. A clear distinction was 
made between racial prejudice, which 
can be found in various races, and 
racism, which is the institutionalisation 
of white prejudice to give whites 
economic, social and political power 
over blacks — just as men have power 
over women.

I was able to go to only a few of the 
sessions offering on Sunday and Mon
day — partly as I was convening one 
myself _  but to be honest I found all 
but one a little irritating. The women at
tending were mainly young, mainly 
students, and often seemed to me to be a 
bit short on experience, though long on 
theory. I must be getting old. A more 
serious complaint was the lack of 
forethought that had gone into some 
“workshops” Their convenors were in
clined to think that they could just 
launch into speaking, go on for a while, 
then stop and wait for a reaction. In
evitably, it came in the form of other 
fairly lengthy contributions from a very 
small, minority of those listening, rambl
ed about vaguely and ended abruptly. 
Moreover, considering the issues we had 
been discussing on Saturday (and the 
convenors of those well-planned sessions 
had by contrast done an excellent job) it 
was surprising to note the total lack of 
awareness shown by those who 
presented their ideas in unrelentingly 
and unnecessarily complicated language 
and were quite unable to do anything 
different, even when some black women 
pointed out what they were doing. It oc- 
cured to me that one of the major flaws 
in the presentation of feminist 'ideas in 
this country is the reliance on inherently 
middle class intellectual methods, 
especially writing and lecturing and 
vague discussion, rather than using 
drama or role play or simulation games 
— such as the Motis test described 
above.

Sometimes, though, the conventional 
presentation worked brilliantly. This 
was the case when Judith Aitken spoke 
on “The Women’s Movement in New 
Zealand” . Thanks to the clarity and 
precision of her ideas, the size of the 
group — big enough to include a wide 
range of ages, races, classes and na
tionalities, but small enough for prac
tically everyone to take part — and the 
fact that all those present seemed to have 
thought long and hard about the sub
ject, it was a real learning experience. 
There was plenty of debate and even im
passioned argument, but no hostility or 
aggression; for me it was the high point 
of the weekend, and an excellent conclu
sion. □
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HUI LOOKS AT LAND TAKE
Black Womin’s Hui, Auckland Maori 
Mission, April 24 1982. by Hilda 
Halkyard.

'Kia ora koutou katoa nga Wahine o te 
motu. Ko tenei korero, he korero mo 
tetahi huihuinga o nga Wahine pango. I 
tae mai ai tatou ki te korerorero mo te 
take nunui o nga whenua Maori.

Thirty representatives from Palmer
ston North, Wellington, Otara, Ponson- 
by, Awhitu, and Raglan, attended a 
black womin’s hui on land at the 
Auckland Maori Mission on April 24.

In the first session, after mihi, four 
womin spoke on specific land take.

Waatara Mihi outlined the Awhitu 
kaupapa, which aims “ to retain in 
Maori ownership our tupuna’s land, 
which is being threatened with alienation 
by the neighbouring farmers’ applica
tion to the High Court for a title’’. Ngati 
Te Ata descendants reoccupied the land 
over a year ago and work has begun on 
re-establishing the papa kainga as a self- 
supporting community based on Maori 
traditional values. A whare moe has 
been erected to shelter workers and a 
network of fences divides rotational 
market gardening and pastoral grazing. 
Some tree planting has been carried out 
and one five-acre paddock has been lim
ed and manured ready for the first mar
ket garden. Waatara Mihi suggested the 
best type of support was to send prac
tical koha — tools or building materials. 
Supporters should listen to the results of 
the High Court hearing and should the 
High Court go against the Ngati Te Ata, 
there will be a general call for support.

Sharon Hawke, of the Ngati Whatua 
of Orakei, told how thirty families were 
evicted from the Okahu Bay papa kainga 
in 1950 and relocated in state homes in 
Kitemoana Street. Over a period of time 
these families have had “ the guts kicked 
out of them’’. Not only were they in
sulted by having to pay rent, but they 
were also denied the right to buy free
hold their Housing Corporation homes. 
The Labour Department has employed 
local youths to clear scrub from the hill, 
and because of this, eventually the 
ground close to Kitemoana Street will 
erode away. Sharon Hawke predicted 
that the Housing Corporation would 
eventually relocate the Ngati Whatua 
out of Kitemoana Street — “ out-of
sight, out-of-mind’’. Hawke spoke of 
future action of the Joint Working 
Committee on Bastion Point, the first 
future major action being the Auckland 
march on May 7th.

Angie Greensill talked about her 
grandmother’s long struggle, beginning 
in 1947, to regain Tainui Awhiro land. 
The kuia died on her land but from there 
her daughter, Eva Rickard, continued 
the fight, and the mokopuna, Angie, 
promised to never let the Raglan issue lie 
under courtroom double standards. 
Angie also shared some of Te Matakite o 
Aotearoa’s aims in encouraging Maori 
people to return to their lands to live. 
Since the Maori Land March several Te 
Matakite people have done this: Betty 
Williams has gone to fight for her land 
in Coromandel; Liz Marsden and Tiata 
Witehira have begun a work trust in 
Mataraua. Angie herself is actively in
volved in Awhitu. She felt Te Matakite 
had achieved a lot of its aims following 
the Land March.

Hilda Halkyard discussed the inter
relationship of the indigenous people’s 
self-determination movement and the 
anti-nuclear movement: “ For the 
nuclear cycle to continue, it must always 
have land and sea — that is, someone 
else’s land and sea.” Halkyard con
sidered that fighting racism was a high 
priority for the New Zealand Peace 
Movement: “ When we struggle for 
‘peace’, we must struggle for the kind of 
peace everyone can enjoy.”
The hui evaluated several issues:
•  Maori land legislation has a com

plicated language system which is part of 
the racist plot to ensure Maoris never 
understand it.
•  A national Maori newsletter is need

ed to disseminate information out to 
people.
•  The arrests on Bastion Point and 
Raglan are an exact reenactment of the 
confrontations with the law which oc
curred during the times of Rua Kenana 
and Te Whiti o Rongomai.

•  For all landowning and landless 
Maoris, the essence of Maori struggle is 
part of the fight for land.

One of the significant things about the 
group organising the hui, Hine Tu Kaha, 
is its non-hierarchical collective working 
spirit. Each member took a specific 
workshop at the hui. To eradicate the 
“ one boss mentality” all Hine Tu Kaha 
womin train to become leaders.

The Skills Learning Session in which 
we learned leaflet making, banner mak
ing and shirt printing, was very produc
tive, creative and rewarding.

Tris Tuahine led a workshop on Rape 
and Incest. The myths of rape were ex
posed. Police and court procedure were 
seen as extended victim rape situations.

Sharon Hawke introduced the Black 
Womin to Bastion Point itself. In the 
midst of a workshop on public speaking 
we held there, three cops turned up to 
check if fences had been damaged. The 
pigs’ “ hope-you-feel-uncomfortable- 
l ’m-around” intimidatory tactics were 
ignored much to their disappointment. 
We then returned to the Mission for kai, 
and the chicken chow mein and army 
pudding peaches a-la-thud pastry had 
barely settled when the next session 
began. The Demonstration Skills Work
shop highlighted the significance of hav
ing a disciplined orderly organisation of 
people to maintain crowd control. Role 
plays of arrest situations using non
violent methods showed the consider
able energy and power a group of people 
can have when they stand up for their 
rights against the mighty State!

This day hui was intensive, highly 
energetic, and a strong spirit builder for 
both organisers and participants. Every
one left the hui with at least two new 
skills.

Kia ora ra koutou.□

10 Broadsheet, June 1982



BUILDING A NATIONAL 
MAORI NETWORK

Waitangi National Hui, Kokiri ki 
Rahuitanga ki Otara. April 30-May 2, 
1982. by Hilda Halkyard.

90 delegates from Rotorua, Tauranga, 
Palmerston North, Kawerau, Well
ington, Auckland and Whangarei at
tended the Waitangi National Hui held 
at Kokiri ki Rahuitanga ki Otara.

The purpose of the hui was two-fold: 
firstly to evaluate past protests, and 
secondly to strengthen the national net
work against Waitangi.

Friday evening each group reported 
on Waitangi protest actions. This year’s 
protest was the largest and was due to 
the energy of many black and anti-racist 
groups in areas other than Auckland, 
Wellington and Waitangi. Activities 
took place from Blenheim to Kaitaia. 
The protest action in local areas clearly 
had an impact and both raised aware
ness and caused conflict in many of the 
communities. The side show of the even
ing was Dunn Mihaka’s contribution to 
politics, when he punched the chair
person.

The main highlights of Saturday were 
the papers by Rebecca Evans and Donna 
Awatere. Peka Evans’ paper “ The 
Building of a National Movement” 
outlined the history of protest against 
the Treaty of Waitangi. She attributed 
the loss of many Maori battles and the 
fall of many Maori leaders to the fact 
that “ we are not trained with a kill-or- 
win mentality. Instead too many start 
out With the mentality that we are going 
to lose anyway but we will put up a good 
fight before we go.” Peka encouraged 
whites to see their role in the anti-racist 
struggle as “ mutineers in their own 
system” . “ Behind the Waitangi struggle 
is a struggle for liberation, and only 
Maoris can lead the liberation struggle in 
Aotearoa.”

Donna Awatere’s paper on sovereign
ty (to be reprinted in this issue) evoked 
heated argument and discussion 
throughout the day and night. The main 
dispute that emerged was the ideological 
dilemma between socialist groups. The 
anti-racism struggle has clearly been 
slotted into a white man’s version of 
“ socialism” . Sovereignty turns the 
tables, takes the lead and socialism falls 
in around it. Groups were encouraged to 
discuss the issue further in their own 
areas.

A sparky area of Wellington discon
tent reared its head during the hui. The 
Workers Communist League were chal
lenged for trying to involve themselves in 
the domestic racism struggle to mani

pulate black support for their own gain 
and credibility. Although coalitions 
amongst these groups were often formed 
around specific action, there was a 
definite tugging apart relationship be
tween the WCL, Dunn Mihaka and his 
white liberal don’t-have-to-feel-guilty- 
about-being-racist followers, and black 
activists. This climate makes it very dif
ficult, but not impossible for a black 
political line to emerge.

On Sunday Rebecca Evans presented 
a five-year action plan. The hui endors
ed four-monthly representative meetings 
and a communication network • centre 
based in Auckland. The first-year plan 
agreed upon was to set up an office and 
a full-time worker in each area.

The Waitangi National Hui ended 
with much debate, arguing, and inform
ation-sharing concerning various land 
take (Awhitu, Bastion Point, Gate Pa). 
Many strong personalities had emerged. 
But the most important thing gauged 
from the hui was the dynamic energy in 
various areas that are in direct opposi
tion to the white racist state of New 
Zealand. □

LESBIAN MOTHERS MEET

Lesbian Mothers, Lovers and 
Children Weekend, Waitakere, 
Auckland, 17 and 18 April, by Miriam 

11 Saphira. ____________________
Approximately 60 women and 

children gathered in the Waitakeres for a 
Lesbian Mothers,. Lovers and Children 
Weekend, funded by the Advisory Com
mittee on Women’s Affairs.

Elizabeth and Rachel organised and 
worked with the children to enable them 
to explore their feelings and relation
ships in a straight world. As one child 
said, “ It gets difficult. When my friends 
asked where I was going for the weekend 
I couldn’t tell them it was a Lesbian 
Mothers’ Weekend. I felt I was being 
unfair to my mum and to my friends but 
I don’t feel I can tell them. I’ll probably 
tell my best friend in a while but her 
mum is conservative and I’m worried 
that her mum will stop us seeing each 
other.”

Another child had this to say, “ I like 
my mum having women lovers because I 
get along with women better. I can talk 
io them easier. They’re just so mucn 
easier, more considerate and more gentle 
than men. Lesbians will talk about pro
blems.”

bo this was what the weekend was 
about. On Saturday afternoon we in
troduced ourselves, our situations and 
backgrounds before sharing a large com
munal meal. When we had organised the 
children for bed we shared ideas and it 
was obvious we often had vastly dif

ferent philosophies, but we were able to 
agree to disagree on the different points. 
The evening was rounded off with shar
ing songs, music and experiences.

After breakfast, singing, and walks in 
the surrounding bush we began with 
workshops on living alone, custody bat
tles, lovers of lesbian mothers and com
ing out to the PTA and your neighbours. 
A mother of a lesbian came to the 
workshops and shared her experiences 
of telling her friends and other relatives 
of her daughter’s orientation. Her point 
of view was invaluable. Any parent 
wishing to get in touch with Helen can 
write c/- Broadsheet. The importance of 
reaching out to lesbians who are isolated 
in the suburbs was also stressed.

of the differences that occur when your 
lover has children from a previous rela
tionship. As Sand says in the Dyke News 
April 23: “ I’ve found it difficult to ac
cept that Lynn is a mother as well as my 
lover, and that basically the kids come 
first in our relationship and always will. 
My desire is to be with Lynn and I have 
otten resented the times 1 have had to be 
with the kids in order to spend any time 
with Lynn. For me, to have a healthy 
relationship with Lynn I have to have a 
healthy relationship with the kids.”

Coming out was discussed frequently 
during the weekend, whether it was tell
ing parents, children, school committees 
or friends. One lesbian who had not 
brought her children asked whether she 
might talk to our children about telling 
her own, and had many interesting con
versations with the children at the camp.

In the afternoon the workshops on 
wills, guardianship and adolescents were 
passed over for groups discussing rela
tionships. This was a good wind-up for a 
weekend of sharing the trials and laughs 
of our complex network of relation- „ 
ships. There was many a tale of 
youthful bible-clutching crusaders at the 
door, asking for the head of the 
household, only to scuttle off in shock at 
the replies.

Other activities are ’planned" for, such 
as a children’s disco. Women wanting 
more information should write to the 
Auckland Women’s Health Centre, PO 
47090 Ponsonby, Auckland.□
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BREASTS
"Breast are instruments to feed 
babies. Breasts are something 
which are prone to disease. 

Have you ever heard of a man 
getting breast cancer? You 

have to hide breasts; you can't 
walk around bare-chested like 
a man. Breasts get in the way 
and they're painful when you 

jog. They wobble and shake if 
you don't wear a (dreaded 

word) BRA." By a 12-year-old 
who wants to be anonymous.

'T've had a good job done on my 
breasts. My sister persistently criticised 

my breasts the whole time I was 
developing through adolescence. She 

called me "flat-chested" and a "tit-less 
wonder". They're not in fact so small, 

but she was older and had more 
developed breasts. Ultimately, her 

breasts were much larger than mine. 
She takes after my mother, I take after 
my father's side of the family, and the 

women all have small breasts and 
broad shoulders. A rather strong

looking frame. Because I became so 
conscious of my small breasts, I 

became very aware that my breasts 
weren't like the popular and coveted 
stereotype. I gradually just dismissed 
them, disregarded them, tried to hide 
them as much as possible. As I've got 

older I've got used to them. They 
actually suit the rest of my body. But 

I'm still not totally OK with them. 
When my lover wants to caress them 

or put his mouth on me, I sort of 
automatically cringe. I feel 

embarassed that they're attracting 
attention. I try and move him onto 

something else. I just can't get very 
sexually excited by them. I think it's 

quite sad."

"I hope my breasts hurry and 
grow. I'd like to have 

middle-sized ones, not too big 
and not too little. Just like 

Anne's. They're nice. I want to 
wear bras when they get 

bigger. I don't want sagging 
tits. I don't like the saggy 

ones. Yours are all right. A bit 
saggy after all us. Breasts are 
breasts to your family. They 

like you but breasts might be 
seen differently by other 

people.

"I had enormous breasts. I say had 
because I had a breast reduction 
operation two years ago. I'll tell 

you why. My breasts were huge. I 
could never get any clothes to fit 

me, they were heavy and 
weighed me down. But most of 

all, it was all people ever saw of 
me. When I was talking to 

people, I'd see that they were 
only talking to my tits. Their eyes 

were riveted. That was 
especially true with guys. I was 

just two walking tits to them. And 
people didn't take me seriously. 

With tits like that I must be Little 
Annie Fanny — you know, stupid, 

witless, a moron. So I got my 
breasts made smaller. I had a 

pound taken off each breast. The 
operation wasn't too hot, but the 
relief! I could stand up straight. 
My whole body straightened out. 

The deep grooves in my. shoulders 
from the bra straps disappeared.

People looked me in the eye. 
They discovered the person under 

the knockers. It's a shitty world 
for women but I'm glad I did it."
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I've always been told that my breasts 
are nice, firm, not too saggy, so I've 

always got on well with them, proudly 
sunbathed topless on prestigious 

beaches and worn delicately low cut 
clothes. But as the bloom of youth 

finds less time to spend with me, this 
relationship has become more difficult.
For two main reasons, (excepting that 
it's normal for one to be bigger then 
the other) That delicate droop is now 
more a sensuous sag and still worse, 
my nipples, quite by themselves have 
decided to grow hair. Big black curly 
ones. Twenty on the left and Thirty six 

on the right. Well, when this first 
started, I thought perhaps I should 

pluck them, have some electroylosis or 
see a hormone specialist! But as time 
has passed and still no-one has run 

screaming from my boudoir or offered 
me a job in a circus, I think I can 

tolerate them. Besides, what's beauty?
I see beauty in an expression, a touch, 

a tone of voice and I'm sure that the 
people who really matter to me won't 

worry about my hairy nipples, so I 
don't either! Happy sprouting.

"GAYE: OOh Lovely. I love tits. I get a real warm 
feeling when I see them. I don't feel sexual 
about them other than with the woman I love. 
Not like men who get erections. I don't think 
they get that warm pleasant feeling.
I never look at a woman's breasts and like her 
because of them. Breasts have nothing to do 
with my sexual relationships with women, 
though when I get to know her breasts in
dividually, it may be different.

JOANNE: Yes, I'm the same. I am attracted to a 
certain personality and it never has to be con
tained in a certain body shape. I like my own 
breasts. They give me so much pleasure when 
we are love making. I even like their ir
regularities, like the scar on this one.

GAYE: I suppose I should do a breast exam now 
I'm thirtyish. Women who haven't breast fed are 
more prone aren't they — and my aunt had 
breast cancer. How do you do the exam on 
yourself?

JOANNE: You move your fingers in little 
movements from the nipple out. Here I'll show 
you. (Laughter and cuddles).

GAYE: I'm sure you would notice if one of my 
breasts changed or grew lumps.

JOANNE: I know I would. Seriously though, how 
would you feel if I lost one.

GAYE: With a relationship as deep as ours, it 
wouldn't make any difference.

JOANNE: What if I chopped one off 'cos it got in 
the way of my bow and arrows?

GAYE: That would be different. I wouldn't like 
that just to be expedient. I'm not sure why but 
I just wouldn't want you to do that."

"Lately I have been wondering 
why I have spent so much time 

thinking about my breasts since I 
was a teenager. 'They're TOO 
BIG.' 'I can't wear this — it 

makes me look TOO BIG.' 'Tee- 
shirts look strange on me.' 'I 

hope someone won't comment on 
them today.' (always boys/men)

'I hope no-one cracks jokes about 
me.' When I was twelve I started 

to develop rather rapidly and I 
was in a 36” cup by the time I 
was 16. As an athlete it is with 
embarrassment that I remember 
being once asked how come I 

didn't get two black eyes when I 
sprinted. I nearly gave up sport 
at that stage. At about the same 
time I started experiencing 3-4 
days a month when my breasts 
were very painful and now this 

can last anything up to 14 days a 
month. So here I am at 30 still 

contantly thinking about breasts 
but the main difference is now I 
claim them as mine and I really 

do love them, size, shape, freckle 
on left breast, the whole of them. 
They are my breasts."
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When it was first suggested to me that I write an 
article on my mastectomy, I must admit I hesitated.

If I agreed, 1 knew 1 would need to allow myself 
to express openly my feelings, both good and bad, 
before, during, and after my mastectomy, and 1 was 
not sure that I could.

I was forty years of age when 1 discovered a lump 
in my breast. 1 had been married for twenty years, 
and had two teenagers, a daughter of eighteen, and 
a son of fifteen. 1 worked, in an office, for 32V2 hours 
a week. It was a position I enjoyed — I had been 
there for almost nine years. I found with my job, 
family and home commitments, and my Church, 
that I was kept busy. I had become a Christian the 
previous December, and that had meant quite a few 
personal adjustments in my life. My children were 
also Christians and had been for some time prior 
to my own commitment. I had always been ener
getic, active and very healthy.

When, in October 1981, 1 discovered the lump, 
the w ord /’cancer” did go through my mind, but 
commonsense ruled. “It would more likely be a 
cyst”, 1 kept telling myself. Twice in the last seven 
years I had had to have a curette and biopsy follow
ing “suspect” smear tests. On both occasions, I can 
well remember, although I kept my fears to myself, 
being convinced that 1 had cancer. However both 
times I received negative results so I was determin
ed not to worry this time.

I did visit my doctor immediately however. He did 
not appear worried, and because it was not the most 
ideal time of the month to examine my breasts, he 
suggested that I return on the eighth day after com
mencement of my next period. He was hopeful that 
meanwhile the lump might disappear.

1 went back as suggested, aware that the lump was 
still present. My doctor explained that he would like 
me to wait one more month. He did not want me 
to undergo surgery unnecessarily, and he express
ed hope that if the lump was a cyst or similar, it 
might still disappear.

The month passed slowly. The lump remained.
I prayed about it. My faith was strong. I had witness
ed healing, and I knew if the lump was meant to 
disappear it would.

Back to my doctor! Still seemingly unconcerned, 
he suggested a visit to a specialist for a second opi
nion. I did this a few days later. The specialist, with 
the same confidence as my doctor, said he too felt 
that the lump was nothing to worry about, however, 
as it was obviously not going to disappear, it should 
be investigated. He agreed that my own doctor had 
been correct in suggesting the waiting period. He 
made arrangements for a biopsy the following 
Wednesday.

On the 9th December I entered hospital for an 
overnight stay. My feelings were mixed. At times I 
felt very calm. At times I felt very scared. When I 
experienced fear, 1 felt guilty. I thought by feeling 
fear I was not being strong. All my life I had tried 
to be strong. For some reason that was very impor
tant to me. 1 prayed hard for strength.

Then it was all over. I do not remember much 
about my feelings that night. They were very con
fused, but at the same time I do recall that my mix
ed thoughts were almost in slow motion. In fact 1

could not seem to concentrate to get any positive 
thoughts. I could not sleep.

Early Thursday morning my specialist visited me 
and said I could go home as soon as the stitches had 
been removed later that morning. He would have 
all the results the following Monday. “All looked 
well”, he expressed with confidence.

The stitches were removed, and as I waited for my 
husband to call the word “malignant” came to me 
very clearly. I knew I was tense, overtired and a lit
tle uncomfortable — surely I must be over reacting? 
But, for all that, 1 really felt I was being prepared.

That feeling was confirmed the next morning 
when my specialist rang and asked me to come and 
see him. 1 asked him if he had the results, and when 
he replied that he had just received them, 1 asked 
him if it was “bad news”. He said how sorry he was, 
but regrettably, yes it was. After ringing my hus
band, and my office, I went straight into my 
specialist, who explained to me about the results.

The biopsy showed the lump to be non-malignant! 
It has been caused by nothing more than a hormonal 
disturbance! However from well underneath the 
lump, where the specialist had taken a further biop
sy, was a malignant tumour. 1 had prayed for a 
“miracle” — I had certainly received one! If the lump 
had not appeared in my breast, and if my specialist 
had not gone considerably deeper, the cancerous 
tumour would have grown unchecked.

How can I explain my feelings as he told me that 
he had taken the liberty of ringing the hospital, re
booking me back in at 2.30 that day for a total 
removal of my breast at 4.30 pm. It never entered 
my mind to refuse or delay, I guess because 1 had 
been prepared I had partially accepted what had to 
happen. I felt wonder and humility over the miracle, 
and shock and fear over the thought of the mastec
tomy. In those few minutes many thoughts raced 
through my mind. “I haven’t wrapped my Christmas 
presents”, “I want to wash my hair”. Most important
ly though 1 wanted to see my daughter. She was a 
second year ATI nursing student, and that day was 
nursing at Auckland Hospital. “How can 1 contact 
her without alarming her?” It all seemed so unreal.

As 1 left the specialist’s rooms, I can well 
remember thanking him, and then thinking to 
myself that I must be crazy to be saying “thank you”.
I rang my husband and asked him to come home. 
He was there when I arrived. He didn’t say much, and 
neither did I. I felt words were not going to change 
anything. 1 don’t know what he felt.

My son was at home as school holidays had 
already begun.

1 could talk to him. Because 1 was calm, he seem
ed to take the news quite calmly. I really was calm! 
I can remember thinking, “I can’t be normal, I should 
be upset, sad, angry or depressed.” But all I could 
think of was the “miracle” which had happened to 
me.

I wrote a letter to my daughter. 1 desperately 
wanted her to understand why 1 hadn’t contacted 
her. 1 also rang a few people dear to me.

My husband took me to hospital. I felt he wasn’t 
coping very well, but I really didn’t know how to help 
him. 1 talked about the “miracle”. He didn’t see it 
as such. I wanted him to talk to me — he didn’t talk.
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I expected him to know I wanted him to talk to me. 
He did not stay long at the hospital. 1 had to be 
prepared for surgery, and anyway I wanted him to 
be at home when our daughter returned from her 
work so he could give her my letter, and also be with 
her and our son.

I remember the young nurse who prepared me. 
As she helped me into my theatre gown, took my 
blood pressure and gave me a “pre-med” injection, 
she encouraged me to talk. 1 loved her for that. 
Although 1 didn’t share a lot with her, it helped me 
to feel she cared. She went off duty at 3.30 pm. I 
was alone. 1 started to feel scared.

Then the anaesthetist who was with me during my 
biopsy came to say he would be with me again dur
ing my mastectomy, and how sorry he was. I 
couldn’t talk to him, I was so touched by his visit. 
It seemed he really cared. He went away. I felt very 
lonely.I can scarcely remember ever feelingso alone.

They came to take me down to the theatre. 1 
waited in the hallway outside the theatre. 1 could see 
inside. I could see the nursing staff lifting an old man 
off the theatre table onto a bed. I wondered if 1 would 
live to be that old. Into theatre I went. 1 smiled at 
everyone. 1 prayed to myself, then slept. I awoke in 
the recovery room. 1 was crying to myself (I thought). 
Someone said “Don’t cry, it’s all over”. I thought, 
“It’s not over, it’s only just begun”.

1 was taken back to my room. My husband visited 
me. We talked, but we were both very careful with 
what we said. 1 didn’t sleep that night. I was given 
several injections, but they didn’t help. The only 
position 1 could lie in was on my back, and 1 had 
never been able to sleep on my back. By morning 
I had a severe migraine. A sure sign of the tension 
I had imagined I was coping with. 1 was given some 
pain relief for it and by mid-morning 1 was feeling 
much better.

My husband, my specialist and my anaesthetist 
all visited me. My specialist explained that there 
would be more results to follow. A further biopsy 
from the lymph nodes in my armpit had been taken. 
If these proved to be negative there was a very good 
chance that the cancer had not spread. I felt confi
dent they would be clear. He explained that as some 
of the nerves and muscles under my arm had been 
cut my arm movement would be restricted for 
awhile.

I asked him about exercises however he advised 
that it would be best to wait until the stitches had 
been removed. This would be done by a District 
Nurse the following Saturday.

With my operation behind me I now had time to 
really think. 1 was confident that I would receive love 
and support from my family and friends. I knew this 
would help, but 1 also knew that in the end I alone 
would be responsible for the way in which I coped.
1 didn’t want to feel sorry for myself! I really wanted 
to be able to overcome any difficulties which might 
eventuate from my mastectomy. Most of all, 1 was 
determined to return to my former energetic and 
healthy self, although quite frankly I still did not, 
and have never since, really thought of myself as 
unhealthy. All my life 1 had been very fortunate and 
felt extremely fit and healthy, and at this particular 
time, although of course I was in a certain amount

of physical pain, I knew it was only temporary. I 
wasn’t sleeping well, but hoped too that was also 
temporary.

1 received many visitors. I was deeply touched that 
so many cared. My room was full of beautiful 
flowers, gifts and cards. 1 had so much to be grateful 
for, and most of the time my spirits were high, and 
I felt bright and cheerful.

There were moments, of course, when I felt emo
tionally low. Each day when I bathed 1 felt this way. 
My wound of course was still covered, so I allowed 
myself to look at the flatness. It seemed unreal.

Then on the Tuesday morning, the drains and the 
dressings were removed. I didn’t look at myself. I 
didn’t want to. Although, at that point, 1 honestly 
believed that I had accepted what had happened to 
me, I know now that it was not until that afternoon 
when I received a visit from a lady representing the 
Mastectomy Society, that the full reality really 
touched me. She had come to explain and show the 
different types of prostheses which were available. 
The nursing sister had of course obtained my prior 
consent. The lady explained that it was usual for a 
time lapse of approximately six weeks to pass after 
one’s operation before purchasing a prosthesis. As 
the prosthesis weighed approximately the same as 
a corresponding size breast it could cause discom
fort if used prior to the wound healing. She then pro
ceeded to take each type of prosthesis from her suit
case. A mental picture of a wizard pulling his 
“tricks” from his hat flashed through my mind. On
ly this was not magic! It wasn’t even amusing! 
Perfect replicas of breasts . . .  so obviously false! 
The fact that 1 was to be “stuck” with one of these 
for the rest of my life became a reality! I just couldn’t 
enthuse. Poor lady, she must have thought I was 
completely disinterested. I felt at my lowest emo
tionally since my operation. I’m sure not everyone 
feels this way. The Society do a very worthwhile job, 
and I appreciated her visit very much, but at the time 
I just simply didn’t cope.

That afternoon, though, after visiting time had 
passed, I remember going into the toilet, and forc
ing myself to look at my chest wound. With the 
dressing off it was actually worse than flat — it was 
concave!

The following day I went home, padded up with 
a temporary fibre-filled prosthesis. I was so pleased 
to be home with my husband and family. I felt very 
tired, and of course was still in a certain amount of 
discomfort. I couldn’t wear my bra for very long 
periods. The stitches were removed on the Satur
day. The wound was healing well, and 1 was thankful 
that at least the scar was “neat”. I immediately 
started simple exercises.

Friends and family continued to very supportive. 
My husband, children, and my mother, were all very 
helpful in sharing the housework. I didn’t attempt 
to vacuum, and I couldn’t reach the clothes line, but 
other than that I tried hard, and although I was 
unable to do things at the speed with which I would 
have liked to, I could manage most things.

I went back to the specialist a week later. The 
results of the biopsy from the lymph nodes were all 
clear. He suggested I went for a bone scan in the 
New Year — he would make an appointment for me
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after Christmas. He was very pleased with my 
progress.

Christmas came and went. I was particularly lazy 
— no-one allowed me to do much, however 1 must 
admit I thoroughly enjoyed being spoiled. The one 
thing 1 did do daily though were my exercises.

We always went away every Christmas, and as all 
arrangements had been made for some time we had 
no intentions of not going. This year was to be dif
ficult to our normal family holiday, as we had rented 
a home at the beach jointly with my sister, her hus
band and their family. My sister continued to spoil 
me.

Every day I could feel my arm movement improv
ing. 1 worked hard and faithfully at my exercises.
1 still found sleeping difficult, as 1 could only lie on 
my back. 1 used to support my arm with a pillow, 
and this helped to a degree.

When I drove the car for the first time after my 
operation it was a real thrill. It had only been three 
weeks so I felt pleased.

During the time we spent away from home 1 found 
myself relaxing. 1 found it particularly helpful to 
have my sister and my daughter there most of the 
day to talk to. They really allowed me to talk about 
my feelings. I was really grateful. 1 read a lot. 1 had 
always been a keen reader, and 1 had gathered quite 
a few books on cancer and mastectomies to read.
1 didn’t feel I was being morbid reading these. I really 
wanted to know as much as 1 could. 1 was anxious 
to read of others’ experiences, and how they coped, 
and also, while 1 was determined 1 was not going to 
become obsessed with the fact that 1 had had cancer,
1 wanted to be aware of any problems that could oc
cur. 1 hadn’t hidden myself from the fact that the 
cancer could re-occur. I did not intend to live in fear, 
but 1 was going to be aware!

My specialist had suggested that I did not return 
to work for at least six weeks, so in the time that 
lapsed between our return from holiday and com
mencing work, 1 concentrated on regaining my 
strength. If I felt tired, I rested.

Regrettably during this period my father-in-law 
was admitted to hospital. He had a heart condition 
and had been unwell for some time. We visited him 
daily. Although this tired me, I know in many ways 
it helped. One cannot fail to observe the suffering 
that goes on in hospitals — I realised how minor my 
problem was. Sadly my father-in-law passed away, 
after twelve days in hospital.

It was now almost six weeks since my operation.
I decided 1 felt ready to purchase my prosthesis. I 
made an appointment at one of the places which 
carried a stock of prostheses. I selected one, which, 
although certainly one of the more expensive, I was 
quite happy with. I knew the most critical person was 
going to be myself, and 1 can honestly say I felt con
fident that the one 1 had chosen would not be 
detected as “false”. Frankly, though, I felt they were 
all very much overpriced. Like myself, my husband 
and children thought it quite “real”. From the time 
1 had returned from hospital I had made no attempt 
to hide myself, so of course the prosthesis was also 
examined with the same interest. I gradually 
became used to it.

I went for the bone scan just prior to recommen

cing work. The results from that were also negative. 
I truly felt that the experience which had so suddenly 
interrupted our lives was now over.

I returned to work and within a few hours it seem
ed as if I had never been away. It was great to be 
back.

Now four months after my operation, how do 1 
feel? I feel great. I feel strong, energetic, happy, and 
(hopefully) more understanding. There is nothing I 
did prior to my operation that 1 cannot manage to 
do now. I have regained full movement of my arm, 
and although there is still slight tenderness around 
the chest area, and numbness under my arm, there 
is no pain. When I went for my three-month check 
(which I passed with flying colours) my specialist did 
say that the numbness may be with* me for some 
considerable time to come.

I will continue to have regular check-ups with my 
specialist for as long as he advises. I do not see that 
as anything to worry about.

1 feel 1 have, with the help of my family and 
friends, coped. I also feel my family and friends have 
coped, each in their own way.

1 feel I have gained from my experience. Space 
does not allow me to elaborate fully, but 1 have 
learned much about myself. A lot I find disturbing, 
but hopefully I have time ahead to concentrate on 
that. Lilgj^hich was always precious, has become 
more precious, but in an entirely different way. I do 
know that not a day passes without me truly thank
ing God for mine.D

For further information on 
Mastectomy Associations 

or
Support Groups 

Contact Your Local 
Cancer Society

• AUCKLAND
P.O. Box 1724, Auckland Phone 540-023

• WAIKATO/BAY OF PLENTY
P.O. Box 134, Hamilton Phone 80-638

• CENTRAL DISTRICTS
P.O. Box 142, Palmerston North Phone 70-635 
or 70-911

• CANTERBURY/WESTLAND
P.O. Box 13049, Christcchurch Phone 795-835

• OTAGO/SOUTHLAND
P.O. Box 1245, Dunedin Phone 777-042

• WELLINGTON
P.O. Box 11-125, Wellington Phone 726-879

T
CANCER SOCIETY OF NEW ZEALAND INC.
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You think Hnat because cancer is environment caused, your breast"cancer mighi- 
i ve been prevented.

In under-developed \  yes,one in 
lands, breast-cancer isy seventeen 
rare, but ife in- ^womenhere 
creasing fast- in 
industrialised 

ones.
d r . 3

And causes are known-- radia
tion ,herbicides,nitrosanoines in air^oiiuhoo, hormones:

' re placement- 
therapy, contra*;] 
cephvesand 

dges *
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As a ladu.you should 
develop courage and^racious 

acceptance,and jo in
private health insurance.



t
!

you mean,if 1 don't' do this then 
breast- cancer would be sort oF

WU-hoOV treatment- ivd haue only a 
cn % chance,bof whataboUFafFteF 

io years?

will treatment cure 
in the lory, run?

well,the longterm 
deallocate is the same. 
6S7odie oF breast- cancer, treated or nor.

vMe don't uuant to 
seem pessimistic. 
Breast cancer 
treatment always 
gives hope,and , 
an activity,and ib 
a very lucrative 

industry.
^ --- S r '

Dfuqs--using cancer-causers 
0 to treat- cancer 

Genetic Engineering •• 
viruses and mcines 

■ interferon and other 
profitable drugs

Radiation-- .detection and treatment
A cause and an accep 

, tance ,Plastic surgery
* in short,eveu/thmq aoour 
breast cancer exceprprevenhoo

He’s righr,preven
tion is a nas ty left-

c a u c u s  
’dfeatti 
c\a j t j .

stop blaming the 
system ,arrc) accept" 
breast cancer.

Hes,\\ helps to know 
thatm Australia one in 

seventeen womengetih 
>'m not atone,twe can 

Face i t

* self-examination
class:
nfiammoqirapny 
biopsy,mastectomy, 
radiotherapy, 
chemotherapy, 
treatment" secon
dary plastic sur- 

 ̂gery,Kubler 
Ross class.

Zooxav- this e x c iV ii^ V  
and profitable cycle# \  
activity,andthe research L - J
Houu are you enjoying classes on 
"Hoo) to be se*y atler Mastectomy?

Gteatl've cheeiedup. 
I ojant- to be attractive 
and unseiFish.

marvellous ,uuhy 
iAje build- 

inganarmy 
of brave 
little /lustra* 
Uan ladies, 
ihere is 
nothing to 

fear buF 
pear-

— Reprinted from vashti, Spring m
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I didn't believe in astrology, at least not un
til May when the stars began to gang up like 
that. The planets joined in July, and by 
August the sun, moon and stars were zeroing 
in. There had to be some explanation and it 
certainly wasn't dessert.
MAKING A CLEAN BREAST OF IT
It began in the May Holidays. Maybe I should do something 
about my lumpy breasts. “ 9 out of 10” and all that. I make an 
appointment with Carol, my GP. I explain that the sore lum
piness has been coming and going with my cycle for quite a 
long time, but it has been getting worse and doesn’t go away.
I quickly learn that the point of self exams is not so much fin
ding lumps as building a clear picture of what’s normal in 
order to detect change. Characteristically diffident, Carol ex
plains that mostly seems to be just normal lumpiness, but 
there is one lump beneath the nipple of the right breast that 
is cause for concern. She puts my hand on it. Yes, I have felt 
it too, hard and definite. But for how long?

Carol arranges for me to see a surgeon later that day. Mr X 
is large and unhurried, his examination is thorough, his man
ner reassuringly direct. “ Yes, he is concerned about the 
lump. It will have to be biopsied, and he will examine some of 
the other lumpy tissue at the same time. Do I want private 
care on Monday or State care on Tuesday? The private care 
will only cost $150 unless he has to do a mastectomy in 
which case it would cost considerably more.” This it seems 
is to be the only choice.

Doctors give you three questions, then their diagnosis 
changes to neurosis. I quickly focus on the mastectomy deci
sion. What will be done; how; do I get any choice? Mr X ex
plains that he does breast biopsies with a general 
anaesthetic and if the lump is malignant he proceeds with a 
mastectomy immediately. I will not know whether I have 
cancer until I come round and find out if my breast is still 
there. I press the point. Can I have the biopsy by local 
anaesthetic? It would avoid a possibly unnecessary general, 
and I would rather confront the issue consciously and par
ticipate in the decision. He explains with conviction that he 
does not do a two-step procedure because his experience 
suggests that disturbing, but not immediately removing, 
malignant tissue is more likely to spread cancer. Disarmingly 
he admits that there are no statistics to prove it.

The purpose of this drastic diagnostic procedure is to find 
malignancies before they have spread, for only then can they 
be cured by surgical removal. He admits that the one-step 
procedure is more distressing to the 90% who have not got 
cancer, but it improves that chance of survival of those who 
do. The priorities are incontestable. I accept the explanation 
and opt for Wellington General Hospital on Tuesday.

The weekend is Queen’s Birthday and the Marxist Political 
Economy Conference in Christchurch. The theme is the 
politics of reproduction. Efforts to make child care work 
within the main stream of the conference are strikingly suc
cessful. The warmth, hospitality and unexpected pleasure of 
seeing men enjoy new found roles stays with me when I at
tend the hospital pre-operative clinic next day. The House 
Surgeon is vigorous and assertive but less certain in her 
diagnosis, saying she can feel a lot of lumps. She briskly 
organises my admission for the next day, ready for surgery 
on Thursday.

We are required to be in the hospital the whole day before 
to be available for assorted lookers, but also so that 
familiarity will reduce our anxiety. It is a successful ploy. The 
four women in the cubicle quickly become a community for 
the duration.

The Surgeon and his entourage arrive. The tone is casual, 
deliberately unworried. He banters mildly with his registrar, 
who is a light mobile Laurel to the surgeon’s ponderous 
suited Hardy.

The Surgeon’s examination is cursory. He marks three 
crosses in felt tip on the upper outside quadrant of my 
breast. “ No,” he says “ that’s wrong,” and trys to rub one out, 
but it’s indelible. “ I’ll draw a ring round it and remember not 
to do it in the morning.” The Ward Sister interrupts “ make 
sure you do remember” . I’m puzzled. “ Wasn’t the lump at 6 
o’clock, under the nipple?” I try to ask. The surgeon smiles 
serenely, distant. The conveyer belt slides him away. The en

tourage meekly follow. How difficult it must be dealing with 
dependence and panic all day. He must have heard last 
minute doubts and appeals a dozen times already. The jovial 
inscrutability is will practised.

I inspect the breast in the mirror. I feel the lump; no cross. 
“They must know what they’re doing. Still I decide to ask the 
House Surgeon. She is busy. I claim her attention. She ex
plains that my breasts are hard to diagnose since they are 
generally lumpy. But, “ don’t worry. Mr X is excellent. He 
knows what he is doing.” I understand. I wouldn’t like it if it 
was my professional competence that was being questioned. 
Still, it doesn’t quite make sense. I examine the House 
Surgeon. She’s about the same age as my students. I press 
the point. Her look registers the suspicion that I’m a neuro. 
Careful now, don’t want valium up my bum. She explains that 
the incision is not necessarily over the lump. The surgeon 
may well make a cut where it will leave least scar, and move 
under the skin to the target area. I accept the explanation 
with relief. She promises however to check with the Surgeon 
when he comes up before theatre in the morning. “ Thank 
you.”

I press the point. Her look registers 
the suspicion that I'm a neuro.

The white robed Fellini procession starts early. Floating in
to Stardust Memories, weightless on rubber wheels. We’re all 
destined for the tip, but some of us are going piece meal.

The House Surgeon has not checked. The Surgeon does 
not appear. My admiration for the Ward Sister has been 
steadily growing. As she puts on the operating grown I ask 
her to interpret the hieroglyphics on my breast.“ Relax,” she 
says, laughing at me, “ it’ll soon be over.” “ Will he remember 
not to cut the one with the circle?” “ Relax. He really is good.”
I hope so.

Anesthesia: the death rehearsal. In the ante-theatre Ella’s 
broad brown hand takes mine as the anaesthetist works the 
needle in. I gasp. “ Why can’t I breathe?” “ She hasn’t put 
anything in yet.” A lie. I can feel it heavy everywhere. 
Betrayal, panic, why does she lie? Someone takes my other 
hand. I recognise Peter, one of the students, a sterile white 
knight in a gauze visor. “ You’re talking an awful lot for so
meone who can’t breathe.” Perfect. I giggle. It comes from 
the extremities with astonishing speed.

Nothing, no pain. The mind snaps back, crawling the lead 
left hand across bandages, unwilling under the dressings, 
searching the cowlick sticking plaster surface. A soft mound, 
no sensation. A breast? A dressing?

“ It’s OK.” Four pairs of astonishingly blue eyes, deep 
socketted beneath freezing workers’ skull caps. I recognise 
another student in the thin strips of flesh. “ Why four of you?” 
“ Double vision, the anaesthetic” , they all reply with the syn
chronised precision of the practised chain. A carcase gliding 
stiff-legged down the line. How much of me have you taken; 
slaughterman? He retreats, fading to a ziggurat aura against 
the bump and swing cordon of a closing double door.

Slaughterman. When will I see straight again? Not here. 
Don’t you know you are your own recovery room.

Double vision? Is that why I think I have a breast? I count 
again. All eight are still there. Four for double vision and four 
for astigmatism.

No-one in the cubicle has had a mastectomy, but it is next 
morning before we can compare notes. Reassuringly we all 
have the same reeling headache. “ I’ll have to tell the 
anaesthetist about you lot,” says the sister, “ what did she do 
to you?” Inserted a roller ball inside the skull by the feel of it. 
We vomit all day.

On Saturday the headache gives way to a dazzling high. I 
am discharged. The dressing is removed. Without the sup
port the stitches pull and hurt. At home I inspect the damage. 
Droopy, empty, they have indeed taken “ a good deal of 
tissue” , perhaps a quarter of the breast. But no lump. The 
lump? The lump? “ No” , says Joe, tired, “ it can’t be still 
there.” But it is. Isn’t it? Down there at 6 o’clock. I can feel it. 
“ Don’t be dumb.”

The children are abominable. Urgent, inspecting fingers 
prey and grasp, desperate to restake their claim to their ter
ritory, my body. Fighting in deadly competition for my totali
ty. “ Leave your Mother alone, she’s tired.” It only makes 
them worse.

Pushing exhaustion away, I finally get them to bed. Hester 
demands a cuddle. “ No, I won’t go away again...Yes, I’m bet-
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ter...Yes, I’m sorry I had to go...Of course I’ll be here in the 
morning...No, I’m not going to die, not yet...Yes, later when 
the time is right...Yes, of course I’m still your mother. They 
only took away a little lump, I’m still here... Good night, see 
you in the morning.”

8.15, finally I sit down. Joe is having a student party. They 
begin to arrive.

8.30. A sudden sharp pain deep in the breast. It builds, in
sistent, demanding attention. The students talk, polite and 
puzzled a long way away.

9.30. Sweating, queasy and weak, I realise I need medical 
help and wonder what to do, who to ask. Joe is unhelpful. I 
call the ward. They tell me to stop worrying, take an aspirin 
and go to bed. I reject the aspirin because I know it may 
cause post-operative bleeding, but I lie down, I have to. The 
bedroom reels, the party noise upstairs, miles away. Perhaps 
I have an infection.

10.00p.m. I call the faithfully accessible Carol. I tell her the 
breast is very swollen and painful. She says to come around 
straight away. I am too wobbly to drive. I have to extract Joe 
from the party. Unwinding at last he resents the interruption.
I insist, trying to sound firm, feeling faint. “This fussing is 
getting to him,” he says, “ why can’t I quit and let him relax.”

I arrive at Carol’s lead cold and shaking. The pavement 
unrolls in front of me. I make it to the gate and gasp, lungs 
lunging, up the steps. Carol examines me. “ The interior of 
the wound is,” she says “ bleeding, and I probably have an in
fection but she can’t find the thermometer.” She goes out to 
the phone.
10.45. She has been unable to contact Mr X. He is at his 
weekend house. She has had an argument with the hospital, 
but has arranged for the surgical registrar to meet me in 
Casualty and readmit me. “ You’ll have had it all over again by 
the morning.”
“ Another general?”
‘“ Fraid so.”

The pain changes from a steady pulsing thud to an intense 
interior scream, deep from the centre. Cold claws through 
me.

In the street light I examine myself, a grostesque parody of 
a playboy pet. The grey blue metal-shine skin tarpaulin taut 
over an Oldenberg breast. The filigree fissures of the nipple 
inflated into the smooth bursting plumness of a Watties 
Black Doris.

A rhime of blood crusts around the teat: dripping into a 
Dali, the whole experience becomes surreal. Far away my 
legs disobey. I glide into Casualty.

A & E on a Saturday night; this is where doctors are made. 
Professional socialisation; a few nights treating the assorted 
freaks, alkies and heads here, makes sure the idealists end 
up as Huminoids MD like the rest. Too many terrified people 
and too few exasperated doctors. I’m the only sober person 
in the place, but my mind, like theirs is fighting confusion. 
Levelled by fear, we are all spaced out.

I close my eyes against the agitation I feel. Red light 
pulsates around the sockets, ricocheting down the optic 
nerve and splattering on the back of my skull. I concentrate, 
trying to trace the pathways of sensation through the brain.

11.45. The Registrar arrives. A fresh-faced pom. He says 
that he is unable to contact my Surgeon and unwilling to con
tact his own on a Saturday night. He will try to stop the 
bleeding with a tight breast binder, and re-do the operation in 
the morning when he has seen his consultant. Skilfully he 
winds the tight bandage, his plummy voice making efforts at 
distraction. Pain switches my mind to automatic pilot and a 
plummy pom voice talks back, grateful. Well socialised that 
pilot.

12.00. Joe entertains me on the way to the ward by reading 
my notes “ First line says ‘intelligent and anxious’ 50% —  not 
bad for doctors.”
They leave me in my own Space Odyssey 2000 box. “ Do you 
need anything?” It’s freezing. I’m dry, I ask for tea. It appears 
in the middle of the bedside table. I concentrate on reaching 
it. I cannot stretch across the chasm to my right. I need that 
tea. I try to manoeuvre my left arm, but cannot roll onto my 
front. Perhaps the bell? I grope. The bell is hooked on the wall 
behind, a mountainside away. I sit up slowly —  a shower of 
sparks behind my eyes —  I manage to turn, but can't scale 
the precipice behind. I need the tea.

The southerly is swelling, cicadaing the Venetians between 
the double glazing, annihilating the warm whisper from the 
air conditioner. The dryness burns my mouth, the cold seeps

inside again. I need that tea. I watch the nurses, perhaps they 
will see me.

Pain deep in the chest. I breathe into it. Pressing it back, 
holding it a moment in suspension before it flows back. A 
rhythmic duel.

I need that tea. Through the glass I see that the younger of 
the two nurses is annoyed. There’s somewhere she would 
rather be than in the purdha of a skinner box on Saturday 
night. She looks at her watch. 2.00a.m. He’s either drunk or 
somewhere else by now. Forget it. I sympathise. Occasional
ly they swim up to the glass, mouthing, soundless, goggling.
I realise they cannot see out of their bright lit bowl.

Tubes hiss and bubble into the next tank, in which a Mrs 
Moller is competing with the Southerly, moaning that she 
wants to die. “ Isolation: Do Not Enter” it says on her glass. A 
gasping fish in a drained aquarium. Occasionally a nurse 
yells at her to shut up. Eventually the male nurse trys team 
talk. “ Now Mrs Moller, you don’t seem to be trying as hard as 
we are to make yourself better...” It only increases her deter
mination. She can’t have had the benefits of a proper educa
tion, making a nuisance of herself, letting the side down. I 
wouldn’t have had the temerity to defy the captain and die. 
Didn’t they ever tell her that being feeble about illness is 
nearly as bad as being fussy about food.

I watch the exuberant theatricality of the Southerly. The 
extravagant and fast purple sky of this tasteless city. Weird 
light flickers occasionally over Palmer Head. The Pacific 
Charger, holed on a reef. Someone else is sweating blood 
that night.

I can trace the dark pines of the Town Belt, peaked on the 
Melrose hilltop by Truby King’s grand garden. Just visible is 
the house where he spent his last years mad with Red 
Neuralgia. Red Neuralgia? A useful diagnostic category for a 
lifetime’s accumulated nastiness. It should be in the text 
books.

I am glad of the unrestrained growth obscuring the pat
terns of that manically ordered mind. Its the TM Centre now. 
How you’d have hated that, Sir Truby. Was it really your im
perial dreams that destroyed an empire? Reaction formation, 
a poor substitute for cosmic justice. I am beginning to relish 
this weird night.

The search-light shaft of dawn catches the bald hills above 
Island Bay, and arcs down to the rick-rack roofs of Newtown. 
The view of feeds at St Helens. Hugging that high happiness. 
The curled fist waving slow motion invitation, the anemone 
tentacle of the clutching lover in the nappy cocoon.

Its 5.30, the Hot Bread Shop will be doing a steady trade in 
lardies. I am hungry.

The precipices and mountainsides around the bed have 
shrunk; I choose the precipice. Tentative legs take me to the 
taps arched like Easy Rider handlebars. I gulp and gulp. Odd
ly pale hands rejoin my arms; my new born legs firm, and take 
me back to bed. My heart beat steadies to its old familiar 
Plyathian brag; I am, I am, I am.

7.30. The children will wake and find me gone, but the 
phone is a million miles away down the hall. I cut through the 
prep room avoiding the nursing station, halving the distance 
and resting on the benches. “ Yes, I know I said I wouldn’t go 
away again...No, I’m not going to die. Not yet... No, you can’t 
have pancakes for breakfast...Yes, I know it’s Sunday, but I 
can’t make pancakes...Sorry.”

Shock in the tight suspicious voices. “ Said she’d be here.” 
In fact it’s months before Hester will let me cuddle her again. 
“ Might make Mum lie, or go away again.” There’s no redeem
ing that disillusion. No, that’s stupid. You can’t play 
motherhood that way. I know that. If this breast is separating 
us then perhaps it’s time. But still, it feels like the defeat of 
those conscientious years.
“ What are you doing out of bed?”
Bold: “ Could I have a cup of tea, —  please?”
“ No, you're having surgery, remember?”
I hadn’t forgotten. I do not confess the water, and wait.

Mid-afternoon. The rosy Registrar and his boss Mr Watson 
appear. “ Hum. Perhaps we should leave it till Mr X can see it 
in the morning.” Over the half glasses Watson is annoyed 
that his Registrar has misjudged the urgency of the case. 
The medical hierarchy recruits, like any other elite, on the 
protege system. It ensures each consultant a harem of eager 
work-wife registrars, to organise their valuable time, and 
manipulate their vanities. Conscious of his failure, it is to 
Registrar’s credit that he stays to explain that I will probably 
be early on Mr X’s operating list tomorrow morning.
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No breakfast in the morning. The day team is on. Monday 
is their busy day. They maintain an exhausting pace around 
the gliding trolleys. I have a clear sparkling high from two 
nights without sleep and nearly five days without food.

At midday I enquire about my fate. “ Goodness hasn’t 
anyone seen you? Mr X has gone home already.”
“ Then could I perhaps have some lunch?”
“ Did you fill out a form?”
“ No-one gave me one.”
“ Welt you can’t come in on a Sunday you know.”
I apologise. They are impossibly busy. The nurse says she 
will see what she can do. It turns out to be nothing apparent
ly. I wait. Shall I ask again? They are stretched to their limits. 
Trolley loads of anxiety are returning from recovery in a 
steady stream, and they are only half way through their shift. 
I wait.

"Try the peas/' A heap of lurid 
tennis balls stares back.

Through the glass panels I see the tea trolley arrive at the 
other end of the ward. “ Perhaps I could have some tea?” 
“ Why didn’t you fill out a form?”
“ Well no-one gave me one... Yes, Sunday. ...Perhaps the maid 
didn’t know I was here. Her English isn’t very good.”
I don’t want any food anyway... They give me a form for 
tomorrow.

Tuesday: “ Eat up or you will never get better.”
I try. For the first time in my life I can’t. It just goes round and 
round. “ Try the peas.” A heap of lurid tennis balls stares 
back.

The high collapses into rubble. A friend finds me; a soft 
backed crab, sitting under a stone waiting to grow a new 
shell. I realise I am rambling. Forbidden thoughts bubble to 
the surface. The marsh gas of the mind warns through in
coherence.

I am freezing. The heating engineer arrives. I am pleased to 
see him. “ Why is your room so cold?”
“ You make the diagnosis,” I say.
“These two rooms haven’t had any heat since Friday,” he 
grins. Maybe I’ll join Mrs Moller and die in protest.

I know I need to eat. Joe arrives. The children hang back 
resentful, embarrassed. How can they have grown so much 
in three days? I explain about the peas. Their spongy skin 
has wrinkled into old age since lunch time. Ail three go off to 
forage, grateful to get away. They return with yoghurt. “ 80 
cents a pottle from the Indian at the gate,” says Joe “ but if it 
was really the Third World you’d be sleeping second class —  
under the bed.” The yoghurt glides down and I laugh.

Wednesday: Mr X and henchman R. finally arrive. Mr X’s 
soft chippolata finger chucks me under the chin, and he says 
“ Well, you’re a bright spark.” How’s that related to the quali
ty of his stitching; is it a causal connection? But I am too 
vulnerable to ask. I smile, confirmingly bright. “ Hum —  hum 
—  aspirate that breast Dr. R.,” and leaves. Outside the room I 
hear him describe it as “ A hugh haematoma.”

I can’t help liking this Dr. R.; all waggling agility and grinn
ing unease. He returns with a trolley and a nurse. I am 
grateful for her hand. It is the first time I have seen the breast 
for three days. The knotted red hawers have set into an enor
mous pile of black lumps, like an inflated blackberry. R. lacks 
conviction. We both know the clots are now solid. What are 
we doing this for? Because the boss says so? Why does the 
boss say so? Because he wants to be seen to do something?

May as well get it over; play the game out. He approaches 
with a cannula a good 1/8th inch across.
“ You know how to treat my breast?”
“ How?”
“ Like I’d treat your balls.”

The thought connects. He thrusts the steel in and deftly 
draws on the plunger. I would like to look martyred, but feel 
nothing. Numb? Panic; good times my breast and I, my oldest 
erotic relationship. Don’t let them numb you now. Numb? No 
can’t be, for days it’s been hurting like aversion therapy for a 
Mills and Boon addict whenever I fantasize hospital 
romances.

Nothing’s coming into the cylindrical vacuum. We are all 
interested now. Like squeezing spots.

R. gives the cannula an exploratory waggle and plunges it 
in deeper. That connects. Not fantasized into oblivion, 
breast. Not overworked, just bruised and abused, we'll both 
recover.

Dr R. explains what we already know, that the blood has
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clotted inside the breast. The only way to remove the clots 
now would be surgery. So I might as well go home and let 
them disperse naturally. I am lucky to have avoided treat
ment.

"You know how to treat my breast?" 
"How?" "Like I'd treat your balls".
A doctor with doubts about treatment can’t be all bad. I 

decide to have one last attempt to explain about the lump. 
“ You’ll feel much better at home,” he says, with a side-long 
suspicious look. “These worries will fade as soon as you get 
back to normal. You can go now.”

Anxiety, of course that’s what it looks like to them. It’s so 
logical. An obvious diagnosis. They’ve heard it all so often. If 
only I could find a formula, somewhere between sounding 
loopy and being invisible. How can I suggest their mistake in 
a way they can hear? No way. Best get out of here, fast.

I go home. Joe leaves town next day. Life resumes. A 
curious green archipeligo spreads across my back. I visit 
Carol and explain about the lump. “ Well,”  she says, she 
“ knows it has been a horrible experience. Everything has 
gone wrong from beginning to end, but you’ll feel better 
soon.”

With Carol I have no pride. I know her opinion of me 
already. “ Look Carol, the scars are in the wrong place. You 
know where the lump was, at 6 o’clock. The scars are at three 
and one o’clock. Anyway I felt it when I got home.” She looks, 
laughing at the gory sight. Black lava flows radiate from the 
swollen Ngaruahoe of a nipple. Puce, blue and green stria- 
tions in the magnum, end in a frill of weird yellow at waist 
and shoulder. A gorgeous technicolor dream coat with a 
venomous indigo eye glaring from the well in my collarbone.

Carol looks doubtfully at the savage railroad of stitches. 
“Well” she says, “ the breast is just a mess of clots, I can’t 
feel anything. Wait till they have dispersed in 8 weeks or so 
and come back if you are still worried.”
“ But Carol, suppose that lump is cancerous? What then?” 
“ You’re not proposing to do it all again are you?”
“ No, but...” She’s getting annoyed and doesn’t answer.

TAT FOR TIT
Let it be. There’s no more l ean do expect work on getting 

body and mind together again. I drag my downhill skis from 
oblivion and start swimming in the mornings. I make an ap
pointment with an agreeable, if not over-demanding, 
therapist. I don’t tell him about the lump. Couldn’t handle 
that label.

A card arrives from my mother. The two rather nasty 
English birds, called Bluetits, in a compromising pose on the 
front give no clue as to the occasion. The inside announces 
my 10th wedding anniversary. I marvel at her unconscious 
symbolism, remembering the minister’s white robes in the 
summer garden. The bridal music was ‘Here Comes The Sun’ 
Well it’s mid-winter here now. How I have always disap
pointed you, Mother. How much you prefer your fantasy 
daughters. Hallmark emotions, isn’t there a better way to 
keep reality at bay?

July and August settle into a steady rhythm of protest 
Festivity and fear every Wednesday and Saturday. I cannot 
match the stamina of the long-distance protesters. Save a 
Cop a Coronary —  Protest Today. No one ever seems to 
know where we are going or why. If this is power to the peo
ple, maybe I’m not people^

Just when you can’t stand it any more, bitchy Wellington 
turns on a day of such magnificent sharp focussed clarity 
that all is forgiven. Snow on the Tararuas. Back to the winter 
warm wall of Oriental Bay, counting the heads of a tribe of 
children who have the day off school. “ All right then I’ll stay 
—  Yes, forever.” Already knowing you will regret it in the mor
ning’s bleak wind.

Deceived into summer memories the children chase into 
the aching blue. Screaming betrayal, we Indian-whoop 
through the town belt to get warm. They are so big now I have 
to run quite hard to stay ahead. Skidding on the treacherous 
needles I emerge suddenly through the pines about the 
hospital. The mirror-glazed blue of the clinical block stares 
back, ungiving, beneath deep odd set concrete brows. Am
bushed by my own emotions. The hurt’s still there. I check 
the lump. Is my reality testing that far out? The pine prick 
needle of conscience says I haven’t been too credible lately.
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But deceived? No. Deceiving? Alas not enough. Self deceiv
ed? That’s the hard one. The Psych Unit small beyond the tall 
chimneys of the Energy Plant, recycling dust to ashes. The 
wood veneer of normality, and the locked plugs, is it 
qualitatively or merely quantitatively different? We corral 
madness to separate ourselves from it, but definitions are a 
flimsy defence. Either I can feel what isn’t there or I defy the 
concrete authority of the institution spreading below me. Un
palatable choices in the pines.

The lasso arms of the cowboys retake their captive; no 
escape, no quick release, no fantasies. I will see Carol on the 
way home. It is still the holidays, I would rather get this over 
while the students are away.

Carol diffident, amused, says I ought to feel better by now. 
It’s not like me. She’ll examine me and put my mind at rest if I 
insist. She puts her hand straight on it. The normally im
passive face jumps. “ You’re right” she says incredulous, 
“ it’s still there and it’s bigger.” Agitated, she twists round for 
the phone. “ When will Mr X be back?...12.30? Tell him I’ll be 
there.” She is more concerned than I have ever seen her. 
“ You’ll have to have another biopsy. Don’t do anything, let 
me talk to him first. I’ll call you at 1 o’clock...”

“ Sue him,” says my friend in the law school, “ it’s 
negligence.” She explains that I must get a second opinion 
immediately from someone of equal specialised skill who 
can’t be discredited in court. I must see someone before X 
removes the evidence. He will deny it. We need to get the 
records. He will try and get them first and they will either be 
“ doctored” or “ lost'’. Trouble is we can’t get them with an in
junction until we start a court action; she gives me the 
number of a lawyer to call.

There's a professional paranoia about lawyers that I don't 
like. I demur. “ Phill, if it’s malignant and bigger the kids need 
the money.” Up against the institution I know I should heed 
what they say. I call.

Confused I protest. Hasn't he just 
assured me there is nothing there? I 

don't need surgery for anxiety.
Frightened I visit the therapist on the way home. “ Yes,” he 

says, “ it’s a lump...Yes the only place for it is in a 
pathologist’s bottle...Yes, he can feel it quite clearly...No, I’m 
not dotty.” I accept the offered warmth, needy and grateful.

I arrive home late. It’s Friday and furiously busy. An over
committed life has narrow margins. Only sickness and the ir
rationality of children defy my organisation. Perhaps that is 
why I react so badly to both. Carol finally calls, “ See Mr X at 6 
o’clock.”

X says he ‘̂ does not remember me. He has done hundreds 
of breasts since mine...A haematoma? So Carol says.” He ex
amines me carefully. He says that he finds nothing to make 
him suspicious. He is certain that he did a thorough examina
tion on the table and missed nothing. “The lump we can all 
feel is the edge of the deep scar...no need to feel concern, 
quite normal after a haematoma.” I accept the explanation, 
relieved. “ Still, since I am still so anxious he will repeat the 
operation this Thursday.”

Confused I protest. Hasn’t he just assured me there is 
nothing there? I don’t need surgery for anxiety. If that’s the 
problem I will deal with it. I may need some help but not from 
a surgeon. I leave feeling relieved —  I think.

The weekend is the sort I like best; full of children, animals, 
friends and food. By Sunday night a dozen women, veterans 
mostly of the early days of NOW, are growing hilarious over 
the remains of dinner. A decade of gastronomic if not 
political improvement. Wonderful women, at the apex, but 
not liking the view down either side. Going over the top, do 
we do it alone? „

10.00pm. The sharp interruption of Carol’s late call. Blunt, 
“ you’re on X’s list for Thursday. Be at the hospital by 9.00am 
Wednesday.”
I protest. “ But Mr X said it wasn’t necessary.’
“ No,” she says, “ he woke me up on Saturday morning. He’s 
very’concerned. I gave you the weekend.” Supported by the 
conviviality, I insist on a second opinion.
Carol patiently, “ the lump’s bigger.”  The party is suddenly 
subdued, searching for reassurance which isn’t there. Over 
the top...

Monday morning: Carol rings to say she has arranged for a 
second opinion from the breast specialist at the clinical 
school. ,

Oncology, it sounds like shells, but the people have grey 
skins and thinning hair. I like my hair, my ski tan glows. I am 
ashamed, here, of being so alive.

He explains the difficulty of second opinions. I sym
pathise, it is never comfortable to rat on colleagues, es
pecially senior ones. He is unequivocal, “There is a lump. It is 
not related to scar tissue...Yes, he is certain. He can feel the 
whole length of the scar... No, it has nothing to do with the 
haematoma.” I tell him that X said it was the scar. He 
“ doubts that Mr X would have said that” and “ recommends 
removal as soon as possible... This week rather than next..'.”

This time I am really frightened. “ Supposing it is a cancer, 
what will disturbing it have done?”

"it would be difficult to prove that 
it would be the cause of 

. . .eh. . .death. . .eh. . .directly."
He “ doubts it will have changed the prognosis much unless it 
was directly disturbed.” What of the reabsorbed blood, 
would that have spread it? “ Hard to say,” equivocating, “ it’s 
an unusual situation.” I am glad to hear it.

He adds that he “ tried to check my hospital notes that 
morning, but they appear to be missing.” Shocked I resolve 
to listen to the lawyers more carefully.

At home the lawyer calls. He has checked the legal situa
tion. There is no way to sue a doctor in New Zealand and win. 
The Medical Association is sufficiently confident that it has 
consumer law wrapped up that it has advised members to 
cancel their indemnity insurance. He explains carefully that 
medical misadventure is covered by the terms of the Acci
dent Compensation Commission Act. The Act give the Com
mission the job of deciding whether any incident is a medical 
accident or the result of criminal negligence. If it is 
negligence it would be dealt with through the courts not the 
Commission. But the Commission has never yet found a 
case of negligence.

The first step, therefore, would be to apply to the Commis
sion for a ruling on whether a lump left in was a result of 
negligence. When they found that it was medical misadven
ture, we would then have the choice of accepting this ruling 
or challenging the decision in the Court of Appeal. If I ac
cepted the ruling I would then be eligible for such compensa
tion as the Commission offered. Since, however, he warned, 
they did not include pain and suffering, it was likely to be so 
small that it would not cover legal expenses. If however, I 
decided to challenge the ruling then I should know that it 
would be very expensive indeed, and no-one had ever won 
such a case. There were currently two such cases in the 
system, both of them stronger than mine. The case of a child 
blinded by a doctor’s mistake had been rejected and the 
child had had to make the best of meagre compensation of
fered by the Commission.

“ My case would,”  he said, “ be particularly difficult, since, 
even if their interference with the original caner has spread 
the malignancy so as to...eh...prevent my recovery, it would 
be difficult to prove that it would be the cause 
of...eh...death...eh...directly.”

Catch 22 to the doctors.
How on earth did they do the lawyers out of all that 

business without even a squeal?
Hardly surprising that the lawyer would be delighted to 

take on my case. The most immediate first step would be to 
get another surgeon, “ of equivalent standing, to do the se
cond biopsy, since Mr X will destroy the...eh...evidence, in the 
course of the procedure, and he appears so far to have con
ceded nothing. It would be better if this was done in another 
town, since it is almost impossible to get doctors to testify 
against each other when they are part of the same local 
hierarchy. This would mean, of course, a private hospital 
somewhere as he understands there is now considerable 
medical urgency.” So far the lawyers fee is $75. “ I’ll let him 
know.” Lawyers, doctors, I want no part of their world.

Monday Evening: my friend from the law school calls and 
urges me to take action. “ Even if we can’t win, what about 
everyone else?”

What other protection do we have? “ Of course, it depends 
on your stamina.” She understands that I may not feel like 
taking on another fight now.

I sit down and make a real effort to evaluate the situation 
responsibly and realistically. I have another 24 hours. Legal 
action will mean a delay. Will that affect my chance of sur-
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A ONE-BREASTED WOMAN

One day in 1978 American black lesbian feminist poet Audre Lorde discovered a breast 
lump during a routine breast examination. A biopsy was performed, breast cancer was 

discovered, a mastectomy followed. In her book The Cancer Journals, published by 
Spinsters Inc, Audre Lorde recorded the feelings she experienced during this sad but 

ultimately triumphant time. Below we publish extracts of the book which deal with 
Audre's decision not to wear a prosthesis. This decision met with embarrassment, 

disbelief and a request from her surgeon^ nurse that she wear a prosthesis when visiting 
his surgery "Otherwise it;s bad for the morale of the office.

“ In the critical and vulnerable period 
following surgery, self-examination and 
self-evaluation are positive steps. To im
ply to a woman that yes, she can be the 
‘same’ as before surgery, with the skilful 
application of a little puff of lambswool, 
and/or silicone gel, is to place an em
phasis upon a prosthesis which en
courages her not to deal with herself as 
physically and emotionally real, even 
though altered and traumatized. This em
phasis upon the cosmetic after surgery 
reinforces this society’s stereotype of 
women, that we are only what we look 
or appear, so this is the only aspect of 
our existence we need to address . . . 
With quick cosmetic reassurance, we are 
told that our feelings are not important, 
our appearance is all, the sum total to 
self.

I did not have to look down at the ban
dages on my chest to know that I did not 
feel the same as before surgery. But I still 
felt like myself, like Audre, and that en
compassed so much more than simply 
the way my chest appeared.”

“ When Moishe Dayan, the Prime 
Minister of Israel, stands up in front of 
parliament or on TV with an eyepatch 
over his empty eyesocket, nobody tells 
him to go get a glass eye, or that he is 
bad for the morale of the office. The world 
sees him as a warrior with an honorable 
wound, and a loss of a piece of himself 
which he has marked, and mourned, and 
moved beyond. And if you have trouble 
dealing with Moishe Dayan’s empty eye 
socket, everyone recognizes that it is 
your problem to solve, not his.

Well, women with breast cancer are 
warriors, also. I have been to war, and 
still am. So has every woman who has 
had one or both breasts amputated 
because of the cancer that is becoming 
the primary physical scourge of our time. 
For me, my scars are an honorable 
reminder that I may be a casualty in the 
cosmic war against radiation, animal fat,

Audre Lorde photo by Moon

air pollution, McDonald’s hamburgers and 
Red Dye No. 2, but the fight is still going 
on, and I am still a part of it. I refuse to 
have my scars hidden or trivialized behind 
lambswool or silicone gel. I refuse to be 
reduced in my own eyes or in the eyes 
of others from warrior to mere victim, 
simply because it might render me a frac
tion more acceptable or less dangerous 
to the still complacent, those who believe 
if you cover up a problem it ceases to ex
ist. I refuse to hide my body simply 
because it might make a woman-phobic 
world more comfortable.”

“There is nothing wrong, per se, with 
the use of prostheses, if they can be 
chosen freely, for whatever reason, after 
a woman has had a chance to accept her 
new body. But usually prostheses serve 
a real function, to approximate the per
formance of a missing physical part. In 
other amputations and with other pros
thetic devices, function is the main point

of their existence. Artificial limbs perform 
specific tasks, allowing us to manipulate 
or to walk. Dentures allow us to chew our 
food. Only false breasts are designed for 
appearance only, as if the only real func
tion of women’s breasts were to appear 
in a certain shape and size and symmetry 
to onlookers, or to yield to external 
pressure. For no woman wearing a pros
thesis can even for one moment believe 
it is her own breast, any more than a 
woman wearing falsies can.”

“ Prosthes is offers the empty comfort 
of “Nobody will know the difference.” But 
it is that very difference which I wish to 
affirm, because I have lived it, and sur
vived it, and wish to share that strength 
with other women. If we are to translate 
the silence surrounding breast cancer in
to language and action against this 
scourge, then the first step is that women 
with mastectomies must become visible 
to each other. For silence and invisibility 
go hand in hand with powerlessness. By 
accepting the mask of prosthes i s, one
breasted women proclaim ourselves as 
insufficients dependent upon pretense. 
We reinforce our own isolation and in
visibility from each other, as well as the 
false complacency of a society which 
would rather not face the results of its 
own insanities. In addition, we withhold 
that visibility and support from one 
another which is such an aid to perspec
tive and self-acceptance. Surrounded by 
other women day by day, all of whom ap
pear to have two breasts, it is very dif
ficult sometimes to remember that I AM 
NOT ALONE. Yet once I face death as 
a life process, what is there possibly left 
for me to fear? Who can ever really have 
power over me again?”

Audre Lorde’s book The Cancer Journals is 
available from Broadsheet, P.O. Box 5799, 
price $6.75 (price 60 cents p&p)
Her latest book of poetry, The Black Unicorn, 
is on order to the bookshop.
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ALMOST NO RULES TO LIVE BY.
Fay Weldon’s novels can make you mad and impatient with her, they can 

make you weep the tears that come with recognising your world in print, they 
can X?u ^ u9h with the special uppity laugh you laugh when you know 

we II beat the buggers yet. Weldon visited New Zealand recently, SHERIDAN
KEITH talked to her.

Fay Weldon

Fay Weldon sprawls on the bed at the Travelodge, 
plump, confident, wrinkled-stockinged feet. She moves 
about a lot, seeking a more comfortable repose, but it 
eludes her. She's drinking coffee. It's 7pm and she's been 
talking to journalists all day. She doesn't seem jaded, and 
she s not reluctant to talk. She looks you directly in the 
eye, almost as if daring you to stare her out. Her blondey 
hair is wavey and a bit disorganised. Her ample propor
tions are bejerseyed and skirted in a sort of pony club 
mother style though with sexual overtones.

She imposes herself in the length of her sentences. They 
go on a very long time, and disallow interruption or asides 
along the way. In fact she delivers opinions really, there's 
not much room for discussion. It's obvious she's used to 
being asked her opinions, and she's got them pretty well 
v orked out by now.

Her voice is very light, and drifts away so that's its 
almost inaudible at times. At other moments she will burst 
into Joyce Grenfell type giggles, which obliterate the

words. She's 46, says she has more fun now than she did 
in her thirties ( more men have fallen in love with me 
in my forties... ) and although she has a long-standing mar
riage, her second, she doesn t talk about "happiness'' in 
relation to it. "Happiness is not a word that I bandy about. 
Let's just say that I am still married."
"Within your marriage, what do you allow yourself?"
Total freedom. Then she starts giggling, to cover em

barrassment. And, seeing the tape recorder, decides to 
rephrase. "I think fidelity is a goal to be aimed for, yes, 
if you can manage it. I think it clearly leads to a quiet 
and peaceful life."

Should we be aiming for a quiet and peaceful life? I ask 
"Well," she replies, "I think we are very ambivalent about 
these things. When you are having a quiet and peaceful 
life you think what you really want is a good time...and 
when you're having a good time you feel you really 
would prefer a quiet and peaceful life...I think there are
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almost no rules to live by. It is part of the modern dilem
ma that you can't do what your neighbour does, because 
you are a different person. I think marriage is a higher 
form of life, higher than being single or moving on. We 
are required to work on ourselves to a certain extent. Peo
ple in marriages grow up, people outside marriages tend 
to remain childlike all their lives, though that may not 
be a bad fate. You can't say that's it's better, just different. 
But I would be able to have a much better conversation 
with a woman who had lived through a terrible marriage 
than with a girl who have been living with six different 
men in the last year, because the girl wouldn't have much 
to say about any of them except perhaps what they liked 
for dinner, or of course, what they were like in bed. But 
there would be no conclusions drawn about either their 
own natures or the nature of the world. It would be simply 
a succession of events from which no conclusion could 
be drawn."

It is of course Fay Weldon's art to draw conclusions 
from her observations of life. One of the strengths of her 
work as a novelist is that she comes to conclusion, whether 
or not you agree with them. At the end of Female Friends 
Chloe says, like an elder sister who has seen it all but still 
has enought humanity and optimism to offer advise to 
those coming on,

“The good times come, and no sooner here than 
gone. And as they go, they come again. So 
treasure your moments of beauty, your glimp
ses of truth, your nights of love. They are all you 
have. Take family snapshots, unashamed. Dress 
up for weddings, all weddings. Rejoice at births, 
all births. For days can be happy — whole 

futures cannot.This is what grandma says. This mo
ment now is all you have. These days, these 
nights, these moments, one by one." (Female 
Friends)

Certainly I get the feeling from Fay Weldon that she's 
having a good time. She obviously enjoys her success, she 
enjoys being lionised (if that is what we are doing) and 
she is having great fun with her "work-in-progress", a 
novel she describes as "eccentric and stylish". "About life 
in the suburbs, any suburbs, anywhere. It doesn't matter 
where you're living if you're living in a little house with 
a little garden with a husband who comes back, and 
children at school coming back. It takes place in this 
enigmatic place, and SHE is trapped there by her family, 
and the only way out for HER, that I can see, is for her 
to burn her house down! I feel slightly responsible. Are 
there going to be suburbs where there will be gaps like 
teeth missing, where the housewife has done it, burnt her 
house down?"

It's an alarming thought. Though funny as well, and 
we both laugh. Does she get hate letters from men? "No" 
she says, seemingly even surprised by the question. 
"Sometimes letters of mild protest. But 1 feel my books 
are so convincing that really readers don't have anything 
to say at the end of them. They are stunned into a sort 
of stoney silence." She goes on, warming to the theme, 
"If you present things fictionally, if you engage people

not just with thoughts but with feeling, they change..." 
Do women want men who've changed? I ask her. "No" 
And we both collapse into laughter. Why? Are we 
laughing at men? No, not that. I can't really explain it. 
"No, no" she says, pulling herself together, "Let us hope 
there are areas and ways in which men will change and 
still be erotically desirable to women. I sometimes think 
I had better stop writing".
It's obvious she doesn't mean this, but the implication is 
there that it can be alarming being put into the role of 
a female overseer, a writer whose books are looked to 
for example of what to do, or not to do with ones life. 
Does she feel her work has a moral purpose? She 
unhesitatingly replies '"yes" and goes on to say that the 
actual moral purpose varies from book to book. "Shoulds 
and oughts enter into it." Are her characters drawn from 
life, or flights or fancy? She considers this one and decides 
its something of each, though rather more the flights of 
fancy than the female friends. "Flights of fancy, but bas
ed in reality. Reality which is not the reality of individuals, 
but the reality of groups of individuals in certain cir
cumstances. And if the backgrounds are real, then the 
character won't be. And if the characters are real then the 
background won't be. But more fancy than fact, if only 
because it helps keep your friends."

"You like to give your character^ a very thorough 
pedigree, you even go back two or three generations" 
"Oh, I love doing that," she says, enthusiasm bursting 
forth, "that's the treat. That's what's such fun about 
writing. You have established these people, and then, quite 
often, in order to justify them and their peculiar actions 
you have to give them this heritage. Or some incident 
is going to happen in the past which makes it plausible 
for them to act in the way that they do. It is inevitably 
like a jigsaw puzzle. You get one piece and then all the 
bits around it are going to have to fit in. It's been said 
of Fay Weldon's writing that "Her humanist approach 
transcends radical feminism, exploring the frailties and 
insecurities which plague both sexes" (D.A.N.Jones), and 
it has been described as "at bottom, a celebration of the 
modern art of survival" (Amanda Heller). May Sullivan 
in the British Listener spoke of "a spirit of lugubrious levi
ty, whoops, asides, and leadings of the reader to the water 
and then kicking him in..." Certainly it is part of Weldon's 
personality that she gets enjoyment out of what she does, 
as she rephrases her words, and as she rewrites her book, 
because like most writers Weldon writes only one story 
again and again. Her theme is how women should with 
wit, strength and courage, tackle the problems of their 
lives as women, and as human beings. It is a about a pro
logue to a new estate. She says firmly "the future is female. 
Men are rapidly taking on a more and more decorative 

. role." She sounds as if she knows what's she talking about.

Sheridan Keith 1982
Broadsheet stocks these Fay Weldon novels—
Little Sisters, $5.25 • Puffball, $5.50 • Remember Me, $5.25 • 
Down Among the Women, $5.95 • Female Friends, $6.°5 • 
Praxis, $5.95
Send to PO Box 5799, adding oO cents per book postage and 
packing.
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CLAIMING FAY WELDON
Cathie Dunsford introduced Fay Weldon to a lunch time audience who 
had gathered to hear her at Auckland University. Cathie’s intro really 

stirred people up. The men twitched, but the women roared their
approval.

Fay Weldon
If you believe what the critics say about Fay Weldon, 

you're in for a glorious shock today. Unfortunately book 
sales and the popularity or acceptability of authors is bas
ed initially upon critiques of their work. When Fay's 
publishers, Hodder and Stoughton, sent me reviews of her 
major novels, I was stunned at the disparity between the 
critical receptions of her work, and to realise that few of 
these receptions met with the response to her work I have 
encountered amongst students. The distinction, which was 
immediately obvious, lay in clarifying what Adrienne Rich 
would call "male-identified" critics, whether men or 
women. While female-identified critics attempted to ex
tract from Fay Weldon what she thought or attempted 
to portray in her novels, male-identified critics imposed 
their interpretations on the novels and defensively stuck 
to that interpretation, despite the author's views.

One such review is headed "John Heilpern went to in
terview Fay Weldon about her novel, 'Praxis', out tomor
row. The interview became a debate." No wonder, when 
dear John starts with: "Fay Weldon's new novel would 
disturb anyone, though it might be particularly disturb
ing to men. Its heroine, Praxis — Greek for turning point 
and orgasm — is, among many things, a whore and a thief 
who commits adultery, incest, and infanticide" (at this 
point in the review I began to think I'd read an entirely 
different book, since F-Ieilpern totally ignores the pressures 
of social conditioning with pervade the book). He goes 
on to state "on almost every page of 'Praxis', Woman 
emerges as the toadying victim of men, wheras Man is 
the conniving all-powerful slob, indifferent to anyone's 
needs except his own. It might be (and here he gets as 
uncomfortable as Norman Mailer in Town Bloody Hall') 
that Ms. Weldon thereby debases both sexes..." (a good 
try but he doesn't quite make it) "...but in the process men 
can rarely have received such a clobbering..." (but the best 
bit's still to come) "...She savages men, like raw meat." 
(Being a big eater, I like that one). "In reply, I can only 
go by my experience of the world, Fay Weldon explains, 
and laughs."

Apart from focussing on Weldon's age, trying to justify 
her existence in terms of men by stating that she is mar-

Here it is.
ried with four sons, and getting about what he describes 
as Fay Weldon's "surprisingly large and rough hands" 
which evidently move in conversation "as if one of her 
hands has decided to give the listener an unexpected karate 
chop where it hurts", dear John goes to great lengths in 
an attempt to prove that Weldon alienates her audience 
by describing men as they really are.

- The opposite spectrum of this type of review, and 
equally as destructive, is the "pandering to all people" ap
proach which Val Hennessy uses when she states of 
Weldon's novels: "Because her feminist observations lack 
the man-hating, self-pitying tone characteristic of so many 
contemporary feminist tracts her work appeals to men and 
women." ("Sex and the Accidental Feminist"). Implicit in 
these attitudes are a set of male-identified assumptions 
which continue to hinder the creation of intelligent, sen
sitive and aware criticisms of all feminist writers, including 
Fay Weldon.

Because such attitudes are extremely prevalent in New 
Zealand, it did not surprise me to learn that Hodder and 
Stoughton were disappointed at the relatively low sales 
of Fay Weldon's novels in NZ compared to her acclaim 
and popularity overseas. Many of my tenured colleagues 
in the English Department, of the lecturers at present 26 
men and 2 women, had not heard of Fay Weldon when 
I announced her visit, and even fewer had read her, 
although we pretend to offer several twentieth century 
courses. As students or as feminists, it is up to you to 
challenge the system's choice of what you study. The ma
jority of my students, both female and male, find study
ing Lawrence, Joyce and Hemingway boring and irrele
vant, because these writers are taught without the balance 
of female authors. I challenge those students here today 
to find a single novel of Fay Weldon's which they find 
irrelevant to their, not the lecturer's, interpretation of ma
jor twentieth century issues. (Prizes, to be collected from 
my office, are free subscriptions to the NZ Women's 
Political Party).

Every time I get wildly excited and idealistic about 
feminism, then disappointed because a project doesn't get 
off the ground or last very long, I return to Fay Weldon's 
delightful wit and driving pragmatism. Here is the novelist 
who, in answer to a reviewer's suggestion that it is im
possible to know what women want, or in the words of 
Freud: "Despite 30 years' research into the feminist soul,
I am unable to answer the great question that has never 
been answered: What does woman want?" (how presum- 
tuous of Freud to imagine that he could answer) countered 
with "that summarises everything that's so deeply insulting 
about men's treatment of women. Freud succeeds in 
categorising 50% of the human race as illogical creatures 
never to be understood. He patronises women, throwing 
up his hands in despair like Professor Higgins."
FAY WELDON -  WELCOME HOME! □
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THE DAVIES DOSSIER
In Part Two of her story, Sonja Davies tells Sandra Coney about her battle with 

tuberculosis, her second marriage, and the first confrontations with bureaucracy. As 
we pick up the story Sonja has just given birth to a daughter, and learned that she

has tuberculosis.
SONJA DAVIES: Someone told me about a war widow at 
Waipawa who had one small child. She would look after Pen
ny for a certain amount of money. I paid her a month in ad
vance and got on the bus for Napier Hospital. They put me 
into the infectious ward, the fever ward, and that meant I 
couldn't have any visitors. I remember my grandfather us
ed to come down below and wave to me, and that was the 
only contact I had. I just went down and down and down. . . 
SANDRA: Was that just physical?
SONG A: I was at a low point, a very low point. I really stop
ped fighting. That's the only time I ever really did. I used 
to get a couple of lines every two or three weeks from the 
woman who was looking after Penny. I just got worse and 
worse. I got down to about six stone. One day I heard the 
nurse ask the sister what she should give me to eat, and the 
sister said, "You can try her on something, but there's not 
much point, she's not going to make it." And I thought, "Who 
the hell is she to say whether I'll make it or not. . . ?

I was still on the staff at Wellington Hospital and at that 
stage they decided they ought to be looking after me [Son
ja had contracted TB nursing infected patients at Wellington 
Hospital] so I was taken down to Wellington. Then the 
woman at Waipa wa said she couldn't have Penny any longer. 
It was a terrible time. I didn't know what to do.

My step father wouldn't allow her to be at home although 
my mother would have liked her. So she went into a 
Children's Home which I never really forgave. Mother used 
to bring her in the push-chair down to see me, she was about 
16 months then. I was upstairs and I could just see her down 
there. Then some friends of mine from Rakaia came and said 
they'd heard about this and please couldn't they take her 
down there, so they took her away and I didn't see her again 
for just on a year.
SANDRA: How did they treat the TB?
SONJA: I had a lot of adhesions so they couldn't collapse 
my lung. They gave me gold injections but those just open
ed up lines on my hand. So it was really rest and rest, and 
food. It was at this point, in my early twenties, that I met 
again the man I finally married. I had met him when I was 
18 and he'd wanted to marry me, but I was too young and 
he went to the war. When he came back he was working 
as a landscape gardener and my stepfather replied to one 
of his advertisements. He adored my stepfather, "haven't you 
got a daughter called Sonja?" My stepfather told him I was 
very sick and in hospital, so that night he arrived, very late, 
long after visiting time, with an enormous armful of chrysan
themums. He threw them on the bed and came and sat down 
and talked to me . . . and he used to come every night then.

Then I was sent down to Cashmere — it was an incredi
ble place, quite out of this world. I had to go down to the 
sanitorium, and as you got better you went further up the 
mountain. If you went down it was a terrible sign. If you went 
to the bottom you usually went to Coronation Hospital and 
went out feet first. It was a very incestuous sort of place. 
We were all locked in there with our tuberculosis and the 
only thing that saved me was that someone lent me a por
table gramaphone and Charlie brought me a lot of records. 
I used to go up in the pines and play Grieg and Chopin.

It was really quite rugged because we lived in what were 
called shacks, which were open three sides and you weren't 
to close them at night. It was nothing to wake up in the mor
ning with snow on your cover. We used to have two or three 
scalding hot water bottles and dozens of blankets.

I was allowed to go home for Christmas and Charlie came 
and we went home on the ferry. We were going to get mar
ried in March because they said it would be alright then.

But when we were on the ferry Charlie said to me, Do you 
feel like waiting till March? Let's get married now." So I said, 
"Right." We went home and flung everyone into a state of 
tizzy and we got married on Christmas Eve. He was just so 
good for me. He was incredibly good for me. I can remember 
when we decided to get married, he said to me, "Look, we're 
going to get married when it suits us, I don't care about your 
sisters or your brother or your parents. You're the one we're 
going to consider now."

And he just took that line. He always said to me, "Course 
you can do it! Why don't you do that?" I'd say I couldn't do 
it, and he'd say, "Course you can do it. You're marvellous
at it."

We went down and got my daughter. I said to him that 
I didn't want to happen to her what happened to me, and 
he said, "Well, I can't promise you anything but all I will 
promise you is that I will try very hard to love her, and I 
won't be dishonest and say what I don't know." So we went 
down there to get her. She was in little red leggings and 
red jacket, she was nearly three. She had these lovely blond 
curls and grey eyes and she said "Hello, Daddy" and of 
course, that was that.
SANDRA: He melted?
SONJA: It was the absolute total end. I remember we stayed 
at the Salvation Army Hotel in Christchurch and they said, 
"Can you guarantee this child will not wet the bed? and 
he said, "My daughter, wet the bed!" and he didn't have 
the slightest idea.
Then my health broke down again and Charlie said to me, 
"Look here, I think you would be better off in Nelson's 
climate." So we up stakes and went down there. We bought 
36 acres out in the country with our last $36 and we lived 
in workers' accommodation with no running water and a 
long-drop loo out the back. We used to bring a bath in and 
fill it laboriously and boil the water in a copper. I started
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getting better although I was still very thin.
Charlie was entitled to rehabilitation money and he ap

plied for it for a house for this place, but nothing happen
ed. I wrote to Mabel Howard who was the Minister of Health 
and said we were living in a sub-standard place and could 
she help us get this loan. So one day the Health Inspector 
came and the sum total of that was that we got a letter from 
the Health Department saying that we should have a wash
house and a bathroom and toilet built on. It wasn't our place 
so that was no good. You could get portable rooms for peo
ple with tuberculosis and I applied for one of those but that 
didn't come.

So one day I said to Charlie, "If we can find enough money 
I'll go to Wellington to see the Minister. "So we found enough 
money and I went in the bus and crossed in a little Dominie 
aircraft, and I took a calf-chain and I went to Parliament. 
SANDRA: You took a calf-chain?
SONJA: I was going to chain myself to one of those pillars. 
Of course I hadn't thought to make an appointment, and I 
went marching in to see the Minister of Rehabilitation with 
the chain in my bag. They said I couldn't possibly see him 
without an appointment. But I wasn't going to do that, I was 
going to chain myself there until he saw me. So they went 
and got the Minister and he said if I was entitled to this 
money, why not? I found out years later that the State Ad
vances and Rehabilitation wouldn't give it to us because 
there was a note on his files which said that my prognosis 
was extremely poor and that it was poor land, and they 
would probably be landed with it when I died.

We bulldozed the site for a house and then, probably 
because of all that, I totally collasped and was rushed into 
Nelson Hospital. I was there while the house was being built, 
and the day the house was finished, the Health Department 
arrived with the portable room on a truck which they in
sisted on putting up beside it! It was incredible.

I was in hospital there for about seven months and the 
specialist from Christchurch wouldn't let anyone come near 
us. We used to say we ought to have a bell, and say 
"Unclean, unclean." So when the painter came to see me 
to find out what colours I wanted for the house, he had to 
stand in a flower bed while I yelled out to him. As a result 
we had a house that was all dark green. The specialist from 
Christchurch said that when the house was finished I could 
go home, so Charlie came and got me.

We lived in a very precarious sort of way. At that stage 
I decided I wanted to do things. I enrolled with Adult Educa
tion and did Bavarian embroidery, drama, history, all sorts 
of things. I had the Country Library Service. I had all the 
books in my linen cupboard and I put the linen in a suit
case. I just had a marvellous life because every day was very 
special. We never went anywhere, we didn't want to. We 
developed the garden and we grew strawberries. Charlie 
taught me to drive the tractor so I could disc the rows while 
he was grubbing gorse. Penny grew up there and had lots 
of pets. It was really a very happy time, except that I kept 
breaking down and having to go to hospital. I got worse and 
worse so I went over to Wellington to see John McKay, and 
he said, "You know you've coughed so much, you've broken 
a rib. You'd better come in here." So I was there for a year, 
I came out again and then broke down again. I was coughing 
blood, so I went into hospital and I was really very bad at 
that particular stage. The poor little local GP sat on the sofa 
and cried, and said, "The poor girl, she is gping to die." I 
kept saying "There, there, it'll be alright."

Chemotherapy had started and they had a drug called 
PAS. I couldn't cope with it. The nurse had only to come 
into the room with the trolley and I'd start vomiting. John 
McKay had gone away, and a woman doctor had taken his 
place. I didn't get on with her. I got thinner and thinner. 
They pushed me into a side room and I just started fading 
away again. One of the other women rang Charlie to say 
he'd better come, so he came and took one horrified look 
at me and went and told the Medical Superintendent that 
he was going to sue him for every cent he had. He moved

up and got a job in Wellington and he really breathed life 
into me. He used to come up everv lunch time and feed me. 
He washed my hair, and he said, "you are going to live." 
SANDRA: How were yhou feeling psychologically at the 
time?
SONJA: Oh, I was very down. I'd had to go back so many 
times. I thought I just wasn't going to make it. I never really 
believed I would die, but I thought life was going to be like 
this always.

One night I woke up and I was haemorrhaging and I had 
a haemoptysis. The poor night nurse was petrified. She'd 
never seen one. Your lungs haemorrhage and it pours out 
in a great froth. It'fc the most terrifying thing you could ever 
imagine. Nothing you can do can stop it. She kept saying 
to me, Do I lie you down, or sit you up?" The next morning 
about 4 o'clock I had another one. You know, when I was 
nursing, the only people I had seen who had haemorrhag
ed had died. So I thought, "This is it." I survived till the mor
ning and somebody sent for poor Charlie and he came 
rushing up. In the meantime John McKay came back and 
he stood at the end of my bed — this great 6 foot 7 guy — 
and he said, "They tell me you've been spitting up a bit of 
blood." Which put it all in its right context. He said, "You've 
got rid of a lot of rubbish. Now you can start getting better. 
I've brought some stuff for you." It was called Picothide, and 
I never looked back.

He advised me to go and live right in Nelson so we sold 
the farm and moved into Nelson. They said I couldn't ever 
have another baby, so Charlie decided he was going to be 
a trade union secretary and he'd go down as far as Timaru.
I was appalled. We had this one-to-one relationship. But he 
said, It s something I want to do." Then he came home with 

, a nomination form for the Hospital Board and he said, "Here, 
sign this." I said "Nobody'll vote for me." "Nonsense'' he 
said, of course you can do it. You've been a patient, you've 
been a nurse. You know the whole thing backwards." And 
I was elected. I didn't realise then I was pregnant. Penny 
was 13.

I had Mark the day of the Hospital Board meeting. I was 
Deputy Chairman then. The guy next to me kept saying 
"Don't you think you'd better go down now," and I said, "No,
I feel alright. We'll just get through this next agenda item." 
Finally I went down and I had Mark. That was marvellous, 
they gave him to me and they left me with him and went 
to get Charlie. Charlie couldn't face being with me, he 
couldn't bear it. I found out afterwards that he had been 
told that because my liver was adhering to my diaphragm 
that he would rupture and I would probably haemorrhage to 
death. He felt too guilty. He'd said all along he wanted a 
girl, he didn't want any boys, then he drove everyone mad, 
telling them We've got a son." And I just lay there holding 
Mark's hand.

Nelson had a very good day nursery, and I had Mark there 
while I went to committee meetings. Then the new Child 
Care Regulations (1960) came in and they put demands on 
the local day nursery that we couldn't meet. We were go
ing to have to close, so I went to Wellington to see Don 
MacKay, the Minister of Social Welfare, and he said, "You're 
the fifth day nursery person that has been to see me, why 
don't you all join together and speak with one voice." So 
I got the names of all the day nursery people and called a 
meeting in Nelson. From that inaugural meeting the Vice- 
President and I travelled all round the North Island looking 
at child care centres and getting more and more depressed 
all the time. We found a few good ones, but many were really 
really bad. We realised that what we had envisaged was 
right. We decided we had to have proper training and 
smaller numbers and proper pay. It's taken a long time to 
get those things.
SANDRA: It seems that whenever you come up against 
bureacracy, where many would give up passively, you ac
tually stride in. You seem to have done that right from the 
earliest days. How are you able to do that? Are you just 
unafraid?
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SONJA: I still cared then what people thought. It's only in 
the last ten years that I have really changed a lot. I've stop
ped being afraid of anyone really. I've become a lot tougher 
in some ways, and in other ways a lot more flexible and more 
philosphical. But I am still inclined to wade in. The more 
difficult a thing is, the more I feel I must challenge it. Now 
when I come up against that stone wall I'm more inclined 
to ask, is there another way? But at that time getting in and 
doing things seemed the right way and once I knew what 
I wanted to do, nothing would stop me. If I really believed 
in something, that would be it.
SANDRA: When you were going over to see the Minister 
about the rehabilitation loan, did you go over in your mind 
all the possible things that could happen?
SONJA: No, I was going to see him. I thought it would be 
quite simple if I explained the whole thing to him. It's always 
been injustice I can't stand.

It was when I was working in the tobacco sheds, sorting 
tobacco, in my twenties that the iron entered my soul over 
equal pay. Because an eighteen-year-old boy was getting 
more than me and I was working harder than he was, and 
I thought that's an injustice and I started working for equal 
pay.
SANDRA: Did you see equal pay and the child care issue 
as specifically women's issues?
SONJA: Oh yes, I can remember my mother tellinq me about 
a woman whose husband beat her, but she couldn't leave 
him because she had all these children and couldn't earn 
enough to keep them. I used to think it was so unjust that 
a woman who was unhappy didn't have the right to get a 
job and get a pay that would keep her family. Later on I 
realised all these things were fitting together, but I wasn't 
conscious at the time that they were.

The very first thing I did really politically was when a 
group of women sat on the Nelson railway line to stop it be
ing demolished. The government had decided to not only 
close down the line, but actually to demolish it. Ruth Page, 
a retired schoolteacher, called a meeting of the women of 
Nelson. She was a marvellous woman, very structured and 
proper; she went through the whole thing with her hat on 
and was always terribly polite to anyone who came to talk 
to us. They found it quite disconcerting.

The meeting of women was held on September 22nd, 
1955. The women felt very strongly that there should be a 
rail linkage through the South Island, from Blenheim to 
Nelson and down the Coast. Nelson people felt very isolated; 
many were living out in the country. The Nelson forests were 
about to come to fruition and they would need the railway. 
So did the berry fruit industry. At the meeting we decided 
to stop the demolition of the railway line.

Nine of us went and sat on the Nelson — Glenhope line 
from September 23 to September 30 when we were all 
arrested.

We used to go out every morning. It was 40 miles and none 
of us had a car. The business community went on a roster 
and used to take us out each morning. We'd set out at four, 
before the workers arrived to demolish it. They'd sit in their 
shed waiting for us to arrive, and we'd get out of the cars 
and rush down onto the line, and they'd say "Foiled again" 
and get on with their cards.

The railway workers were with us. The local farmers, the 
business people, the local council and the local Members 
of Parliament were all behind us. We had a demonstration 
of 4000 people on the church steps in Nelson.

We attracted worldwide interest and we caused the 
government a lot of embarrasment.

I'd come home and there'd be calls from Australia and 
Britain, newspapers ringing and asking "Are you going to 
bring down the government?" I was only 32 at the time and 
quite phased by it all.

The government tried to say we were commies and sent: 
the equivalent of the SIS to try and prove it, but of course 
they couldn't.

On the day we were arrested I was in the front line with

Leslie Bartlett. The Superintendent of Police came up to us 
and said "Please go, it's not going to be very nice. We're 
bringing the train up."

But we weren't going. So they brought the steam train up 
to about a foot in front of us and let the steam out all over 
us. Then the guard of the train got out and walked off. He 
was an Italian called Garguilo, and he said he wouldn't con
tinue because he was really with us. The photographer from 
the Nelson Daily Mail sat eating a banana, and taking 
photos. The locals turned up to watch, the farmers brought 
.22 rifles. They wanted a punch-up, but we said no, we are 
a Gandhi-type protest, a peaceful protest, we want to do 
it that way.

They brought in eight policemen to arrest us. They took 
us back into Nelson, and when we got there they had the 
band out. Even the police were with us, they took us into 
the station and we were given raspberry buns and a pot of 
tea.

We were held over till the next day then convicted in court 
of being on a platform without a ticket and fined ten pound 
each. The magistrate was given instructions by the 
government.

I wanted to go to jail but Stan Whitehead took up a col
lection and paid the ninety pounds.
SANDRA: How effective was the protest as a tactic? 
SONJA: We lost the railway. They went ahead and demolish
ed it, destroyed it. We had the government against us, the 
road transport people against us.
SANDRA: How did you feel about that defeat?
SONJA: Very bitter. We felt it very strongly. All the farm
ing people felt it, they still feel it today. We still need the 
railway. Today I can say we are vindicated because now 
they have to bring out all this timber in trucks and they're 
mucking up the roads. It personally cost me a lot since 
because of it I didn't get to my sister's wedding and my 
parents didn't speak to me for two years, so they didn't know 
Mark as a baby.

It was one of the earliest protests by women. We en
countered some reaction that we wouldn't know about it 
because we were women, but we said we are part of all this 
and have just as much at stake as anyone. With more sup
port we could have done something. It was one of the things 
that made me realise that if you really had support you could 
do anything. □
Because next month's issue is the anniversary issue the next 
installment of this interview will appear in the September issue 
of Broadsheet.
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T© Hono Ki Mangere An island of Maori woman-power

The jumpers carry a special label: “ The 
Schoolhouse Weavers . . .  a community enter
prise . . .  made in New Zealand by . . It could 
be Aroha, Debbie, Marlene, Catherine, Kiri or 
Te Aroha. These six Maori women make up Te 
Hono Ki Mansere Work Trust. Previously 
unemployed, these women now work full-time 
earning award wages, making exclusive Peren- 
dale pure wool jumpers with Maori motifs 
hitherto unseen on knitwear.

DIANE QUIN talked to Te Aroha McDowell, 
catalyst for the Work Trust.

Te Aroha McDowell
“ It’s time someone spoilt these young Maori women. I have 

long seen that Maori women are a casualty group, unrecognis
ed by those who are in a position to service their needs. They 
are the last to get access to services and resources in the 
community and this situation is perpetuated by the bureauc
racies, the current economic decision-makers, the profes
sional service clubs, even the recreational groups which look 
harmless enough but are actually quite powerful in the stance 
against Maori women. If young Maori women are to meet their

needs they will have to find their own ways. This is what Te 
Hono Ki Mangere Work Trust is doing.

The needs are clear. Quite simply they are the need to have 
a separate source of income and to become architects of our 
own economic destiny; the need to gather in one place and 
work together with family or friends; and, inevitably, the need 
to recognise the political dynamic that arises from this social 
and economic independence. When these young women first 
became involved with this project the needs were to have 
work, to have money, to have a purpose. Now we can an
ticipate our next needs and direct our energies to these. 
These are the basic social issues: housing and education.

The project began during 1 980 and we had established 
many contacts before we realised that instead of young Maori 
women fronting we needed another group to letterhead our 
cause.By the end of 1981 TeHono Ki Mangere was an incor
porated work trust, with illustrious patrons, and then we began 
to get a different response. In May 1981 we applied for 
assistance under the Department of Labour Young Persons’ 
Training Programme and this began in October. We received 
additional assistance from Internal Affairs and the SCOPE fund 
to hire-purchase the knitting machines. Assistance from Maori 
Affairs was nominal considering the amount of submissions, 
letters and articles that needed to be prepared for them. All 
this was for a ten-week training programme with tutors, for 
six young Maori women aged 15-18 years.

At last the Department of Labour has approved a wage sub
sidy for all non-beneficiaries. That’s two-thirds of our salaries 
and we need that. Right now it is important that we be given 
that kind of help, we couldn’t support ourselves any other way. 
The will is there to survive, and nurtured with gentle 

' forebearance, it doesn’t seem so far to becoming an indepen
dent business.

The volume of work coming in is still not enough, it’s half 
what we’re capable of. But everyday we get more orders. The 
project may be totally unrealistic but I refuse to wind it up. 
However, we may be totally realistic because there are no 
jobs around, least of all for unskilled young Maori women, and 
not in the rag trade. If we agree that Maori people are com
munal you can see it would be foreign to us to be isolated 
outworkers. Maybe, in fact, our only real opportunities will 
come through local enterprise, through creating small, pro
bably co-operative, initiatives. It takes extra risk, extra effort, 
but eventually brings the extra rewards that come with sharing.

Developing the project has been a mixture of single- 
mindedness and dreams; learning technical skills for a specific 
purpose and having faith in our own art culture, believing that 
it should be useful and inspiring for us today. It must feed 
our young. Our art culture has become artifacts in a museum. 
But our beautiful greenstone artifacts were useful, they were 
exchanged for land and served a purpose. Despite what is 
said, greenstone was not tapu. As we develop our culture 
we will destroy the myths and misconceptions around some 
of these things, things that are seen as so sacred and tapu 
they must remain unchanged.



I asked one of the elders to give me something that would 
reassure me because someone was bound to say we had 
commercialised our artifacts. He said: “You’ve heard the story 
of Kahukura who said the fairies taught him how to make nets? 
Well, I don’t think he went out before dawn to catch them at 
their job, I think he taught himself” .

We can use our legends to hang our coats on. Either we 
make the beautiful things we are able to or the Taiwanese 
will make plastic tikis for in-flight Air New Zealand. It’s better 
we make them ourselves to earn our livelihoods.

The designs on our garments have been created from tradi
tional carving patterns and they speak for themselves. They 
come out perfectly on the jerseys that are being sold to be 
worn by anybody and nothing has happened. It is not enough 
to believe only in the spirits of our dead. Our people get very 
worried about the ghosts of those gone, but overlook our own 
spirits, the ones that walk around us, over us and act for us.
I wonder if we are aware of our own spiritual power. I don’t 
think people realise what they have, but I think it’s that that 
is getting us working.

Aroha: “ I’ve got dreams for this 
place. We'll be managing directors 

before too long, w e’ll employ people, 
encourage them to learn and succeed. 

But first, we, 'the girls’, have to 
succeed.’’

Working together our spirits are reviving. Not only are six 
women earning a livelihood but they are gaining an enormous 
amount of confidence in their ability to survive. I can only 
guess at the effect this is having in their homes where for 
them it is not token talk about hardship. Improvement means 
searching evaluation of their own domestic situations and how 
they can improve them if they want to.

One young woman, a mother at 1 4, has at great cost and 
with considerable hardship fixed up a beaten up old bach to 
live in. Her boy is healthier and now she shares it with another 
worker. They live in harmony so far, they have said, and 
respect each other’s opinions. They are becoming a very 
positive influence in our workplace. Some parents are help
ing to get orders, so it does appear the positive things that 
are happening here are filtering back into the community and 
attracting the support we need.

Families which had not been useful to their young in the 
past, are even more useless now. The family of one young 
woman is beginning to gather round her now, drawing on the 
energy she has created with her own efforts. We are recognis
ing that we do have the choice to change our circumstances 
and the effort we make generates the energy to grow. She 
is such a magnet to her family now.

We faced a lot of suspicion in the beginning, that’s a poor 
people syndrome. There was suspicion of employers and 
manufacturers and most wanted to identify someone here as 
the employer, the owner of the enterprise. We face an extra 
kind of suspicion from the Maori people, especially the men. 
In coming to place an order for jumpers, some have asked 
for the first one free. I can’t help getting angry and reply that

they should as soon rob the worker directly. It seems that 
as men are increasingly unemployed they lose status, become 
even more inarticulate and clumsy and do not treat women 
well. Mira Szaszy asked recently, “Maori men, who do you 
really love?” She saw that all the professional Maori men mar
ried white women, so did they consider their own race not 
good enough? Maori women are an unspoilt, unspoken of and 
beaten up section of the Maori race.

There is such a hunger to be appreciated, to be encourag
ed, to find grace in our lives once more. It’s very deep and 
it’s very hurtful. So it’s very powerful to have a group of Maori 
women, labelled unemployed, who discover a way to exist 
that no-one.can deny. We will not be wished away. That’s 
probably the most intimidating thing about our existence.

In simple, often joking terms, deep discussions are occur- 
ing here. Our conversations are really loaded. I doubt that you 
would hear a gathering of young Maori women anywhere else 
talking about self-determination, health food, cancer and 
smoking, recognising their rotten lifestyles and choosing to 
raise these issues during work. This whole enterprise is a 
cleansing and self-revealing experience in our lives. We are 
learning to grow as individuals, to come in touch with our own 
creativity. We are throwing up our rubbish first before we can 
be true to ourselves and exercise free and full choice.

We exchange ideas about new designs and new marketing 
outlets, a technical problem is smoothed and the machines 
move on. We are beginning to know that what we are doing 
is politically on-the-road. Why else are the National Advisory 
Boards approaching us for information on the work attitudes 
of young Maori women? We must be arriving at something 
that is really important.

I find it really amusing that the people I studied with are now 
professionals directing the destiny of poor people they never 
mix with, making decisions for them. We need to empower 
people to make decisions for themselves; to encourage, sup
port and trust our young women.

Unemployed young kids call into this Old Schoolhouse ex
pressing interest in what we’re doing. From this it has been 
implied that we are interfering. I acknowledge j’m not popular 
with the local secondary school. I have criticised the state 
schools for killing what is creative within people; they do not 
appear to want to encourage young unemployed people to 
find or create work opportunities. Although high schools out 
of the area place small orders with us, the local schools don’t 
appear interested in supporting us at all. We are therefore 
isolated in a community that seems to be run by the schools. 
The weight of the state is very much against us. So we create 
a little island of Maori women power in the midst of it.

There have been poor experiences here for me, and 
sometimes I’ve wondered if I want to keep being involved. 
But I seem to strive on the stress of it. The strongest thing 
about this project for me is realising my disbelief in the world 
as presented to Maori girls. I was right to disbelieve that that 
was my future. My future was not what was put in front of 
me. What’s important is what is inside us, what we can 
create.” □
The Old Schoolhouse can be found at 299 Kirkbride Road, 
Mangere, Auckland. To order, or buy directly from their workplace, 
call in or phone 275-1497, or after hours, 669-412.

B
ro

ad
sh

ee
t. 

Ju
ne

 1
98

2 
33



Do women teachers apply for promotion? Why don’t they get it? 
A recent report, the Teacher Career and Promotion Study 

(TEACAPS) addresses itself to just these questions — HELEN
WATSON reports.

Why have women failed to get into decision-making posi
tions in the major female-dominated profession?

Without women, the education system would not 
function.

68% of prim ary teachers and 38% of secondary teachers 
are women. It is the profession most sought by females 
and research shows that women teachers are more com
mitted to the profession and are of higher calibre than male 
teachers1. And yet, as we all know, prim ary and secondary 
principals are men. New Zealand can only boast two 
female principals of co-educational secondary schools and 
there are even several male principals of girls’ schools. In 
prim ary schools, despite their lesser numbers, men hold 
a staggering 92.1%  of principals’ jobs. W hy should this 
situation exist?

In 1975, in the flush of enthusiasm for wom en’s affairs 
generated by International W om en’s Year, a Conference 
on Education and the Equality of the Sexes was held at 
which people in authority in education, but not teachers, 
pondered the position of women in education. As a result 
an advisory committee to the M inister of Education, The 
National A dvisory Committee on Women in Education

(NACWE) was set up, and it proposed that research on 
wom en’s and men’s careers in prim ary and secondary 
teaching should be undertaken. The co-operation of the 
teacher unions NZEI and PPTA was sought and willingly  
given. A  committee of representatives from the Depart
ment, NZEI, NZ Council for Educational Research, PPTA 
and NACWE, was set up to supervise the research to be 
called the Teacher Career and Promotion Study, now com
monly known as TEACAPS. The research began in 1979  
and was officially launched by the M inister of Education 
on April 28th, 1982.

The main body of the report is presented in three sec
tions — Section 1: The Model Teaching Career, Section  
2: Teachers’ Career Patterns and Section 3: Possible 
Reasons for Teachers’ Career Patterns.

While the report does not make any startling discoveries, 
or find simple answers for wom en’s lack of success in pro
motion, what it does do is provide statistical evidence for 
people’s suspicions and hunches. For example, it tells you 
that of 137 applicants for promotion in the prim ary ser
vice who had never gained a promotion position, 107 (78%) 
were women and 30 (22%) were men.
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Probably the most interesting section of the report is Sec
tion 3 which looks at possible reasons why wom en’s and 
m en’s career paths differ so much. It looks at constraints 
experienced by women and men, the importance of visibili
ty to promotion prospects, the impact of sexism, and how  
teachers plan their careers. The first finding in this sec
tion w ill not surprise women — children are not a con
straint for men, but are for women. Few women in senior 
administrative positions in either service had any children 
living at home, although men in similar positions did. The 
report also establishes that more men than women are 
satisfied with the allocation of domestic tasks in their 
homes and that men and women have a different percep
tion of the allocation. Women also believe that family con
straints are greater for them than men — 27.6% of primary 
men believe both sexes have the same constraints!

In considering visibility in the profession, the report look
ed at involvem ent in teacher organisations, attendance at 
in-service courses and encouragement to apply for promo
tion. Here there are marked differences between the 
prim ary and secondary services. The different structures 
of NZEI (primary) and PPTA (secondary) may help to ex
plain the difference in union involvement, but a pathetic 
3.2% of prim ary women regularly attend branch meetings 
against 32% secondary women. 55% of prim ary women  
rate themselves as having low NZEI involvement while on
ly 10%  of secondary women have low PPTA involvement.

This is a glaring illustration of the difference the whole 
report shows between prim ary and secondary women. In 
fact, secondary women have the highest success rate in 
job application of any group although that is largely ex
plained by the fact that most secondary wom en’s promo
tion is internal; the principal says “I’m giving you a PR 
in . . .” . A lso the expansion of the dean system has given 
women more opportunities for promotion as they are 
regarded as well-suited to give “pastoral care”. Primary 
women emerge from the study as more conservative, less 
assertive, less ready to accept women in positions of 
authority, more dependent on principals and inspectors 
and less likely to apply for promotion than secondary 
women. The report does not seek to find the reasons why  
there is such a difference.

I m yself think that there are several reasons. Fifty per 
cent of secondary women have completed university  
qualifications when they enter teaching (59% of men have) 
and this, coupled with the later entry age, probably gives 
secondary women greater self-confidence. They have com
peted with men at university and proved themselves equal 
in ability. Also, the organisation of secondary schools gives 
the individual teacher more freedom. There is not the same 
supervision of day-to-day teaching that prim ary teachers 
experience. Perhaps dealing with large and boisterous 
adolescents toughens women — the unassertive and gen
tle perish in many secondary schools. As secondary 
teachers no longer have a grading system, they do not live 
in fear of inspectors as the report shows prim ary women 
do. The differences between the attitudes of prim ary and 
secondary women could be a further area of research.

As mentioned earlier, prim ary women take little active 
part in their union, NZEI. The teacher unions are most 
important because they negotiate on their members’ behalf 
with the Governm ent on matters of conditions of service, 
salary, curriculum, assessment, regulations, teacher train
ing and anything else that arises. Therefore it is imperative 
for women teachers that their voices be heard. The struc
ture of NZEI works against this with the result that it is

male and principal dominated. In a profession 68% female, 
a mere three of the nineteen-strong executive are female. 
In contrast to PPTA, where the executive is elected by 
secret ballot of all members and has regional representa
tion, NZEI’s executive is elected at its annual meeting by 
those present. Few women attend because most are car
rying out their other role in life in school holidays, thus 
enabling the men to maintain their power. It is high time 
prim ary women demanded a structure in NZEI which  
allowed them to take their rightful parts in making deci
sions about their working lives. As NZEI is male-dominated, 
male issues are considered to be of paramount importance. 
This has been illustrated by NZEI’s recent campaign about 
salaries, and their consideration last year that some jobs 
should be sex-tagged for men. This, in a time of falling rolls 
when women prim ary teachers’ jobs are under serious 
threat. Men teachers in both services are always more con
cerned about salaries than women are, and it is unlikely 
that men w ill be made redundant before women because 
it is considered essential to have male teachers in prim ary 
schools. There is an urgent need for prim ary women to 
stop supporting male demands and press for their own and 
the needs of the children; for example job security and staff 
teacher ratios.

TEACAPS tried to discover whether overt discrim ina
tion was practised against women and one interesting fin
ding is that prim ary women received low er assessments 
on average than prim ary men. This was published in an 
occasional paper in 1980 and Judy Whitcombe says that 
as a result, women have begun to make appeals against 
low assessments. In the questionnaire, teachers w ere ask
ed their attitudes to women in authority and the answers 
show wopaen are more likely to favour women in senior 

positions than men, which negates the commonly-stated 
belief that women don’t like working for women. Fewer 
than half the men in each service were in favour of women 
in senior positions with most men carefully saying they 
w ere “neutral” .

However the people whose attitudes count most for ap
pointments are those who do the appointing — Education 
Boards’ appointments committees for prim ary teachers 
and school boards for secondary teachers, and the research 
did not include them. Women can have all the right 
qualifications, experience and self-confidence and apply 
for promotion, but if the appointing authorities do not wish 
to appoint them, at present there is nothing they can do.

The report finally looks at career aspirations and predic
tably these are lower for women than for men, although 
less so for secondary women. Teachers were also asked 
what they considered should favour promotion and what 
actually did. The answers prove teachers’ cynicism about 
why people get promoted. The belief in the influence of 
inspectors in the prim ary service is demonstrated, and of 
the principal in the secondary. Almost 10%  of secondary 
women believe being a man helps in gaining promotion 
although only 4.4%  of prim ary women gave that as a first 
choice factor, despite the fact that all evidence of success 
rates show that the applicant’s sex is very important.

The report does not produce any startling new truths or 
find any magic answers but it is extremely valuable 
because for the first time, the information is there in black 
and white and disproves the statement often made by men, 
“A teacher is a teacher”. There are men teachers and there 
are women teachers whose social roles, career experience, 
perceptions and aspirations are demonstrably different.
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It also shows that the balance of career success is tipped 
in favour of men — especially in the prim ary service.

The sadness of the report is that instead of providing the 
impetus for women to work to get hindrances removed, 
to aspire higher and to demand their rightful place in 
decision-making positions, it has been published in a time 
of contracting opportunities, when, I predict, men will start 
fighting to retain power and to grab any new opportunities. 
Until the last two years we have had expanding rolls and 
women have been able to make some small advances 
especially secondary women into Position of Responsibility 
l ’s and 2 ’s. We have now falling rolls which are predicted 
to plummet even further in the late 1980s. This means 
few er jobs, term inations of basic scale position, fewer 
relieving jobs, and loss of positions of responsibility. The 
fight is not going to be for women to get more, but for 
women to hang on to what they have got now. A lready 
there is talk floating around that men’s jobs are more im
portant than wom en’s, married women who don’t need 
the money should resign to save jobs for young teachers, 
women on a second income should take second place to 
breadwinners and so on. When the chips are down, women 
teachers w ill learn how much equality there really is be
tween men and women teachers.

The only way to combat these onslaughts on wom en’s 
employment is for women to become politicised. They 
must believe they have the right to a job, to positions of 
responsibility, to believe they have the ability to perform  
well in these jobs and they must be prepared to fight for 
their rights. The place where they must make this fight is 
in their unions because a union’s job is to protect its 
members and negotiate on their behalf. Women teachers 
must demand that their unions protect them and work to 
remove hindrances to their advancement. This is especially 
crucial for prim ary women.

Women teachers need to study this report very closely, 
get it discussed and digested, and work to get regulations 
changed in certain areas — for example, to make it man
datory that at least one position in the top three in all co
educational schools be held by a women. They need to 
assess their own careers and attitudes to promotion, and 
encourage and support other women. TEACAPS is a most 
valuable and praiseworthy piece of research, splendidly 
carried out by Judy Whitcombe and Penny Fenwick and 
all women teachers should be grateful to them. Now it is 
up to them to make the best possible use of it.D

1. Schoolteacher, Dan Lorrie, University of Chicago. 
Resources:
The Teacher Career and Promotion Study (TEACAPS), available 
in limited quantity from School Publications Branch, Dept Educa
tion, Private Bag, Wellington (price at this stage unknown). 
New Zealand Educational Institute, Box, 466, Wellington. 
Post Primary Teachers’ Association, Box 2119, Wellington. 
Sex Equality Advisory Committee of PPTA, Box 2119, 
Wellington.
National Advisory Committee on Women in Education, Dept 
of Education, Private Bag, Wellington.
Women in Schools and Education, Box 11724, Wellington. 
Education Officer for Women, Mary Garlick, Dept of Education, 
Private Bag, Wellington.
Feminist Teachers, Box 47-095, Auckland; cl- 92 McFarlane St, 
Hamilton; Phone 524-087 or 858-550 Christchurch.
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vival? No more or less than what has already happened, pro
bably.'Can flive wit*) the ar>xjety for another week? What of 
the hassle and expense? How many fights can I figh't right 
now? I have pitted my reality against theirs for two months 
now, can I go another round? I am not so well socialised in 
feminine accommodation that I can’t fight back, but it seems 
to me that there is nothing I can win. Their system is fixed 
and there is no victory that will help anyone. I would hassle 
myself more than them.

"Sue him," says my friend in the 
law school, "it's negligence."

What of a complaint to the Medical Council? It’s about as 
useful as asking the police toinvestigatethemselves. I could 
join the Clowns. I remember the woman who brought a com
plaint against the police doctor in a rape case and found her 
“ trial” at the Medical Council even worse than the court. 
How they could vilify me. Besides there’s nothing to win. 
Nothing that will make any difference. Revenge is not my pur
pose.

It will soon be the end of the holidays. I choo'se Wednes
day. I want more than anything to leave it behind, to move on.

FROZEN SECTION
This time I am well organised. I have discovered that it is 

quilted pastel brunch coats that make you sick. Unlike other 
theories mine is entirely empirical, having a 100% correlation 
with the known facts. From this law it may also be deduced 
by a long proof, that the cause of post-natal depression is 
waddling with your knees apart in fluffy slippers. “ Warning 
—  These Garments May Be Injurious to Your Health” . No 
danger in my delicious new pyjamas.

We arrive at the ward. Confusion: “Why wasn’t I here 
yesterday?”
“ I’m having a local.”
“ Mr X doesn’t do biopsies with locals.”
“ This time he’s going to.”
“ Anyway there isn’t a bed. Go to the day room.”

No-one will look at me. I feel their discomfort. Finally it 
dawns on me, he’s been scape-goating them. My last shreds 
of respect for Mr X vanish. Ripping into the people who tried 
the hardest; how incredibly unfair. That’s power.

I am sent to another ward and wait in the day room. I need 
a friend. Silly —  that decision’s made. I let go, relaxing into 
the inevitable. Where did I learn this trick? Floating 
downstream above the currents of authoritarian institutions.

A nurse shoves an operating gown round the lav door. 
“ Hurry.” “ No shower?” I explain about swimming. Freyberg 
Pool is rather like bathing in a tepid toilet.
“ We’d keep the surgeon waithing.” A fate worse than infec
tion it would seem.

The routine is familiar. “ Yes, the right,” remembering Dr. 
G. whose patient had the wrong breast removed here a few 
weeks ago.

The theatre staff cope well with my awakeness. 
Thoughtfully the Sister provides a tape-deck to ease the ten
sion. She starts with Swan Lake, hardly a cheery theme.

I watch the pink fingers scrub up and approach. I have pin
ned my Broadsheet button “ QUESTION AUTHORITY” to the 
operating gown. “ What’s this? Question authority?” Incom
prehensible. He is authority. It would be like doubting God; 
but his glance flickers to the scalpels for confirmation. 
Gleaming hardware, the' two-edged sword of male 
prerogative.

He strips off the gown and stares. This time I have taken 
the precaution of using my own felt tip. Visual aids assist 
coordination. HERE IT IS DON’T MISS —  and a big black spot 
over the lump. A momentary emotion moves the mask. He 
has grown fat swallowing so many feelings. “ What does it 
say?” He can’t read. Is that the problem? Dr. Bob in cow 
cockie’s gumboots.

“ It says X marks the spot,” and I want to add, “ but don’t re
ly on my diagnosis.” The cocky swabs the udder, expunging 
the graffiti with pungent iodine. I chew the cud.

A double-sided blue sheet, with a rather jaunty window is 
unfolded over me. Half a bucket of anaesthetic arrives. No 
more jitters at the dentist after this. A screen is placed in 
front of my face but I can see the action well enough in the 
shiny rim of the insect eye lights.

Things get interesting. The anaesthetic goes in along a 
curve around the breast. I feel the adrenalin. This’ll be a 
blast. He starts cutting, injecting more anaesthetic into the 
deeper levels as they are exposed.

I peer into the welling interior of my breast —  the red 
deeps. The Sister is deft with the swabs, not disturbing the 
fast fat fingers. The anaesthetic stops in a sharp line on my 
chest. The blood trickles over, a waterall onto the feeling 
skin. The curved chrome is too narrow to see what they are 
taking out, but we’re onto the Dying Swans already. Hun
dreds of them, all over the stage by the sound of it.

I have pinned the Broadsheet button 
"QUESTION AUTHORITY" to the 

operating gown.
My arm is getting cold stuck out there on a sort of ironing 

board. “ Move it,” says Mr X “ to keep the circulation going.” I 
check my extremities, letting my legs comfort each other 
with their familiar twin. He is stitching now, fast, just a faint 
tug on each knot.

The Swans explode into a cackle of choral music, and flip, 
with ecumenical indifference, to the Nutcracker. No-one 
seems to mind. The door suddenly bumps and swings. “ Your 
frozen section...” “ Shush! She’s awake...” Thrusting him 
backwards through the door. Bump and swing, swing and 
bump. Absolute silence. The pas-de-deux begins.

PAS-DE-DEUX
“ What did the pathologist say?” I enquire. Tension 

crackles around the theatre. Why won’t they tell me? It’s the 
only thing that matters.
“ What did he say?” I refuse to plead.
No-one says a word. The nurses search their mouths unsuc
cessfully for light conversation. I try the student nurse 
holding my hand. Excruciated, she looks away. It must be 
malignant or they would tell me. “ Mr X will have to get the 
results,” offers the Staff Nurse.

So this is why they do biopsies with general anaesthetics. 
They don’t know what to do; don’t know how to confront this 
moment. They wish I wasn’t around. I focus my will on X’s. 
Skilled maybe, self-controlled certainly, but weak all the 
same. He shifts his weight. “ Get the results,” I say. “ No 
hurry” he murmurs. Silence. He is determind to finish stit
ching. “ Get the results.” This time he does not resist. I count 
the bars. A long time. Fetching the anaesthetist? Bump and 
swing. He reappears, impassive. “ It’s alright” he mumbles to 
the air. The pas-de-deux ends. I shall never feel the same 
about Tchaikovsky again.

The Staff Nurse and student wheel me into recovery. The 
big green tank is empty apart from a heaving whale beached 
on a chrome island in the middle.
“ Hello, why are you back again?” I explain.
“ Still, he’s a sweetie” says the nurse from recovery. 
“ Trouble is, he walks to work from the Bays,” says the Staff 
Nurse, “ on the water.” We all crack up, except the student. 
She knows it is blasphemy. You shouldn’t call God a sweetie.

Ten minutes later I am back on the ward. I float on the 
adrenalin, wishing I could share it, enjoying the thought of 
two days lying here. The Ward Sister appears, “ You can go 
now.” So Mr X doesn’t want to explain my presence to the en
tourage. They might be too interested in this new surgical 
treatment for anxiety.

Joe appears, “ You look marvellous; let me take you to 
lunch.” The beautiful body, firmed by his new bike, is 
unusually animated. “ But isn’t that where it began; accep
ting your lunch dates?” He grins, cheerfully confident that 
greed will win.

The house is full of flowers; they flow down the stairs, 
great bunches of spring in August. Thank you friends, it mat
tered. Anyway they hid the gobs of lego-garnished peanut 
butter that seem to sprout by parthenogenesis in even so 
short an absence. I consume the cards, funny, caring, or 
blunt. Among them I find Mr X’s bill -A two consultations at 
$22 each.

I thought people either gave vitamins or champagne. The 
neighbours arrive with both. I goggle at the label; we pop the 
top and sit around the last afternoon fire of winter.

Ah! The discreet charm of the bourgeoisie; it comes from 
the extremities with a gentle rush.
As anaesthetics go...
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Donna Awatere ON t A f t o t i  S o x i e A e t Z H T

Maori sovereignty is the Maori ability 
to determine our own destiny and to do 
so from the basis of our land and 
fisheries. In essence, Maori sovereignty 
seeks no th ing  less than the 
acknowledgement that New Zealand is 
Maori land, and further seeks the return 
of that land. At its most conservative it 
could be interpreted as the desire for a 
bicultural society, one in which taha 
Maori receives an equal consideration 
with, and equally determines the course 
of this country as taha pakeha. It cer
ta in ly  demands an end to 
monoculturalism.

Maori courtesy has allowed white 
supremacy and cultual imperialism to 
pass under the name of 
monoculturalism. In th is country 
monoculturalism is a euphemism for 
separate development and a cover for 
white hostility and hatred of things and 
people Maori. It prettily avoids the issue, 
which is that for 142 years Maori people 
have been excluded from all power and 
all economic decision-making even 
when it has concerned us directly. It 
prettily disguises the fact that the Maori 
in 1982 is still struggling to survive the 
devastatingly brutal attacks on our land, 
our culture, our language and our identi
ty.

The term, monocultural, is further 
misleading in that it suggests that white 
New Zealanders have developed a 
culture that is particularly New Zealand 
in nature. And that’s not so. Not by a 
long shot.

Recent events in the Falkland 
Islands have highlighted the crisis in 
white New Zealand identity. It has 
revealed a people with no national 
memory of their own, still clinging to the 
old ties with British Imperialism. New 
Zealand is the only country in the world

to cut diplomatic ties with Argentina and 
if that wasn’t going far enough, was also 
the only country in the world to impose a 
complete trade ban.

The crisis thus revealed the pro- 
British jingoism of the white New 
Zealander; a British chauvinistic 
patriotism which can still be seen in 
their desperalte obsession with the 
Royal Family. Last year, just before the 
elections, the National Government call
ed on the two things which could save 
the elections for them: Rugby and Royal
ty. Now what is there in these two which 
is particularly New Zealand? Rugby is a 
British import and the Queen doesn’t 
even live here.

The three main New Zealand festivals 
reveal too this lack of a true national 
identity. Anniversary Day celebrates the 
establishment of provinces which no 
longer exist; Labour Day celebrates the 
40-hour week and Queens’s Birthday 
celebrates the birthday of the Queen. 
Even Guy Fawkes day is part of a British 
memory, not the New Zealand national 
memory.

What is there in this country that gives 
it its own particularly New Zealand iden
tity? Very little. All the institutions and 
even the national shrines and memory 
are direct importations from Britain.

The fact is that in this country white 
people have no real identity of their own 
apart from that which exists through op
position to the Maori.

Over the past few years it is Maori na
tionhood which has exposed this defi
ciency in white New Zealanders; the 
Pakeha has got nothing and has never 
r6dlis6d it

The roots of this deficiency are buried 
in the past. A racial past based on direct 
obsessive ties with Britain which have 
not to this day been severed. As the

prime minister said recently: “ I suppose 
around our cabinet table you’ve got a lot 
of fellows like me who were brought up 
to believe that the term ‘British’ means 
something.” (National Business Review, 
April 19, p 9).

The History
The event which first consolidated the 

different white groups in this country 
was the Land Wars. The Maori had lands 
and would not part with them. The white 
settlers united together in their deter
mination to get them. To this end, they 
called in Britain and Australian settlers 
to come and help them fight the good 
fight against the wicked Maori who 
refused to give up any more land. In 
these land-grabbing wars, ethnic dif
ferences between the Irish, the Scots, 
the Australians and European groups 
were sublimated to the greater racial de
mand for white ownership and white 
power.

The wars in which New Zealand 
fought —  the Boer War, World War I and 
World War II —  have stressed these 
links with British Imperialism. What 
would white New Zealand be if it weren’t 
for Britain?

When the Treaty of Waitangi was sign
ed, the Maori outnumbered whites 10 to 
1. At this time those chiefs who did sign 
the Treaty acknowledging the mana of 
the British could have at no stage im
agined that they would not be the majori
ty and that they would not be in control, 
in the future, of the land and their 
fisheries.

In 1840, the chiefs could not have for- 
seen that within one generation the 
Maori population would drop in number 
by 60% and that their very demise as a 
race would be expected. Neither could 
they have imagined that within 20 years
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whites would outnumber them. That the 
land and fisheries would be in white set
tlers hands and that a new order based 
on this very fact would systematically 
take apart what was left of Maori 
culture, take what was left of Maori land, 
replace Maori pride with defeatist at
titudes and demean the Maori language 
to its extinction as a living entity.

At Waitangi some chiefs acknowledg
ed the Queen of England as the white 
leader. The chiefs were willing to pay 
homage to the white people’s leader in 
exchange for her culture, especially 
technology. They were willing too, to 
give land to her subjects, but at no stage 
were any Maori willing to surrender their 
true sovereignty.

This true sovereignty was based on 
the control of land, fisheries and Maori 
control of their own lives. This 
sovereignty was never surrendered, it 
was taken —  by trickery by numbers, by 
force, by accepting no opposition, by 
chauvinism and contempt, and by 
cultural imperialism. And the Treaty was 
used to allay any possible white fears 
that white possession of Aotearoa was 
not all quite above board. After all, 
whites say, the Maori chiefs signed 
away their sovereignty. And that’s the lie 
perpetuated every year at Waitangi.

By 1900, the question of Maori 
sovereignty had been decisively settled. 
The Maori did not reject the settler’s 
technology or the settlers themselves. 
When we were in power in this country, 
there was an opportunity for real 
biculturalism, for joint cultural develop
ment, for joint decision-making.

What war, disease, and trickery did 
not achieve cultural imperialism did. 
This means that the political and 
economic power of the settlers was us
ed to spread their own culture and 
values, at the expense of Maori culture 
and values. The Maori as a cultural 
minority was forced to adopt the British 
culture of the dominant group. The set
tlers’ belief in their own cultural 
superiority prevented them from allow
ing Maori culture to exist side by side, 
prevented them from even learning our 
language or wanting to forge a new na
tional identity which included the Maori.

Fascism
Last year the Springbok Tour raised in 

many New Zealanders’ minds the scep
tre of creeping Fascism. For many it was 
their first experience with unnecessary 
police violence; for many their first ex
perience with courts. And because the 
civil rights of some white New 
Zealanders got trampled on, the idea 
developed th a t increas ing  
authoritarianism, and direct rule by big 
business through the police and army 
was on its way in. The Italian form of 
Fascism has other parallels here and the 
growth of fascist groups points to the 
desire of some white New Zealanders for 
nazi-style Fascism.

But in all this, the main point has been 
lost, that New Zealand has always had 
two of the cornerstones of Fascist 
ideology. These are two underlying 
philosophical and political threads ap
pearing in white New Zealand history: 
separate development for Maori people, 
and national white hatred for the Maori 
(white superiority).

" Assimilation” means 
Separate Development

Separate development was to be 
achieved through a policy of assimila
tion. By this means Maoridom would —  
like osmosis —  sink into the white 
potato and no longer exist as a race. Un
til such time as that occurred in the 
hallowed future, a policy of separate 
development was to be followed. Essen
tially this means that the white race 
would take the resources of the country 
and “ develop” , not along British lines, 
but exactly British. The Maori race from 
whom the resources and hegemony had 
been taken would “ develop” as best 
they could until such time as they could 
leak through into the white potato. The 
settlers had taken the economic base 
from Maoridom without which it was im
possible for us to survive as a nation.

By the policy of separate development 
Maori people were forced to live by rules 
not of our own making. These rules con
demned us to a defeated life. The 
destiny of the Maori people was altered. 
From a people secure in their own 
sovereignty, our people were forced to 
accept the white will over their own, and 
to accept the power of white Sovereign-

Supporting the white settlers and the 
capitalist system they brought, would 
necessarily mean opposing the Maori 
way of life. Supporting Maoridom, 
Maoritanga and the communal way of 
life would necessarily means opposing 
the white settlers and their economic 
system.

The white way and the Maori way have 
always been incompatible.

This country as it is now was founded 
on a division on racial lines; not in 1981 
over the Springbok Tour, not in 1971 
when Nga Tamatoa went to protest at 
Waitangi, not when the All Blacks last 
went to South Africa with no Maori, but 
from the beginning —  even before New 
Zealand was established as a colony in 
1840. The Waitangi agreement cannot be 
celebrated by Maori people because it 
represents the end of Maori sovereignty. 
It signals the beginning of the death of 
the Maori as a proud Polynesian nation. 
It signals the swift rise to power of white 
people who would rule first by the gun, 
then by the police and prisons and then 
by their education, church and media.

The name of this game is cultural im
perialism and it means the total exclu
sion of Maoritanga from the physical, 
economic, political, and philosophical 
development of this country.

Whites, outraged by separate develop
ment in South Africa, find it hard to ac
cept that separate development is alive 
and well in Godzone. After all, the Maori

are allowed to share the same physical 
space as whites, intermarriage is allow
ed, there are no stated laws or rules that 
the Maori can’t live or be in the same 
place as whites. But the real point of 
separate development is not physical 
space. It is racial hegemony, racial 
sovereignty, economic, political power 
and control. I don’t believe blacks in 
South Africa would give a damn about 
separate development as long as the 
resources and economic power of their 
country were under their control and 
they were able to chart their own 
destiny. White liberals in New Zealand 
can accept that Azania belongs to black 
people. This is probably because blacks 
are in the majority, and whites are so 
keen on majority rule. In New Zealand 
this means that all is well, Justice is be
ing seen to be done. Who says. Blacks 
should have control of Azania because it 
is their country. Maoris should have con
trol of New Zealand because it is our 
country. Who the hell gave British and 
European immigrants the right to take 
over another place, whether it is Zim
babwe, Azania or Aotearoa. The 
ph ilosophies of dem ocracy and 
liberalism are used to justify white 
supremacy and separate development in 
this country.

White hatred
White hatred seems a harsh explana

tion for the attitudes of whites and for 
the way that the Maori has been and is 
being treated. But the evidence sug
gests that no other explanation will do. 
Of the mass of evidence that has ac
crued to us through the years, only five 
contemporary instances are cited here. 
The first is the socio-economic and 
human rights status of the Maori. The 
second is the physica l and 
psychological space which separates 
the two races. The third is documented 
academic research. The fourth is the all- 
white New Zealand immigration policy. 
The fifth is the philosophy of right-wing 
white groups who act as lightning rods 
for much anti-Maori feeling.

•  Socio-Economic Status That 
is; how low you can go before you crack.

In 1981 there were three-and-a-half 
more w hites in the profes- 
sional/technical class than Maoris. In 
1976 and 81 (provisional), there were 
three-and-a-half times more Maoris 
unemployed than whites.

In 1976, too, six times more whites 
earned $10,000 and over compared to 
Maoris, yet every Maori wage had to sup
port 2.2 people (compared to 1.5 for 
whites).

In a nutshell, any Maori is three-and-a- 
half times more likely to be unemployed, 
will earn a lot less and have to support 
more people than any white.

This reflects itself in a range of other 
socio-economic indices. For instance in 
housing, few Maoris can afford to own 
their own homes. In 1974 43% of Maori 
dwellings were rented (compared to 25% 
of white dwellings).

The socio-economic status of Maori 
people is improving at less than the 
white rate. This means that the gap bet
ween the races is getting wider. It is 
commonly believed that once socio
economic equality is achieved, that all 
will be as one big pale brown potato.

Andrew Trlin, a sociologist from
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Massey University, after re-viewing the 
socio-economic status of Maori and 
Pacific islanders, concluded that ethnic 
and low socio-economic status coincide 
and are likely to do so permanently. 
Polynesians are the poor, unemployed, 
and dispossessed.

And always will be. He argues that 
despite the various compensatory 
reasonings of our welfare state, the 
mobility of Maoris and Pacific Islanders 
is apparently obstructed by the 
s tre n g th s  and pers is tence  of 
stereotypes and prejudices among 
members of the core structure. He 
argues that the widespread belief that 
racial inequities can and will be cor
rected by “ the design and application of 
compensatory measures” which would 
produce higher levels of educational at
tainment and thus lead to upward social 
mobility and its consequent benefits, is 
not correct. The strength and per
sistence of the “ core” culture’s pre
jud ices , negative ste reo types, 
discrimination, consciousness of racial 
differences will be the obstacle to 
human rights changes.

Whatjs he saying?
Quite simply, that the Maori will never 

achieve socio-econom ic equality 
because of the strength of white hatred.

•  Physical and Psychological 
Distance White people have set up a 
gatekeeping system for themselves 
which makes sure that Maori people and 
themselves don’t share the same 
physical space. Two of these gatekeep
ing systems are housing and employ
ment. Physical separation of the two 
races can be seen in housing. In greater 
Auckland there are 167 residential areas. 
Only sixteen of them (in the inner city, 
Otara, and Mangere) account for 32.7% 
of the Auckland Maori population. Less 
than 8% of the white population live in 
these areas.

There are two main gatekeepers who 
achieve this: one is the government and 
public service, and the other real estate 
agents and landlords.

Government policies of racial separa
tion are clearly seen in the creation of 
the state housing areas of Porirua, 
Mangere and Otara, into which large 
numbers of Maori and Pacific Islander 
people have been settled. Whites who 
have been put into these areas, leave. In 
Otara, for instance, in 1965, 55% of the 
school population was white by 1980 
this had dropped to 12%. In 1981 this 
had dropped in some schools to 6% and 
in others even lower. Whites show by 
moving that they do not want to be in the 
same physical space as Maoris. Some 
Otara schools have less than 3% white 
children. Not five miles away in Howick- 
Pakuranga Maori children are less than 
1% of the school population.

•  Research Another white resear
cher has documented the intensity and 
extent of anti-Maori hostility. St George 
(1972) reviewed the major studies on 
w hite  a ttitu d e s , pre jud ices and 
discrimination towards the Maori. He 
draws a picture of stark racial hatred 
and yet, bound by his own affinity to his 
own culture, concludes his work with a 
statement, itself so couched in the 
politeness of academic language, that 
the real message is buried: “ Prejudice 
there is, and the studies show that

Pakeha New Zealanders do direct pre
judice against Maori New Zealanders 
and that they also hold prejudicial at
titudes towards various other national 
peoples that are distinctly negative 
where colour of skin is concerned.” A 
number of studies have looked at 
perceived social distance. They show 
that white people want to keep a signifi
cant degree of social and physical 
distance between themselves and other 
races, notably Polynesian, ie Maori and 
Pacific Islanders. Put bluntly, white peo
ple don’t like to have us around socially 
or within physical distance and are 
prepared to show it in their attitudes and 
behaviour.
•  All-White .New Zealand Im
migration Policy The gate to others 
of tne same race or colour as the Maori 
is this country’s immigration laws. It is 
through immigration policies that the 
philosophy of white superiority and the 
desire for a white-only nation can be 
seen.

In 1920 the Immigration Restriction 
Amendment Act set the official policy. 
All people of British and Irish birth and 
descent could enter New Zealand un
challenged. All others had to go through 
a government minister. His job, to open 
the gate to whites and close it to all 
others.

The result of the official policy is that 
by 1981 white people made up 86.6% of 
the population. This in spite of the high 
Maori birth rate, and in spite of this be
ing a Pacific nation. In 1981 only 2.9% of 
the population was Pacific Islander; a 
tribute to the success of immigration 
policies, repatriation, work permit 
schemes and the new immigration com
puter set up in 1976.

More than that, it is a tribute to the 
determination of white New Zealand to 
keep New Zealand white, a determina
tion seen when in the first few months of 
1976, at the height of the overstayer con
troversy, more white Rhodesians were 
allowed to settle here permanently than 
all those from Samoa, Tonga, and Fiji 
combined.
•  Right Wing Groups Right wing 

groups articulate the extremes of the 
white philosophies of British im
perialism, separate development and 
white superiority. The open statement of 
these philosophies has allowed many 
whites to ind ignantly d issociate 
themselves from them while, at the 
same time, still enjoying the benefits 
which those philosophies created for 
them. Whites can’t even see the 
hypocrisy of this. They have too long 
been conditioned to think that British 
imperialism is normal, and that separate 
development doesn’t exist, that white 
superiority is something only white 
South Africans, white Rhodesians and

white Australians believe in.
One of the right wing groups is the 

New Force. Their manifesto links the du
ty of their British Heritage, with separate 
states for the Maori, military might, and 
nuclear power. No doubt to be used on 
those Maori “ trouble makers” who 
might object to being placed on 
whatever barren tracts of land that are 
set aside.

The Maori will be “ put” on this land 
and will have no rights in white New 
Zealand at all. This will stop the 
“ cultural pathology” they say mixing 
with the Maori has caused. Who are 
these people? Ordinary white New 
Zealanders. They further accuse us of 
being “ ethnic parasites” . From what tor
tured logic do they get this one? They 
claim we have a special legal status, 
that we are a burden to the white tax
payer.

But'get this: “ The only culture being 
taught to European children is Maori 
culture. Maori culture has been pushed 
forward as the “ culture of New Zealand; 
this is an affront to all self-respecting 
Euro-New Zealanders” .

One could ignore this kind of talk if on
ly it didn’t fit in so well with the 
psychological character of the ordinary 
white New Zealander. If only these at
titudes weren’t as widespread and as 
deeply held as they are. Scratch the sur
face of a good old kiwi bloke and this 
stuff will seem tame. It’s the good old 
kiwi bloke who has locked the Maori out 
of white New Zealand and then turns 
around and blames us for not trying hard 
enough to get in. Christ.

One would not mind so much if what 
one lost was replaced by a culture which 
had at the very least lost its underlying 
contempt of Maori people. Or if at the 
very least one could relate to a richness, 
fairness, and Aotearoa-ness that includ
ed the Maori.

But be realistic. Who could get in 
through the massive gates which bar our 
way and past the bully boys who guard 
those gates.

The white New Zealand system was 
designed for whites. To get through 
school, to have good health, to get jobs, 
to get a little justice. If the system was 
designed for Maori people it would not 
be the way it is now. And we would get 
through schools, we would not have 
poor health, we would have jobs, we 
would not be getting arrested and being 
sent to prison.

Anyone would think, though, listening 
to Maori “ bashers” that the Maori had 
some choices in these matters. That we 
Maori controlled our own resources, our 
own destiny.

That since the white “ invasion” we 
have not been forced to live by rules not 
of our own making.

Cultural imperialism has been achiev
ed over time firstly by fraud (Waitangi) 
then by military might (land wars). The 
irony of the present situation is that 
white people see themselves as essen
tially moral, as an essentially just and 
fair people. But the only justice there is 
in this country is for white people; only 
for white people. There is no justice 
w hile Maori sovereignty is not 
acknowledged, until all Maori land, all 
Maori land is returned to us.

After fraud, military might and 
disease had led to the attrition of Maori
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numbers from 250,000 to 40,000 by 1900, 
the Public Service had already ensured 
the entrenchment and the bureaucratic 
implementation of the British way of life. 
By 1900 what was already in play was 
the systematic exclusion of the Maori 
both from the white system and from the 
Maori system.

Let’s look at how just two of the white 
systems work to lock us out of par
ticipating in white society: education 
and justice.

Education
The education system is the major 

gate which keeps the Maori out. There is 
an invisible sign over every kindergarten, 
playcentre, school, and university. That 
sign reads: “ Maori Keep Out: For White 
Use Only” . White people can’t see this 
sign, you have to identify or be identified 
as a Maori before you can see it.

Kindergartens are the first educa
tional gate. A bastion of white power. 
Kindergartens have frightened Maori 
people off pre-school eduction. As He 
Huarahi, the report on Maori education 
pointed out, the percentages of Maori 
children getting pre-school education is 
way below that of whites. In Otara, 
kindergartens have falling rolls. In an 
area chock full of pre-schoolers. Maori 
parents, in particular, won’t take their 
children there, not because they don’t 
want to, but because kindergartens in 
particular and play centres to a lesser 
extent don’t meet their needs. One could 
tell kindergartens to take down the sign 
warning Maoris to keep away, but the 
Kindergarten Association won’t listen. 
As far as they are concerned, because 
they can’t see the sign, it doesn’t exist.

Primary schools are no different. 
Some think that putting up tapa cloth 
and having a Samoa week will make the 
sign “ Maori Keep Out” go away, but it 
won’t. In 1977 the NZEI report showed 
that Otara had among the lowest levels 
of reading in New Zealand. A University 
of Waikato research team found that the 
failure of children in Mangere and Otara 
to achieve in basic skills was related to 
low teacher expectations and low quali
ty institu tiona l programmes. The 
children were given instructional pro
grammes which would cause their 
failure and then they were blamed for 
their own failure. Or at least their “ home 
and ethnic backgrounds” were blamed.

What disturbs me about this, both as 
a psychologist and as a Maori, is that 
our kids are being taught how to fail. Not 
just taught to fail but taught how to fail. 
Academics have long pointed out the 
relationship, between failure at impor
tant tasks (eg. reading) and lowered self
esteem.

Lowered self-esteem shows itself in a 
life destined for failure. For us Maori this 
shows itself up in depression, high self- 
mutilation rates, high risk-taking, for ex
ample drinking and driving, a suicide 
rate up six-fold, trebling of the numbers 
admitted to mental institutions, deaths 
from cirrhosis of the liver three times the 
white rate and a rocketing incidence of 
solvent and multi-drug abuse.

The wonder is not that this is so. The 
wonder is the numbers of Maori children 
who succeed in spite of it all. A statistic 
like this: in 1974 seven times more white 
children than Maori got UE (28.1% com
pared to 4.6%), may seem quite bad. But 
considering what Maori children are up

against in New Zealand schools, those 
4.6% must be a very bright, determined 
and courageous bunch.
Justice

The Justice system picks up where 
“ education” leaves off. To briefly recap 
—  in the past ten years every second 
Maori male child has appeared in a 
Children’s Court: of 112,000, 46,000 were 
Maori.

One study (Hampton 1974) showed 
that the police are more likely to pro
secute a Maori child than a white child 
for a similar offence. Any Maori child is 
four times more likely than a white child 
to appear before a Children’s Court.

Between 1961 and 1975 the numbers 
of Maori children convicted in children’s 
courts increased five-fold while the 
numbers of white children did not even 
double. In court 1967-71 if found guilty 
any white child was twice as likely to be 
fined, any Maori child twice as likely to 
be sent to Borstal. Over that time 55.3% 
of all children sent to Borstal were 
Maori. But given the hostility that whites 
have towards us maybe we should be 
grateful that at least a few of our 
children didn’t get to court.

Over the period of 1961-1975, any 
Maori adult was six times more likely to 
be indicted and charged by Police than

any white adult. During recent police 
blitzes, 98-100% of all those arrested 
were Maori and Pacific Island people.

Any Maori person at all who stood 
before a Judge was in 1976 seven times 
more likely to be found guilty. Any Maori 
woman at all who stood before a Judge 
in 1976 was nine times more likely to be 
found guilty than any white women.

Having been found guilty, all 
sentences for Maori people will be twice 
as harsh.

One good aspect of the Springbok 
Tour was that for the first time many 
whites sitting in court waiting to be call
ed up had a look at black and white 
justice.

After the Tour, I appeared in Gisborne 
charged with unlawful assembly with 
ten others, two Maori, one from 
Bangladesh and seven whites. At no 
time was I concerned about the out
come. Among the whites was an ex- 
Senior Social Worker, a teacher, a 
librarian, a nuclear physics student. 
With this sort of a line up, there was no 
worry of either being found guilty or of 
getting a prison sentence.

Auckland is quite a different matter. I 
come to trial soon on similar serious 
charges with four men; three Maori and 
one Samoan. I am certainly not guilty of 
the charges but that is irrelevant. There 
will be no middle class white line-up this 
time. All five of us are black. And quite 
frankly there is no hope, the outcome

was determined at Waitangi in 1840.
While the system of justice in this 

country operates under white rule to the 
advantage of white people, every Maori 
is a political prisoner.

Integration
After 1900 the Maori bought the line 

that “ Education is the key to 
Integration” . Our people wanted a place 
in the new New Zealand nation and 
“education” was seen as the way to get 
it. Along with that we also bought the 
line that the Maori language was a hin
drance to getting that “ education” . And 
if we didn’t buy the line willingly, it was 
whipped into our tupuna smartly 
enough. The “ education” totally exclud
ed maoritanga, but we bought it anyway. 
The dream was that it was possible to 
have Pakeha “ education” and hold onto 
your Maoritanga at the same time.

A little poem of Apirana Ngata’s 
popularised this dream:
“ E tipu e rea mo nga r a o to a u . . . ” —  
“ Grow and mature according to the 
needs of your time,
Master the skills of the white man for 
your physical needs.
Hold fast to your Maoritanga which is 
your spiritual strength.”

Only too late did the generations after 
Ngata discover that “ education” did not 
open doors to this “ New Zealand 
nation” . High qualifications were no 
guarantee that you would get the job you 
were qualified for.

Only too late did they find that it was 
not possible to hold fast to Maoritanga 
under the concerted institutional at
tacks on it. Regulations like bereave
ment leave, inability to get loans for 
development, rules against building on 
Maori land, and the best land all in the 
hands of white farmers and a thousand 
more regulations all added up to a whit
tling away of things Maori.

But worse'than this were the broken 
spirits. Disillusionment and defeatism 
led many Maori to accept the settlers’ 
philosophy of individualism. They 
bought the line of personal fulfilment 
and became more concerned with their 
own individual achievements, not for 
Maori people as a whole, but for 
themselves and their own nuclear 
families.

This is the thing. Individualism means, 
for instance, that being a worker for 
money, the fruits of your labour belong 
to yourself alone. In the Maori way, the 
fruits are shared.

Intermarriage was once hailed as the 
way to get the pale brown potato. It cer
tainly helped. It hastened the learning of 
the lesson of individualism and the 
destruction of kin, marae, communal 
and tribal ties.

Broken spirits are also the long-term 
effect of white aggression. This itself 
has led to a shame of being Maori and a 
rejection of things Maori.

Vaughn (1972) and Hill (1972) showed 
that from the age of 4 white kids have 
negative stereotypes of and attitudes 
towards Maoris. But get this. Maori kids 
imitate the white attitudes. Exactly. Our 
kids are ashamed to be Maori. Both 
researchers working independently in ur
ban and rural settings found that Maori 
kids claimed to be white until the ages of 
9-10.

The White Nation has a lot to answer 
for. Our kids are taught the lesson that
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to succeed in this country, the rule is to 
imitate white people and pass for white. 
Fortunately most Maori grow out of this 
stage. Some don’t. These are the ones 
who get the accolades, the knighthoods 
and ministerial positions, heads throbb
ing in the glow of white approval. Others 
just very quietly turn into Maori 
“ bashers” . They learnt their lessons too 
well.

Change is hard, but not impossible. 
Obstacles stand in the way. One which 
needs to be cleaned up occurs in anti
racist groups. It is the fallacy of thinking 
that “ racism” in this country can be 
eliminated without achieving Maori 
sovereignty. It can’t. Racism is an in
tegral part of the white separatist state. 
Racism exists because it is supposed to 
exist. It is the effect of white separatism 
and white supremacy. Racism will not 
vanish by simply acknowledging that it’s 
there and telling those who do it to stop.

Merely telling judges that statistics 
and research show that they are seven 
times more likely to find any Maori guilty 
than any white will not stop them doing 
it. Because under the separate White 
Nation system they are supposed to do 
it. Neither will telling the police that they 
are six times more likely to arrest any 
Maori as any white stop them doing it. 
Again, they are supposed to act this 
way. It’s as naive as expecting that 
governments will change immigration 
rules because they are unfair to Pacific 
Islanders. Of course they are; they are 
meant to be.

Injustice and immorality are not aber- 
rants of the White Nation. They are part 
of it, there for the express purpose of 
making sure of separate development 
and white supremacy. You can’t get rid 
of the effects (i.e. racism) until the root 
causes are changed.

The natural obstacle to change is the 
determination of whites to maintain 
their system of privileges. This depends 
on the complete denial of Maori 
sovereignty and the total survival of 
white supremacy.

I’ve heard so often white people in
sisting that they aren’t personally racist 
nor do they have any benefits from being 
white. On the contrary, they cite their op
pression as workers, unemployed, 
students, and women, etc. Oh No. No. 
No. The bottom line of being white in 
this country is that it does bestow 
benefits. To begin with, it’s a lot safer 
being a white. Remember Parihaka. 
Remember Daniel Houpapa. Remember 
the Jury brothers. From birth the 
benefits build up: twice as likely as any 
Maori child not to die; preschool, 
primary, secondary and tertiary educa
tion with people of like colour and 
culture; seven times more like to get UE; 
four times less likely to appear in a 
children’s court, and if convicted, twice 
as likely to be fined rather than sent to 
borstal. You will be 31/2 times less likely 
to be registered unemployed, twice as 
likely to own your own home. You will be, 
as an adult, six times less likely to be ar
rested for anything, and if in Court, you 
are seven times less likely to be found 
guilty. Than any Maori.

Hell, that’s just the tip of the iceberg. 
Maori women have the highest death 
rates in the world from lung cancer and 
cancer of the lower intestine, one of the 
highest death rates in the world from

heart disease, near the top with our child 
pregnancy rate. Want more? We’re 75% 
of the women in prisons, 100% of the 
15-year-olds in borstal, 85% of us 
haven’t got any educational qualifica
tions at all. And white people don’t have 
privileges. BACK OFF. You can peddle 
that line to each other but it won’t wash 
with us Maori.

The tensions caused in Maori society 
by this history means that the Maori is a 
ready-made radical constituency. This is 
seen on occasion. Mana Motuhake get
ting a quarter of the Maori vote first time 
out. NZ Maori Council protests on 
various Bills which affect Maori land and 
fisheries. The large number of Maori 
anti-system groups: Te Kotahitanga, Te 
Matakite O Aotearoa, Te Reo Maori, Nga 
Tamatoa, Hine Tu Kaha, Tama Tu, 
Waitangi Action Committee, Nga Uri 
Tupakanga.

This radicalising effect is developing 
its own razor’s edge as increasing in
stability in this country’s economy puts 
the Maori under even greater tension 
than before. As the avalanche of 
economic failure begins to fall, the 
racial ranks are being drawn tighter.

On the white side, the police, the 
military, judges, white people and Maori 
sellouts. All these are lined up with 
guns, batons and privilege ready to de
fend the philosophy of white superiority 
and the practice of white economic, 
political, and social domination over the 
Maori. The white line-up is force and 
violence.

On the Maori side, increasing unity 
among all factions. A realization that pa
tience, petitions, seminars and Maori 
politeness and goodwill have done 
nothing to stem the destructive tide of 
cultural imperialism and the extinction 
of Maoritanga, the taking of land and the 
arrogance toward our language.

The conference on the Public Service 
in a Multicultural Society produced an 
impressive collection of people who 
would be acknowledged as leaders by 
Maori people themselves. The surprise 
of the conference was the uniformity of 
Maori analysis and of Maori demands 
which are centred on that basic issue of 
sovereignty. There was an acceptance 
that multi-culturalism could never be 
achieved without bi-culturalism. There 
was an acceptance that biculturalism 
meant acknowledgement of Maori 
sovereignty, of Maoritanga, of our land 
and language.

There was an urgency that came from 
all the speakers that time was running 
out. That white people must tackle their 
own system soon. In fact it seemed to 
me that even conservative Maori pa
tience had given out already.

This closing of the Maori ranks to 
unite in the face of recent vicious and 
violent attacks on our employment, 
educational and human rights pro
spects, indicates a bottom line commit
ment to at the very least, biculturalism, 
and at the very most an,all up return of 
all our land and the setting up of institu
tions to ensure Maoritanga as the 
culture of this country and the Maori 
language as the official language.

Gramsci’s concept of hegemony 
argues that the dominant class rules 
through ideas and a way of life, rather 
than by force. This is done through class 
alliances because no one class can rule

alone. In New Zealand, at the moment, 
all whites, no matter what class they are 
from, ally with other classes to ensure 
domination over the Maori. White rule is 
imposed daily by force, by the police and 
the courts as well as through ideas, by 
the church, the media, education.

Gramsci posits two forms of class 
consciousness: a corporate class con
sciousness in which there is an inward 
looking selfishness in which each class 
looks out for itself (eg. Trade Union/Left 
Wing movement) and a hegemonic class 
consciousness in which a class puts its 
interests with others at a national level 
with other oppressed classes and 
establishes an alliance with them.

The Maori people offer the Pakeha an 
opportunity to become part of that 
hegemonic consciousness, to establish 
an identity as New Zealanders which 
must be forged not in opposition to us, 
but for and with us. A new identity based 
on Maoritanga must be forged.

The Pakeha future in achieving a na
tional identity can only be done with the 
Maori, it is the British way or the Maori 
way. These are your choices.

The aim of Maori sovereignty is not to 
achieve equality in white terms, but in 
Maori terms. The aim therefore has 
nothing to do with getting more “ educa
tion” or making more money.

The aim is to redesign this country’s 
institutions from a Maori point of view. 
The aim is to reclaim all land and work it 
from a Maori point of view. The aim is to 
enter the Pacific arena from a Maori 
point of view. To forge a distinctive New 
Zealand identity from a Maori point of 
view.

Asking questions like “ What does that 
mean for me? Does it mean I have to 
leave New Zealand?” merely reflect 
white paranoia and an assumption that 
we Maori as a race have the same 
distaste for you as you have had for us 
all these years.

White people are not superior.
British culture is not superior.
New Zealand is not British.
This country belongs to the Maori. 

This country is Polynesian. The im
migrants who invaded us have always 
used violence and implied violence 
against us to impose the white will over 
the Maori. Nothing has changed. The 
white line-up has guns, weapons, 
prisons and a history of domination on 
its side. Nothing has changed. Waitangi. 
The Land Wars. Parihaka. Bastion Point. 
Waitangi.

The white line-up fingers its weapons. 
Yet again. Ready to do violence. This is 
the system that whites are part of. There 
is no sitting on the fence. For the Maori, 
without sovereignty we are dead as a na
tion. It is not sovereignty or no 
sovereignty. It is sovereignty or nothing. 
We have no choice. □

Who are the natural allies of Maori 
sovereignty?
Donna Awatere discusses this in a 
future issue.
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H ealthy W omen Breasts, boobs, tits. . .
We've all got our own names for ours, but how much do you actually know 

about them? SARAH CALVERT takes some of the mystery out of a
vexed subject.

All women know there’s something special about our 
breasts. But being special also brings problems. In all 
cultures breasts are of great interest to more than their 
owners —  they are regarded as fascinating and arousing, 
and are objectified and stereotyped. We can get very afraid 
about our breasts when thev are diseased and become anx
ious when we have to make practical decisions about them, 
for instance, whether to breast feed.

Breasts are crucial to our self-image as women, and the 
mixed feelings many women have about their breasts in
dicate a widespread desire to change the current narrow 
stereotypes. Commonly women feel that their breasts are too 
large or too small, they hang too low or are set too high, and 
so on. We worry about the hairs that 50% of us have on our 
breasts.

In short, our culture creates a high anxiety about breasts.
Breasts are part of our sexuality as women. If we are to en

joy these sexual aspects we need to feel good about our 
breasts and have a positive self-image.

What makes up a breast?_______________
Breasts come in all shapes and sizes. Heredity determines 

the shape and it’s quite "normal” to have one bigger than the 
other. Our breasts start developing around 7-9 years-of-age, 
beginning with the growth of a “ breast bud” under each nip
ple, sometimes one before the other. Gradually the breasts 
swell, so by the age of 14-16 most girls’ breasts have assum
ed their adult shape. During this development stage the 
breasts are very responsive to estrogen and often feel sore 
and tender.

Breasts usually weigh between 150-200 grams which is 5-7 
ounces. The breast can be divided into 5 major parts:
THE NIPPLE: the nipple protrudes from the centre or just 
below the centre of the breast. It is a different colour from 
both the breast and the areola, usually a rosy pink to brown. 
This colour can change greatly during pregnancy. The nipple 
is an erectile organ, that is, it is supplied with muscle fibres 
and responds to stimulation (both during sexual intercourse 
and nursing) by becoming harder and projecting further out
wards from the skin. Some women have inverted nipples, 
these can be corrected by surgery if necessary. If the nipples 
retract suddenly this is serious and needs to be checked out 
as it can be a sign of cancer.
AREOLE: This is the darker, rough-skinned area around the 
nipple of variable colour, becoming darker with each 
pregnancy. The areolas contain sweat glands but they also 
change during sexual stimulation.
GLANDS OF MONTGOMERY: These glands under the areola 
provide lubrication during feeding/nursing.
FATTY TISSUE: Beneath the skin but not visible is a variable 
amount of fatty tissue which determines the size and shape 
of the breast. This tissue layer protects the delicate milk 
glands.
GLANDS: The breast is technically called a mammary gland. 
Immediately after the birth of a child the breast is capable of 
producing a pint of milk a day. As the child grows more milk 
can be produced, up to three quarts of milk a day. Within 
each breast are 15-20 independent milk producing lobes with 
highly complex workings.

The effect of the monthly hormonal cycle is in fact more 
long-lasting on the breasts than on the uterus. In the early 
part of the menstrual cycle estrogen causes an increase in 
the number of glands and ducts in the breast. Then pro
gesterone, in the second half of the cycle, causes swelling of 
breast glandular tissue and congestion of blood vessels in

the breast. This tenderness begins about mid-cycle in most 
women and can be affected by such things as the weather, 
diet and the consumption of alcohol. Extreme breast 
tenderness is a symptom of pregnancy; indeed it is a symp
tom that often occurs before the period is missed. Women 
who have had an abortion can also experience this extreme 
tenderness.

Women find that the glandular tissue diminishes during 
the menopausal years. This change in the tissue cannot be 
prevented, but exercise, good posture, diet and continuing 
good muscle tone help. Breast tenderness is also common at 
this time. Estrogen replacement therapy, a controversial 
treatment for menopausal women, cannot be used at all by 
women who have had breast cancer, cystic fibrous disease 
or other breast problems.

Some women feel so dissatisfied with their breasts that 
they consider breast surgery. Breast surgery is major and 
very difficult. The only safe enlargement procedure is the 
solid silicone implant but even this method has many risks. 
There is no really effective safe way to reduce breast size 
although an exceptionally good surgeon might perform a 
good operation. Women should consider such surgery only 
in cases of extreme need.

Breast-Feeding_________________________
The biological purpose for the breasts is to feed offspring. 

Breast milk does have a number of advantages over bottle- 
feeding: it’s convenient, breast milk is especially nutritious, 
it contains antibodies that protect your baby, it is easier for 
babies to absorb. It does not affect the shape of breasts in 
most women and many women find breast-feeding to be a 
sensual experience. Women who don’t want to breast-feed 
should use breast binders to dry up the milk supply. Women 
are often given injections of progesterone (in very large 
doses) by doctors but this may be dangerous and will make 
women feel sick and sometimes depressed.

If you do breast-feed remember that the first few days are 
the most difficult. If you have problems don’t get discourag
ed and try to avoid giving your baby a bottle —  they are 
easier to suck on and she won’t try so hard at the breast. Get 
expert help from La Leche League if you get worried. Be 
careful about smoking, drug abuse, and what you eat while 
breast-feeding. Some foods are especially likely to cause col
ic in breast-fed babies so try experimenting with your own 
diet if your baby is colicky.

Common non-cancerous breast problems
Many women will find breast lumps or will experience 

breast problems that are not caused by cancer. The most 
common breast disease is fibrocystic disease, also known as 
mammary displasia or cystic disease. Cysts are fluid-filled 
sacs which generally occur in several places in both breasts 
and usually occur when women are aged 30-50 years. A 
number of factors such as age, family history, age of first 
menstruation, number of children, age at first pregnancy, 
diet, chemical irritants in the environment, climate and socio
economic status, are implicated in the development of 
breast problems like fibrocystic disease. It is always found 
during the active reproductive years and the cysts tend to 
develop and change in response to the hormonal cycle. Cysts 
are fluid-filled, round and well-defined. They move easily and 
are subject to rapid increase and decrease. It is easy to 
aspirate (remove some fluid) the content of the cysts and ex
amine it for cancerous cells. Cystic diseases respond well to
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dietary changes, especially reducing the intake of salt and 
removing coffee, tea, cocoa and colas from the diet. 
FIBRO-ADENOMAS is another less common breast disease. 
Adenomas are benign breast tumors which are mobile and 
slow-growing. They feel solid and well-defined and are not 
tender when touched. It is more common in women under the 
age of 25. These breast tumors are composed of connective 
tissue, duct, and gland cells that have reproduced at a 
greater rate than normal. They are usually removed surgical
ly though if they remain stable in size this is not necessary. 
ACUTE MASTITIS is a reasonably common acute, painful in
flammation of the breast tissue occurring mainly in women 
who are breast-feeding. Its causes are not well understood, 
but it is thought to be a bacterial infection in the breast 
tissue. Again, reducing the intake of salt, coffee and alcohol, 
or going on a fast, will help.
Breast Cancer_________________

Breast cancer is the leading cause of death for women ag
ed 37-55. The mortality rate from breast cancer has not in
creased over recent years, but it is still one of the most 
feared forms of cancer because it mutilates as well as kills. 
One in seventeen women will develop breast cancer during 
her life, and for many women this will mean surgery which 
will radically alter their self-image. 95% of breast cancers 
are discovered either by the woman or her doctor during self- 
examination, and if discovered at an early stage and treated, 
the chances of long-term survival are exceptionally good. 
However, the fear of surgery often causes dangerous delays 
in seeking treatment.

There are 15-30 different types of breast cancer. All are 
characterised by their infiltrative and invasive growth and are 
not to be confused with benign tumours which may be large, 
but are rarely life-threatening. Malignant cancers are 
dangerous because of the possibility of metastasis —  the 
process by which cancerous cells are carried by the blood 
stream or the lymphatic system to other parts of the body, 
there causing secondary cancers which are life-threatening. 
Breast cancer often causes such secondaries, especially in 
the lymph nodes under the arm, in the liver, bone marrow and 
lung tissue.

Men do get breast cancer but 100 times less frequently 
than women. Most breast cancers (90%) occur in the ducts, 
10% occur in the breast lobes. It is more common in the left 
breast and in the upper, outer quadrant of the breast. Only 
about 10% of lumps removed from women’s breasts turn out 
to be cancerous. Breast cancer is now called a “ systemic 
disease” —  an expression of the individual’s interaction with 
the disease process. If the entire body system is kept healthy 
and strong the person has a better chance of resisting the 
disease. The World Health Organisation estimates that 
85-95% of all cancers are environmentally caused.
There are 3 major risk categories for breast cancer:
•  Advanced age.
•  Previous history of breast cancer.
•  History of breast cancer in maternal family. There is good 
evidence that breast cancer is genetically linked in the 
females of a family. Other factors that are important are:
•  History Of cystic disease.
•  Birth of first baby after age 30.
•  Never having born children.
•  Early menarchy/late menopause.
•  History of cancer of the endometrium, ovaries or colon.
•  Large body size (especially obesity).
•  High intake of animal fats.
•  Use of estrogen-replacement thercpy.
Newer theories about the causes of breast cancer argue that 
the causal factors can be divided into the following categor
ies:
•  Environmental pollution.
•  Viruses.
•  Estrogen.
•  Prolactin.
•  Immunologic breakdown.

•  Excessive radiation.
The use of certain types of ^(ugs is also implicated in 

breqst cancer; they appear to elevate prolactin levels. Among 
the drugs so implicated are reserpine and methyldopa (both 
used to treat hypertension), phenothiazines (a type of tran
quillizer), and tricyclic anti-depressants.

Recent research has demonstrated a relationship between 
the hormone estrogen and breast cancer in women. Naturally 
women produce three forms of breast cancer and one of 
these is found in high-risk groups of women, one is found in 
women who are classed low-risk and one appears unrelated 
to the risk. Further research has demonstrated that some 
types of cancer are estrogen dependent, they require a cer
tain type of estrogen to grow. Using a test called an estrogen 
receptor assay test (CRT), it is possible to find out if the 
breast cancer contains the receptor proteins for estrogen. If 
it does, then it is likely that the tumor needs estrogen for its 
growth. In some cases removal of the ovaries may be recom
mended in an attempt to “ starve” the tumor. Because of the 
relationship between breast cancer and estrogen it is essen
tial that all women taking oral contraceptives or artificial 
estrogens, or those who have done so in the past, do regular 
self-examination. Certainly there is a slightly higher in
cidence of breast cancer among women who have used 
estrogen (especially menopausal estrogen). Menopausal 
estrogen appears to cancel out the protection women might 
have from diet, having had children, breast feeding and 
removal of the ovaries. Studies have shown a particularly 
high risk of the disease among women who had benign 
breast disease and then use estrogen. More importantly, no 
woman who has had cancer of any type should ever use any 
type of estrogen.

Finally there is no doubt that breast-feeding does afford 
some protection, though not as much as was once thought. 
Studies of women who suckled from one breast only show 
they have a statistically significant rate of breast cancer in 
the breast not used when compared with the other breast.

Self-Examination ______________________
It is estimated that as many as 60% of breast cancer vic

tims could be saved by early detection. Self-examination re
mains the best possible method of early detection. Finding a 
lump when it is small dramatically increases the survival rate 
and means that there is a choice of treatment. Studies show 
that in many cases self-examination usually catches the 
cancer before it metastases.

Self-examination needs to be done regularly. Do it in the 
same position, once a month, preferably just after your 
period is finished. When you begin self-examination do it 
once a week for three months so you become familiar with 
your breasts. Breasts change greatly and it is absolutely 
necessary to find out what is normal for you. Look at the size, 
shape and composition of your breasts. Some women have 
lumps at various times in their cycle. It is important to be 
familiar with these. The crucial thing to be aware of is 
CHANGE FROM THE NORMAL. Change in either shape, size 
or the movement of the breast. One breast becoming relative
ly larger than the other. Hot, discoloured or sore breasts, an 
unusual ache or pain which persists. Scaling skin around the 
nipple, cracked nipples or an unusual discharge from the nip
ple.

Discovering Breast Cancer_________ _
Having breast cancer is not a death sentence. The type 

and success of treatment depends on two things:
•  The type of cancer.
•  The stage of growth at discovery.
Most breast cancer is still found through self-examination or 
examination by a general practitioner. However, by the time 
some cancer is diagnosed it is moderately advanced and is 
much more difficult to treat. So it is important to ensure 
careful and thorough diagnosis from which treatment op
tions can be assessed. In some women pain may be an in-
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dicator —  which is unusual for cancer. ,
X-rays still appear to be the best way of determining the 

presence of breast cancer. Two newer detection techniques, 
thermography and mammography, are still disputed both in 
terms of safety and effectiveness.
Breast cancer has a four-stage cycle of progression:
Stage One —  growth is limited to a lump within the breast 
proper.
Stage Two —  the lymph nodes also harbour malignant cells. 
State Three —  the primary tumor has metastasized to distant 
organs.

Stage Four —  metastases are extensive.
If cancer is diagnosed the woman will need time to adjust. 

It is essential that she talk out her feelings extensively and 
carefully and it usually helps to talk to someone else who 
has also been through the experience. Coming to terms with 
cancer isn’t easy but the woman must be fully involved in 
discussions about treatment, she must have worked through 
the shock of discovery.

There are two ways of treating breast cancer, commonly 
called the One Step or the Two Step method. The One Step 
procedure involves signing a blanket consent form, having
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surgery which will include a frozen section smear and if 
malignant cells are found immediate removal of the breast. 
About the only reason for this method is if the woman 
doesn’t tolerate anaesthetic very well. Two Step method in
volves an exploratory operation with testing called “ staging” 
to determine the degree to which the cancer has spread 
beyond the breast. After the exploratory there should be a 
full discussion of options and then possibly a further opera
tion in approximately a week. This method not only allows 
the woman to prepare herself and to deal with her own feel
ings, it allows her to take part in the decision-making and it 
allows for accurate diagnosis. The type of testing done on 
the breast tissue actually during the operation, (One Stage 
method) called frozen section, is often inaccurate. There is a 
very new method of detection called aspiration cytology 
which can be done easily under a local anaesthetic. This in
volves removal by needle of a sample of fluid from the tumor 
which can then be tested for abnormalities. The effec
tiveness of this method is uncertain at present.

Surgery ___________________________
There are six methods of surgery. The type selected in any 

situation will depend partly on the diagnosis but mostly on 
the preference of the doctors involved. Women need to be 
particularly careful of the choice they make.
•  Super Radical Mastectomy: Removes the breast, chest 
wall and muscles, lymph nodes at the armpit and shoulder 
and breast bone are all removed.
•  Radical (Halstedt): The breast, chest wall, pectoral 
muscles, armpit lymph nodes are removed.
•  Modified Radical: The breast and armpit lymph nodes are 
removed leaving pectoral muscle intact.
•  Partial: The lump and surrounding tissue only are remov
ed.
•  Totai/Simple: The breast only is removed, lymph nodes are 
left intact.
•  Lumpectomy: Only the lump is removed, the skin, areola 
and nipple are left.

Recent research suggests that in most cases the least ma
jor surgery is most effective. This is especially true where the 
cancer is diagnosed at an early stage. Many people point out 
that once cancer appears in the lymphatic system there is a 
very high chance of secondary cancers appearing, and at 
this point there is little that medical science can do about 
that. New research, which is largely unsupported at this 
stage, suggests that there are four pointers to the need for 
aggressive therapy and more invasive surgery. They are poor 
cell differentiation, lymphatic invasion, blood vessel invasion 
and local extension. These four factors, in fact, seem to 
largely determine survival chances.

Women who have had surgery are also likely to receive 
three other forms of treatment: radiation or radiotherapy, 
chemotherapy, and immunotherapy. Radiotherapy is still 
probably the best, and occasionally it is used rather than 
surgery. Radiation is especially useful in reducing the 
likelihood of further outbreaks of cancer and it also reduces 
pain. Chemotherapy involves the use of powerful anti-tumor 
drugs both immediately after surgery and in the event of 
recurrence. Again there are mixed reports about its effec
tiveness. Statistics show that low-dose chemotherapy js as 
effective for breast cancer as a high dose. Perhaps more im
portantly, chemotherapy has major side-effects; it upsets vi
sion, causes loss of hair, mouth ulcers, and nausea. This 
happens because chemotherapy affects the ability of cells to 
divide. Immunotherapy is an attempt to transfer the immune 
response from women who have high levels of anti-bodies to 
the women who have not, or to attempt to stimulate the 
woman’s own immunity system to fight the tumor. This ap
proach is also very new and has side-effects.

Afterwards____________________________
Breast cancer is one of the cancers that, if treated effec

tively, is unlikely to cause death. Most local recurrences of

cancer occur within 3-5 years. If women survive five years, 
there is every chance the cancer will not reoccur.

There is one serious side-effect of some types of surgery 
where the lymph nodes are removed —  especially the most 
invasive types. It is called lymphoedema —  or post
mastectomy swelling of the arm. It can occur in some women 
and occasionally is a serious and life-threatening problem. If 
you are unfortunate to suffer from lymphoedema, certain 
precautions are essential. Avoid injuries to the hand and arm 
since the injured arm is more prone to infections. When 
gardening always wear gloves and take great care of your 
nails and hands. Go to the doctor immediately you get any in
fection however minor in the arm on the mastectomy side. 
Never have blood taken from that side, nor have injections. 
Have your blood pressure taken on the other side. Make sure 
you have physiotherapy, use your arm and get plenty of exer
cise. Elevate your arm as much as possible. If the swelling is 
really bad, get an elastic sleeve to help reduce the swelling.

Alternative Treatments_________________
Alternative treatments for breast cancer are similar to 

those recommended for all forms of cancer and are based on 
the idea of building up the body’s own defence and reducing 
toxins in the body. They include fasting; use of raw natural 
foods; Vit. A, B17 (laetrile) and Vit. C; stopping the use of cof
fee, alcohol, cigarettes, tea, cola, chocolate and all food with 
additives. Changing your life-style may also be of real benefit 
since studies suggest that some people are more prone to 
cancer because they do not cope well with stress.!:

ASKS WHY

Why are there still, after 30 years, over 11/2 million 
Palestinian refugees in the Middle East? Everytime 
there’s a new crisis, the world’s attention turns to 
new refugees. Corso doesn’t forget the longterm 

refugees, and supports self help programmes run by 
the refugees themselves —  Women’s Activity 

Centres and Carpentry Courses.

Saturday 12 June
CORSO ANNUAL

APPEAL
If#  c o r s o  CARES
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3pm- Opening of FEMINIST ART 
EXHIBITION.
Little Theatre...women only.

8pm- R EEL W OMEN.
....Feminist Films... Maidment
Thfiatro

S U N D A Y  13th 

10.30am - 4pm-
WORKSHOP. 

Theatre...women only.

a
'

PERFORMANCE ART
EVENING.
A variety of dance, clowning, 
trapeze, mime, and including 
‘SECRETS’, a play by Renee 
Taylor, and performed by 
Elizabeth McRae.
Maidment Theatre.

^  F R ID A Y  18th 

lpm & 6.30pm-
Zitz Bits

7.

Theatre.■
..a recital.

M i i

M O N D A Y  14th

lpm

9.30c

>m-
TŌPP TWIN;

M I M S

W E D N E S D A Y  16th

lpm- Diploma of Drama Students... 
RECITAL OF FEMINIST 
PROSE AND POETRY. 
Little Theatre.

6.30pm-
‘ZITZ BITS AND BOWS’, 
a cabaret by Angela & Helen 
Boyes Barnes.
Little Theatre.

8pm- REEL WOMEN.
More Feminist films...different 

> from the ones shown on

8pm- WOMENS DANCE....
—with Freudian Slips and Red 
Rag (a Wellington Feminist 
Band). Promises to be a very 
festive event. Women only. 
Student Union Cafe. Princes St.

' i

S A T U R D A Y  19th

10am - 4pm-
CLOWN & MOVEMENT 
WORKSHOP with Barbara

DIVINE MADNESS • the film 
of Bette Midler in concert, 
Women only screening....just 
for the fun of it.

Maidment Theatre. 

T H U R S D A Y  17th

Student Union Cafeteria. 
10am -4pm

FEMINIST MUSICIANS 
WORKSHOP - Womens 

Room, Students 
l, Princes St.

Zitz Bits and Bows.
?: ,; /

77/PcrM v  8Pm* WOMENS VIDEO EVENING.
T U E SD A  Y 15th ;  Videos include Rixen, and

una Students... ' premî
'ITAL OF FEMINIST on feminism. Women only.

....WĀ

8pm- WOMENS CONCERT. 
{..Maidment Theatre.

made video

W Theatre Booking
1 2 p m -2 # W  m m
Before then, phone Jenny 30789.

B ■ I

8th to 11th...

Maidmel
totally assisted by1

STIVAL
te 12th to 19th
eatre - Auckland

mMBmsm- ■

ory
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S ___. > 1 1_I___  va/ o m c m  i a / d i t c d c  WOMEN'S STUDIES 5Auckland Workers 
g Educational Association 
s Women’s Studies: Term II
I  WOMENS STUDIES
I  Wednesday, May 26th (6 sessions)
□ $6 10 am.-12 Noon

Freemans Bay Centre,
5 52 Hepburn Street

Claire-Louise McCurdy, tutor 
; ; BASIC WOMENS STUDIES
5 Tuesday, June 8th (8 sessions)
5 $10 7.30 pm.-9.30 pm.
5 WEA Rooms, 21 Princes Street 
s  Candis Craven, Kaaren Daly, tutors 
= WOMEN AND THE LAW: DAY

WORKSHOP 
Sunday, June 27 

$5 10 am.-4 pm.
S East Coast Bays Recreation 
S Centre,
5 Bute Road, Browns Bay.
■ Linda Daly-Peoples, tutor
□ FEMINIST THEORY: WEEKEND
1 WORKSHOP
j  August, 6th, 7th, 8th
*„ 7 pm. Friday to 5 pm. Sunday
n Karanga Camp, TeHenga Road 

(old Bethels Beach Road)
Mary Hancock, tutor 

i- $15 plus food. Limit: 2
s  (In Association with the Womens 
s  Health Centre)
|  NATURAL HEALTH AND HEALING 
a Wednesday, July 7th (8 sessions)
5 $10 1 pm.-3 pm.
V Womens Health Centre,

63 Ponsonby Road.
' Angela Chadwick, tutor

|  WOMEN’S POLITICAL THEATRE 
Youth Resources Centre 

s  Wellesley Street
S Sunday, 13 June to 15 August 
s  $12 6 pm.-9 pm.

Jean Hyland, tutor 
WOMENS STUDIES: DAY 

WORKSHOP
= Sunday, June 13th
□ $4 9.30 am.-4.30 pm.
f,; Massey Homestead
§ 351 Massey Road, Mangere East 
5 Claire-Louise McCurdy, tutor
□ WOMEN WORKERS AND
s  TAXATION: DAY WORKSHOP 
s  Sunday, June 20th
“  10 am.-3 pm.

vvtA Rooms, 21 Princes Street 
Carol Todd, tutor 

iWOMEN AND FOOD: HALF DAY 
5 SEMINAR
5 Wednesday, June 23rd
5 53 9.30 a.m.-12.30 pm.
£ WEA Rooms, 21 Princes Street 
1 Jacqui Lowit, tutor

i□

WOMEN WRITERS 
Wednesday, June 2nd (8 sessions) 
510 7.30 pm.-9.30 pm.

WEA Rooms, 21 Princes Street 
Candis Craven, tutor 

WOMEN AND THE LAW: DAY 
WORKSHOP 

Sunday, July 25th 
$5 10 am.-4 pm.

WEA Rooms, 21 Princes Street 
Linda Daly-Peoples, tutor 

THE INVISIBLE WORKER: WOMEN 
AND TRADE UNIONS 

Thursday, July 8th (6 sessions) 
$6 7.30 pm.-9.30 pm.

WEA Rooms, 21 Princes Street 
Sandi Beattie, tutor 
WOMENS STUDIES: 
Saturday, July 17th 

54 9.30 am.-4.30 pm.
Library, Waiheke Area School, 

Waiheke Island.
Mary Hancock, Candis Craven, 
Claire-Louise McCurdy, tutors 

Public Speaking —  Black Women 
Thurs, July 1st, 7.30 - 9.30 

(5 Sessions, fortnightly) 
Womens health Centre 

63 Ponsonby Road 
Tutor, Rebecca Evans 

Public Speaking for Women 
Thurs, July 8th, 7.30 - 9.30 

(5 Sessions, fortnightly) 
Womens Health Centre 

63 Ponsonby Road 
Tutor, Rebecca Evans 

For enrolments and course details 
phone WEA, 732 030 or visit 21 Princes 

St, Auckland.

AUCKLAND WOMEN’S 
HEALTH CENTRE

63 Ponsonby Rd. Ponsonby. Ph. 
764-506

WALTHAM WOMEN’S 
SELF CENTRE

Open 10-3 weekdays. Drop in 
and see us when you are in 

Christchurch — 34 Thackeray St, 
Chch. Ph 61-089.

New Zealand Women’s Health 
Network Newsletter 

Bi-monthly newsletter of the 
Women’s Health Movement. 

News, contacts and articles of 
interest.

$5.00 per year.
From 155 Galloway St, 

Hamilton,
New Zealand.

WOMEN'S STUDIES 
ASSOCIATION N.Z. (INC.) 

Fifth ANNUAL CONFERENCE
Massey University 20-22 August 

1982.
For information please contact 
Women's Studies Association 

Conference P.O. Box 762, 
Palmerston North. 

Enrolments close on 1 July or at 
150 enrolments.

Offers of papers and workshops 
should be made immediately to: 
M. Tennant, History Dept., Massey 

University, Palmerston North.

—Women & Words— i
Se m in a r  a §Women's studi€$>Ass. = 
CAucRiand)

Sunday  ju l V 
Auckland Society of Arts |  

Eden cr&scertir

4 3 0  am— 3-30 pm
members= $2.-oo, non-mem-1 
bers; $3-50 . Bring some i  
food fo r a communal lunch. = 
A crfcche will be available. § 

Contact;
Cldife-i-ouise ,Ph 605-T7tf I  
Candis, Ph 53-4.it-- 503

s Jacqui Lowit, tutor New zeaiana. s

NEW MOON WOMIN’S DANCE £ 
AND CONCERT §

Saturday, July 3, 8 pm. £
Student Union Building, Waikato £  

University, Hamilton *f

BYO $4.
Billets a va ilab le , oh C herie or §  

Louise 62573 Ham. »
This is a fund raising venfure for £  

loca l w om en’s groups. BYO ta len t,g  
acts for the concert. All wom en s  

most w elcom e. 3
For further info ph Gaye, Karen W £  

or M aureen a t 53179, or Liz a t s  
393133 Ham. s

PS. Sorry the date has changed.
s

Imaginative woman f:
photographer, reasonable rates, = 
Phone Fiona, 779-177 Auckland. £
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Action C ouncil for W om en’s A bortion Rights (ACWAR), 
P.O. Box 1236, Auckland 1.
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 47-169, Ponsonby.
Broadsheet, P.O. Box 5799, W ellesley St. Ph. 794-751. 
Council for the Single M other and her Child, P.O. Box 
47-090, Ponsonby. Ph. 760-476.
Fam ily Planning Assn, Nat. O ffice, P.O. Box 68-200, 
Auckland.
Fem inists for the Environment, Cl- Kathleen Ryan Ph. 
868-399.
Fem inist Lawyers (Nationwide), Cl- Linda Daly-Peoples. 
Ph. 794-104.
Fem inist Teachers, P.O. Box 47-095, Auckland. 
Internationa l Fem inist Network (ISIS), 663B Te Atatu Rd, 
Auckland 8. Ph. HSN 46-629.
Jigsaw, P.O. Box 9228, Newm arket. Ph. 543-460. 
Media-women, Cl- Angela G riffen, P.O. Box 6860, 
Auckland. Ph. 794-179.
NOW, P.O. Box 2946, Auckland.
NOW, Eastern Suburbs, Cl- Pat Drury, 14 Kesteven Ave, 
Glendowie, Auckland 5.
Rape Crisis. Ph. 764-404.
SOS, P.O. Box 47-090, Auckland. Ph. 766-386.
WEL, 18 M aungakiekie Ave, Greenlane. 546-404. 
W om en’s Com m unity Video, Cl- Bellwood Ave, Auckland 
3.
W om en’s Health Centre, 63 Ponsonby Rd. Ph. 764-506. 
W om en’s Studies A ssocia tion  NZ, P.O. Box 5067, 
Auckland.
W orking W om en’s Council, P.O. Box 68-480, Newton. Ph. 
763-098.
South Auckland W om en’s Refuge. Ph. 2766-6003. P.O. 
Box 22036.
W est Auckland W om en's Refuge. Ph. Hsn 67-119. 
W estern Refuge, Auckland, Box 160 Swanson, Ph. 
83-63285

BAY OF ISLANDS
WEL, Cl- M argaret Exton, Cl- P.O. Horeke, Northland. 
CHRISTCHUCH
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 13-129, Armagh St.
C hristchurch Rape Crisis Group, Doreen Green. Ph. 
858-088 (home), 62-166 (work).
Christchurch Rape Crisis Centre, Ph. 66742 or 66743.

Canterbury Regional W om en’s Decade Com m ittee, P.O. 
Box 237, Christchurch.

C o alition Against Vio lence on Women, Penny Owen, P.O 
Box 884. Ph. 794-491.
NOW, P.O. Box 2720. Ph. 881-030.
Patien ts ' Right Group, New Box No 33117, Barrington, 
Christchurch 2.
SOS, P.O. Box 884, Ph. 796-970.
University W om en's Group, Student Union Build ing, 
Private Bag, C hristchurch.
WEL, Cl- Paddy Austin, 82 Hinau St, Riccarton.
W om en’s Refuge Centre, P.O. Box 7299. Ph. 69-187. 
W om en's Union, P.O. Box 2258, Christchurch.
Battered W om en’s Support Group, P.O. Box 2720, CPO 
Christchurch.
WONAAC, 154 Colom bo St. Ph. 35-254.
W orking W om en’s Council, P.O. Box 738, Christchurch. 
THAW, The Health A lternative for Women (inc. SOS), cnr 
Peterborough and Montreal Sts. Ph. 796-970 (Office 
hours), P.O. Box 884, Chch 1.
DUNEDIN
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 1289, Dunedin.
Com m unity Childcare Centre and Fam ily Day Care 
Programme, 97 Forth St, Dunedin.
HERA (support group for gay women), P.O. Box 11-009, 
M usselburgh, Dunedin.
Dunedin Rape Crisis Centre, Ph. 771-111
Dunedin W om en’s Refuge, P.O. Box 8044. Ph 771-229
SOS, P.O. Box 446. Ph. 775-502 or 36-284 a fte r hrs.
WEL, Cl- Jenn ifer Davies, P.O. Box 5424, Dunedin 
W orking W om en’s A lliance, 52 Montague St, Dunedin. 
W orking W om en's Council, P.O. Box 5311, Dunedin.

GISBORNE
Gisborne Rape Crisis Centre, Ph. 83857.
Lesbian W om en’s Group, P.O. Box 1398. Ph. 4285.
NOW, 3 Dickson St, Gisborne.
SOS, 37 W airere Rd, Box 1398. Ph. 4285.
WEL, Box 282, G isborne. Ph. 81-407.
W orking W om en’s Council, Cl- M argaret McQuillan., 6 
Ida Rd. Ph. 88-291.
GORE
W orking W om en's Council. Cl- Sue Crawford, 1 Viking 
Place, Gore, Ph. 5370.
GREYMOUTH
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 421, Greymouth.
WEL, 7 Domain Tee, Karoro, Greymouth
HAMILTION
Cambridge Fem inist Group, Cl- W endy Ennis, 33 
Shakespeare Rd, Cambridge.

Ham ilton Fem inists Teachers, Cl- Shirley Smith, 92 
M cFarlane St, Ham ilton. Ph. 67-491.
Ham ilton W om en’s Centre, P.O. Box 7025, Subway 
Shops Claudelands Bridge. PH. 393-168 (11-2 p.m.)
NZ W om en’s Health Network Newsletter, Cl- Sarah 
Calvert, 155 G alloway St. Hamilton.
SOS, 155 G alloway St. Ph. 65-474.
WEL, Box 9581, Ham ilton North.
W om en’s Studies Resource Centre, University of 
W aikato, Ham ilton.
W orking W om en’s Council, Cl- Barbara Ware, P.O. Box 
80, Ham ilton.
National O ffice for W orking W om en’s Council, P.O. Box 
14042, Enderley P.O., Ham ilton.
HUNTLY
Huntly W om en’s Group, Cl- Judy W ilson, River Rd, 
Huntly.

INVERCARGILL
SOS, P.O. Box 676. Invercargill. Ph. 86-648.
WEL, P.O. Box 676, Invercargill.
LOWER HUTT
Lower Hutt Fam ily Refuge, P.O. Box 31-073, Lower Hutt 
Ph. 695-227 or 692-541.
Media Women, 4 Godley St, Lower Hutt.
MARLBOROUGH/BLENHEIM
NOW, P.O. Box 607, Blenheim.
M arlborough Emergency Refuge, Box 607 Blenhiem, Ph. 
84-504
SOS, 13 Linton St, Box 607. Ph. 87-561.
W om en’s Refuge, Cl- NOW, P.O. Box 607, Blenheim. Ph. 
84-099
WONAAC, PO Box 607, Blenheim.

MASTERTON
WEL, P.O. Box 201, M asterton. Penny Bunny. Ph. 88-835
N API ER/H ASTI NGS
Napier W om en's Refuge, Cl- 59 Coverdale St. Onekawa. 
Ph. 436-465.
Hastings W om en's Emergency Centre, Box 328, 
Hastings.
SOS, 28 Bristol St, Napier. Ph. 438-484; 600 Gordon St, 
Hastings. Ph. 68-642.
WEL, Cl- 10 Bay View Rd, Napier.
NELSON/MOTUEKA/GOLDEN BAY
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 476, Nelson.
Onekaka Fem inist Front, Cl- Val Shapel, Onekaka. RD2 
Takaka.
Nelson W om en’s Emergency Centre, Cl- 82 Cleveland 
Tee, Ph. 88-605.
SOS, 47 Mt Pleasant Ave; Ph. 891-147 

WEL, P.O. Box 145, M otueka. Kathy Light. Ph. 89-482 
(bus). Ph. 818 Tasman (home).
WEL, Cl- Patsi McGrath, Todds Valley, Nelson RD 1. 
W omen's Emergency Centre. Ph. 88-605.

W orking W om en’s Council, Cl- Verna Sutherland, 18 
Dorset St, Richmond, Nelson. Ph. Rd 6434.
WIN, Newsletter of the W om en’s Movement in Nelson, 
Cl- Com m unity Education, Com m unity House, Trafalgar 
Square, Nelson.

NEW PLYMOUTH
SOS, 9 Te Mara Place. Ph. 84-937.
V irago W om en’s Action  Group, 71 Bayly Rd. P.O. Box 
4030.
WEL, Cl- V icki Dugan, 112 Pioneer Rd, Ph. 510-869. 
W om en’s Centre, 66 Brougham St, New Plymouth. Ph. 
79-532.

PALMERSTON NORTH
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 639, Palmerston North.
Palmerston North W om en’s Refuge, P.O. Box 573,
Ph. 72057.
Palmerston North W om en’s Collective. PO Box 1608 

SOS, 25 Alan St, Palmerston North. Ph. 75-460.
WEL (Manawatu), P.O. Box 200, Palmerston North. 
WEL (Kapiti), P.O. Box 66, W aikanae.
WEL (Levin) Cl- Gay Stewart, 7 Stuart SJ. Levin. 
PARAPARAUMU
WEL, P.O. Box 1491, Paraparaumu Beach.

ROTORUA
WEL C/- J. M. Young, 46 Elizabeth St.

Rotorua W om en's Refuge, P.O. Box 1652. Ph. 476-210.

TAUPO
SOS, 8 Taupo View Rd.
TAURANGA
Bay o f Plenty W om en’s Refuge, Cl- Box 753, Tauranga. 
Ph. 84-012.
SOS, 20 Oban Rd, Box 368. Ph. 89-698.
WEL, 103 Grange Rd, Tauranga. Ph. 63-260.
Tauranga W om en’s Centre, P.O. Box 368, Tauranga; 42 
Grey St. (in Govt. Life Bldg). Ph. 83-530.
TE AWAMUTU
Te Awam utu Fem inists, 111 Hazelmere Crs. Ph. 4320, 
C/-Res. 23 Tokanui Hospita l, Private Bag, Te Awam utu. 
Ph. 7894.
THAMES
WEL, Cl- A lyson de Boer, 102 The Terrace, Thames. 

TOKOROA
WEL, Cl- Lynne Holder, 35 Tarapunga Place.
UPPER HUTT
NOW, 18 Cruickshank Rd, Upper Hutt.
Upper Valley Fam ily Refuge Centre, P.O. Box 40051, 
Upper Hutt. Ph. 257-997.
WANGANUI
W anganui W om en’s Refuge, Cl- 6 M ayfa ir Flats, 2 
Guyton St., W anganui. Ph. 54701.
WONAAC, 56 Parsons St, W anganui. Ph. 42-291, 44-939.
WHAKATANE
SOS, Box 3049, Ohope Beach. Ph. 757 or 348 Ohope. 
W hakatane W om en’s Collective, P.O. Box 3049, Ohope. 
W hakatane W om en’s Health Group, 281 Pohutukawa 
Ave, Ohope. Ph. W hakatane 7850, Ohope 550.

WHANGAREI
NOW and WEL, P.O. Box 4294, Kamo, W hangarei. Sue 
Lawrence.
Rape Crisis Group, P.O. Box 4294, Kamo. Ph. 71537. 
WEL, P.O. Box 4294, Kamo.
WEL, Cl- Dorothy W ilson, Box 126, Kaeo, Northland.

WELLINGTON
Advisory Com m ittee on W om en’s A ffa irs . State Service’s 
Com m ission, Private Bag, W elling ton. 3rd Floor,
National Provident Fund Build ing, 1 The Terrace, 
W elling ton. Ph. 722-834.
ALRANZ, P.O. Box 19-052, W elling ton. Ph. 758-450.
Circle Magazine, P.O. Box 427, W ellington.
Com m ittee on Women & Education, Education 
Department.
Fem inist Librarians, Pat Sargison, A lexander Turnbull 
Library, W ellington.
Hecate W om en’s Health Co llective, 6 B oulcott St. (rm 
14), P.O. Box 11-675. W ellington. Ph. 721-804.

Kidsarus 2, P.O. Box 9600, W elling ton.
NZ W orking W om en’s Council, P.O. Box 27-215, 
W ellington.
W elling ton Rape Crisis Centre, P.O. Box 11-389, GPO 
W elling ton. Ph 896-288.
Society for Research on Women in NZ Inc., P.O. Box 
13-078, Johnsonville.
SOS, Box 28-099.
WEL, P.O. Box 11-285, W elling ton. Kristin  Jakobson 
(Sec.). Ph. 739-321 (office).
W elling ton Fem inist Co llective, P.O. Box 3871, 
W ellington.
W elling ton Lesbians, P.O. Box 427, W elling ton. Ph. 
851-540.
W elling ton W om en’s Refuge Group, P.O. Box 16079, 
Courtenay Place. Ph. 838-144.
W elling ton W om en’s Resource Centre, 6 B oulcott St. (rm 
13, 22). Ph. 721-970.
WISE (Women in Schools in Education), P.O. Box 11-724, 
W elling ton.
WONAAC, P.O. Box 2669, W elling ton.
W orking W om en’s A lliance, North C ity Branch, 6 
Halswell St, Thorndon, W elling ton 1.
W orking W om en’s Council, Cl- Sharon Rogers, 7 
Korom iko Rd, H ighbury. Ph. 847-424.
W orking W om en’s Council, P.O. Box 27-215, Upper W illis  
St, W elling ton.
Values W om en’s Network. Ph. 797-611.
W om en’s Action Group, Cl- V ic to ria  University.
W om en’s Gallery, 323 W illis  St, W elling ton. Box 9600. 
Courtenay Place. Ph. 723-257.
W om en’s R ights Action  Com m ittee, New Zealand 
S tuden ts ’ Association, P.O. Box 9047, Courtenay Place. 
W elling ton Federation of University Women, P.O. Box 
2006, W elling ton.

STOP!
This is

Offensive, 
Insulting, and 
Degrading to

v WOMEN y
v >

STOP STICKERS
$1 fo r 20

Add 20 c e n ts  p os ta ge  if m ail 
o rd e rin g . Send o rd e r w ith  nam e 
and a dd re ss  to  B ro ad she e t, PO 

Box 5799, A u ck la n d .
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1991 Back issues of Broadsheet
Set of all available back issues: $35
The following issues are available at 60 cents each
No. 44 November 1976: Marilyn Waring, nursing, Maori women, Tongan
women, historical perspective on abortion struggle.
No. 45 December 1976: Beginning of herstory series, cystitis, clerical 
workers union, the pros and antis in the abortion.
No. 46 January 1977: Day care, your rights if you are arrested, radical 
feminism, woman speaks in synagogue.
No. 47 March 1977: Moon madness, male-designed cities, vaginal 
infections, sexist vocational guidance pamphlets.
No. 48 April 1977: The politics of childbirth, feminist mothers bringing 
up sons, herbs, pioneering health workers.
No. 49 May 1977: Walker’s witchhunt on solo mothers, women in WW1, 
herbs part 2, interview with a midwife, Helen Marieskind.
No. 50 June 1977: The Catholic Church and abortion, the Royal Commis
sion on Contraception, Sterilisation and Abortion, women in the 
shearing industry, kindergarten teachers mobilise, equal pay and how 
the bosses cheat, depression in marriage.
No. 51 July 1977: Sex and violence - the new pornography, interview with 
Helen Marieskind, lesbian mothers and custody, women in the 
depression, DPB cuts, 2,4,5-T, UWC report, telethon.
No. 54 November 1977: High school women, the SIS Bill, Depo Provera, 
consciousness raising, social welfare department, Joni Mitchell, Teresa 
Trull, feminist musicians.
No. 58 April 1978: Shock treatment and women, Sisters Overseas 
Service, more feminist news from abroad, menopause part 2, Wendy 
Waldman and Maria Muldaur, “ The Women’s Room” —  review.
No. 59 May 1978: Interview with Marie Bell, arson at SOS, getting 
organised part 1, reporting on Hite, menstruation part 1.

ig is
978:'No. 50 June 1978: Women composers, fear and loathing in Godzone, on 

hating men, the meaning of ANZAC Day, getting organised part 2, 
menstruation part 2, TV review —  “ A Week of It” .
No. 61 July 1978: Six years of Womens Liberation, the state of the 
movement, rape trial in France, a letter from Australia, getting 
organised part 3, ECT, Sisters in Namibia.
No. 62 September 1978: Bastion Point, life behind a typewriter, 
pregnancy testing, Humanae Vitae, international feminist network.

Send this form to Broadsheet Magazine, 
P.O. Box 5799, Auckland.
Your name 
Address

Please send me the following: 
Subscription @ $17.00 
Overseas subscriptions $22.00
Airmail Costs: (Inclusive of subscription) 
Australia and South Pacific $24.25
North America and Asia $30.50
Europe $35.00

Broadsheet Special a  50c

Back
Nos.

Back
Nos.

Back
Nos.

Back
Nos.

issues @ 90c each

issues @ $1.00 each

issues @ $1.20 each

issues @ $1.60 each

Total

I would like to become a Broadsheet
Sustaining Subscriber

A  s u s t a i n i n g  s u b s c r i b e r  is  a p e r s o n  w h o  w i s h e s  t o  s u p 
p o r t  B r o a d s h e e t  a n d  h e l p  e n s u r e  o u r  f i n a n c i a l  s u r v i v a l  bv 
p a y i n g  a $ 3 0  a n n u a l  s u b s c r i p t i o n  i n s t e a d  o f  t h e  norm al 
r a te .

No. 63 October 1978: The pap smear, Charlotte Bunch on self definition, 
the St Helens fight, more on DPB, borstal games.
No. 64 November 1978: Battered wives, Margaret Crozier, Kate Bush and 
Joni Mitchell, your cervix, abortion and single issue voting.
No. 65 December 1978: Johnson report, UWC 1979 —  a preview, Erin 
Pizzey, Human Rights Commission, freedom of information.
No. 68 January 1979: Feminist periodicals, DPB again, “ Feminists are 
made not born” , daughters of Mother Earth, lesbian health.
No. 67 March 1979: Charlotte Bunch interview, womens sewing co-op 
the mens conference, sterilisation, Diane Arbus.
No. 68 April 1979: Abortion Doctors Guide, women in cinema, marriage, 
self help health, hysterectomy.
No. 69 May 1979: Foetal monitoring, marriage and feminism, Self help 
health 2, Tessa Jones, unmasking the heterosexual institution, women 
discuss their bodies.
No. 70 June 1979: UWC 1979 —  6 page report, 2,4,5-T, Janet Roth and 
racist engineers, postpartum depression. Charlotte Bunch.
No. 71 July/August 1979: Margaret Crozier, multinationals in the third 
world, consciousness-raising, self defence for women, against 
adoption.
No. 72 September 1979: Problems of working mothers, superior sex —  
men or women? genital mutilation, sexist advertising, history of the 
women’s movement part 1.
No. 73 October 1979: Stripper expose, psychology and oppression, 
history of women’s movement part 2, Broadsheet looks at love.
No. 74 November 1979: Incest, mental illness in women, the new mother, 
women’s movement history part 3, kindergarten teachers.
No.75 December 1979: Depo Provera, Values Party, women’s movement 
history part 4, working in the system, Wiki Tawhara, Fiona Kidman.
No. 76 Jan/Feb 1980: Depo Provera trials, Maori & Pacific Island women, 
computer revolution, women’s movement history part 5, Topp twins, 
Winnie Verspagen.

The following issues are available at $1 each.
No. 77 March 1980: Cherry Raymond, Human Rights Commission, 
herpes, rubella vaccine, looking back at the 70’s, maternity leave bill. 
No. 78 April 1980: Bringing up boys non-violent, Peta Siulepa, Helen 
Watson, Women’s centres, prostitution, iron in diets, child care, women 
at Waitangi.
No. 79 May 1980: Sappho Women’s Work Co-op, living alone, Human 
Rights Commission. Sexual abuse of children, childbirth 2000.
No. 80 June 1980: Seven business women, Women on the dole, older 
women, Women’s health movement —  the reason.
No. 81 July/August 1980: Broadsheet’s birthday special, women in 
Russia, silicon chip assembly workers, Marilyn French, genital 
mutilation.
No. 82 September 1980: Fashion analysis, infertility, women local body 
candidates, the state of feminism, women freezing workers.

The following issues are available at $1.20 each.
No. 83 October 1980: Apprenticeships for girls, nuclear madness, 
wages for housework; Donna Awatere on mid-decade Copenhagen 
conference, more on Depo Pr6vera.
No. 84 November 1980: 1st national black women’s hui, tampons, 
Anorexia, Leigh Minnitt, reform tool kit, girls school principals.
No. 85 December 1980: Tampon controversy, problems as an 
engineering apprentice, school nurses, 3rd World bottle babies, 
reform tool kit part 2.
No. 86 Jan/Feb 1981: Contraceptive dumping, sexual politics of body 
language, identifying as a lesbian, feature on fitness, Fletchers 
merger, Pacific women meet, women’s studies, equal opportunity and 
the law.
No. 87 March 1981: Teenage feminists, sexual harassment at work, 
women’s studies part 2, how Indian women live, work and die, venereal 
disease.
No. 88 April 1981: Women and Alcohol, Women Peace Workers, 
Sponge Tampons, Status Feminism.
No. 89 May 1981: The New Right, Virago Press, Russian Feminists, 
Feminist Librarians.
No. 90 June 1981: Occupational health —  office, dental and meat 
workers; Mosgiel restructuring, Apartheid and S.A. women’s liberation 
No. 91 July/Aug 1981: Working Women’s Charter, disabled women, US 
a n ti-a b o rtio n  m ovem ent, lesb ian m others questio n n a ire , 
contraceptive failure.

The following issues are available at $1.60 each.
No. 92 September 1981: Kate Sheppard and Women’s Suffrage, 
Alliances, Women against the tour, Yorkshire Ripper, Cervical caps, 
political priorities.
No. 93 October 1981: Rural women, feminist teachers, feminism in 
developing countries, women's art in North America.
No. 94 November 1981: Springbok tour protests, Amnesty Interna
tional and International Feminist Network, Sonja Davies on ILO, pain
ful periods, feminism and environment.
No. 95 December 1981: Motherhood and feminism, mothers without 
children, patients’ health rights, feminism and religion, fitness 
feature.
No. 96 Jan/Feb 1982: What do schoolgirls want; New women MPs in 
the House, Andrea Dworkin on Pornography, Interview with Simone de 
Beauvoir, Feminists on Motherhood.
No. 97 March 1982: Women in non-traditional jobs, an Indian marriage, 
radical feminism, feminism in China, rugby, Alexandra Kollantai, the 
trouble with feminism is ....
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