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BROADSHEET OFFICE
The Broadsheet office is on the first floor on the Gane Building, 
43 Anzac Avenue, Auckland. Office and bookshop hours: 
9.00am — 4.00pm, Monday — Friday; also Saturdays 
10.00am — 1.00pm for the bookshop. Phone 794-751 Our 
box number is: PO Box 5799, Wellesley St, Auckland, New 
Zealand.

DEADLINES FOR FUTURE ISSUES
Deadline for September — July 10
Deadline for October — August 10
Small items, news, “ What’s New?” , and adverts can reach
us up to two weeks after this date.

POETRY READINGS
QUESTION: What does a person who has just eaten ten 
chocolate bars at one sitting and a woman who attends Broad
sheet’s Saturday morning poetry readings have in common? 
ANSWER: Both the chocolate lover and the poetry lover have 
over-indulged and are now taking a rest from their respective 
vices to recuperate. After huge turnouts at our first few poetry 
readings, which everybody enjoyed, the attendances recently 
have dropped to only a few women. Because of this we have 
decided not to have the readings for a few months. Maybe 
in the spring we will all rise again and binge on our favourite 
poems and poets. During the winter months we can sit by 
our heaters and reminisce about poetry days gone by.

ENVELOPING
Enveloping of the July issue will be on Saturday 2 July at the 
Broadsheet office from 10.00am. All women and children 
welcome. Come and see what life is like on a feminist factory 
floor.

SEPTEMBER ISSUE
September is the 90th Anniversary of women’s suffrage in 
New Zealand. Broadsheet would like to commemorate that 
date by focussing on Women Who Took Risks. Women of 
courage and bravery who stood up for their rights and the 
rights of their sisters. We would particularly like articles about 
women whose lives have not previously been recorded and 
we’d also like to hear from older women who have made a 
herstory of struggle; we could arrange interviews. If you have 
got any suggestions for this issue contact Sandra at 
Broadsheet.

POETRY
We have a large amount of poetry waiting to be published. 
As well as this, our poetry editor, Cathie Dunsford, is going 
overseas for some months. We have therefore decided that 
we will not accept any submissions of poetry till further notice, 
probably early in 1984. We apologise to all our contributors 
who have been told they have had poetry accepted, but who 
have yet to see it in print. We have enough poetry waiting 
to fill the poetry pages for many months. Your contribution 
will appear in due course.

TYPISTS
Several of our key typists have left Auckland and we are look
ing for women who can type up handwritten articles and 
transcribe tapes for us. This is occasional work and can be 
done at home or in the office. If you can help with this vital 
work, ring Sandra at 794-751 or leave a message.

VOLUNTEERS — FILING
This is an emergency call for volunteers to help with our fil
ing. Our piles of newspaper clippings are getting higher and 
higher. And as a lot of people use our files we would like to 
keep them as up to date as possible. If you can help us please 
ring, write or call in to see us — we need you right now.

ADVERTISING RATES
Classified — $1.90 per column centimetre
Quarter page: $36.50
Half page: $70.00
One Page: $130.00
Other sizes by arrangement.
Reductions for regular placement and for feminist (non-profit 
making) groups. Ring and ask for Renee.

THE ROADSHOW — “ ASKING FOR IT ”
At the time of writing the Broadsheet Roadshow was still go
ing strong on tour throughout New Zealand. The Roadshow 
women have been having great success in most centres with 
the women only and with the mixed audiences. In Auckland 
on the last night many disappointed women had to be turned 
away because there was absolutely no way we could have 
fitted any more women into the Little Maidment at that time. 
There have been many requests/pleas for the show to be per
formed in Auckland again. And we believe the same pleas have 
been heard in other centres as well.
In a future issue of Broadsheet we hope to have an article 
on the tour of the Roadshow. So keep buying/subscribing in 
anticipation.

VISUAL ISSUE
Well, did we manage to confuse you last month? First with 
a newspaper format and secondly by calling it the April issue? 
We have had a lot of response from readers about the May 
issue — mainly good. So maybe we will try it again in the 
future. Just when you are all getting back to normal.

WOMEN IN PRISON
Just a reminder that Broadsheet is available free on subscrip
tion to women in prisons. If you would like to take out a sub 
please let us know. Also if any Broadsheet reader knows of 
a woman who is a prisoner of New Zealand’s “justice” system 
and thinks she would like a copy, tell us and we will send her 
a sample copy.

BOOKSHOP
9.00am — 4.00pm Weekdays, 10.00am — 1.00pm 
Saturdays.

All The W om en Are W hite, All The Blacks Are Men, 
BUT SOME OF US ARE BRAVE

Black W om en’s Studies.
Published by the Fem inist Press of New York

Edited by G loria T. Hull, Barbara Smith and Patricia Bell S co tt 
(illustrated above).

Tw enty five essays: Searching for S isterhood, C onfronting 
Racism, D ispelling the M yths, P reserving Body, Mind and 

Spirit and the “ N ecessaary Bread”  o f Black W om en’s 
L iterature and B ibliographies. Essential reading fo r fem inists 

and the people o f Aotearoa.

Available from  Broadsheet Bookshop fo r $ 1 3 .5 0  
(postage 6 0  cents).
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VISUAL ISSUE
Dear Broadsheet,
When I got the Broadsheet the 
other day I wanted to write to you 
immediately to tell you that I 
think it’s fantastic. FANTASTIC. 
Love it love it and so does 
everyone else up here, Pat, Eliz, 
Patsy, John, we all love it at the 
Women’s Centre, and we (especial
ly me) want to say thank you for 
“trying”. It was worth it!!! It has 
prompted me to subscribe after 
many years of reading everyone 
else’s Broadsheet so I can once 
more have my own copy. I think 
the direction Broadsheet is 
heading in is great (onward and 
upward into the patriarchal fray) 
. . .  it is inspiring to say the very 
least.

Heaps of hugs,
Candace Bagnall
Whangarei

RENEE'S REVUE________
Dear Broadsheet,
First, my hearty congratulations 
to Renee and the women of the 
Revue. Being honoured enough to 
be present for the opening perfor
mance, I am now pressed for 
words to do justice to the show, 
which was brilliant. I feel gladden
ed, saddened but exhilarated by 
the experience, and urge others 
throughout NZ not to miss this 
talented expression of feminism.

Secondly, I appeal to your 
readers who are concerned at the 
overtly sexist promotion advertis
ing the “Farr 1020 — Lifestyle of 
the Future” (a new yacht on the 
market), to write to Sea Nymph 
Boats Ltd, PO Box 21303, 
Auckland, and to inform them in 
no uncertain terms that their 
method of advertising is unaccep
table. (Their response to protests 
from our area was to inform us 
that this type of advertising is 
“otherwise acceptable and well 
received elsewhere in NZ”).

Cheers!
Penny Salmond
Rawene

INVISIBLE WOMAN
Dear Broadsheet,
Looking at Mr Lange’s Labour 
line-up announced on the 6th of 
April our group was disappointed 
to see a woman who has been

most effective in opposition, Ann 
Hercus, notable by her absence in 
the front ranks.

The Labour party has made 
many promises of change and we 
would have thought that Mr 
Lange could have put these into 
action by example and given this 
woman the recognition she 
deserves.
Oamaru Women’s Collective
Oamaru

SHIPSHAPE
Dear Friends,
Herewith my sustaining subscrip
tion, $30.00

I would not cut down my 
subscription from sustaining to or
dinary because I too am disturb
ed by some developments in 
Broadsheet, but I have been think
ing for some time of writing. Your 
establishment of the magazine has 
been such a splendid achievement 
that I greatly regret its becoming 
a chopping block for vigorous and 
opposing factions.

The impression I get is that you 
at the centre, trying to steer a fair 
and forward-looking course, are 
uuffeued by the gale-force winds 
of special interest groups, to the 
extent that at times you seem to 
have been blown off course by 
them: as appears from the distress
ed reaction of many of your 
readers. That is to say, they ob
viously feel that you have been 
blown off course, that Broadsheet 
is no longer the magazine they 
have learned to love and rely on. 
It would be a great pity if a gap 
were to open up between Broad
sheet and the silent (normally) ma
jority of its readers.

May I urge you to preserve an 
editorial sovereignty and not let 
your manifest desire to be fair to 
all open the way to special interest 
groups to take over your ship, as 
there has lately seemed some 
danger they might do.
Yours sincerely,
Shirley Smith
Wellington

WOMANKIND?
Dear Broadsheet,
I presume I am the poor chump 
who inspired Sue Neal’s letter in 
the April issue (Of Mice & 
Women).

It would be .too easy to reply in

kind, so I will merely confine my 
remarks to the following — most 
mothers have discovered by now 
that their offspring absorb most of 
their attitudes and outlook on life 
from their parents (or parent). Can 
we assume then, that if little boys 
see their mums or sisters throwing 
animals around they are going to 
assume that it’s OK for them to 
mistreat defenceless things too? 
And might not the animal-abuser 
of today then become the woman- 
abuser of tomorrow? Taking rage 
out on harmless animals not only 
brings women down to the level 
of the type of man they campaign 
against, i.e. rapists and wife- 
beaters, but helps to perpetuate the 
very problems they are trying to 
eradicate.
Jo Ashforth
Papatoetoe

MARRIED FEMINISTS
Dear Broadsheet,
My first instinct was to ignore Jen
nifer Bukowski’s poorly reasoned 
letter (March Broadsheet). 
However it has been niggling at 
me and rather belatedly I rise to 
defend Janine Dailey and to for
ward some reasons why married 
feminists do, deperately, need 
support. Some women may 
wonder why, given the arguments 
against marriage as the bastion of 
the patriarchy, any feminist would 
choose it. Firstly, many of us still 
want to live and love with men. 
Then, if one is to have children, 
and most women continue to 
choose do so, an income and full
time caring must be provided.

What are the alternatives? The 
women I know who have manag
ed to support themselves and 
young children by their own ef
forts could be counted on one 
hand and have my heartfelt ad
miration. While the domestic pur
poses benefit has been a boon to 
women breaking out of ex
ploitative relationships, or being 
left literally holding the baby, sup
port by our macho and unpredic
table government could hardly be 
taken seriously as a long term 
revolutionary alternative.

Structures can change, and 
some women are struggling to 
remake marriage, against the 
heavy odds of both partners’ con
ditioning and the antagonism of 
society. When pressures get too 
much, as they do at times in any 
relationship, they need to seek ad

vice, comfort and support from 
others.

Which others? Unmarried or 
once-married feminists are more 
likely to badmouth men and 
denigrate marriage than help their 
married sisters find positive solu
tions. Non-feminist married 
women are supportive, but the 
solutions they offer are tied to the 
old “let him have his own way” 
school, and therefore unaccep
table. Personally I have found 
most help from other feminist 
couples, married women feminists, 
and women in the social services 
who have given support, wise and 
perceptive advice, and led me to 
learn new skills with which to con
front my problems.

While 1 don’t expect many 
Broadsheet readers will shed tears 
over their lot, men in feminist rela
tionships can also have a hard 
time, NZ male society being ex
tremely unsympathetic to a bloke 
who has deserted their ranks to 
succour the enemy. If Ms 
Bukowski can appreciate the need 
of black feminists to be distinguish
ed from white, but cannot see that 
married feminists face a very dif
ferent set of problems from their 
unmarried, and often like her, un
sympathetic, sisters, it may be 
because black women have been 
very upfront in presenting their 
case. Perhaps it is time for married 
feminists to do likewise.
Yours sincerely,
Lora Mountjoy
Colville

POLITICAL MOTHERS
Dear Broadsheet,
A custody case has recently come 
before the courts in California 
which has profound implications 
for those who challenge the status 
quo. Temporary custody of 
12-year-old Riva Fishman has 
been granted to her father, 
although the child has been living 
with her mother since the parents’ 
divorce in 1974. The judge stated 
in his decision that while Riva was 
unquestionably well cared for in 
terms of food, clothing and school
ing, she lacked the more intangi
ble aspects of parenting. The in
tangible aspects referred to seem 
to be full-time mothering. A 
psychiatrist hired by the father 
claimed that Riva was neglected 
because her mother wasn’t always 
home and her step-father cooked 
some of the meals. Riva’s mother 
works part-time as a nurse and is 
a supporter of the Revolutionary 
Communist Party, USA, a Maoist 
group.

Riva’s parents, Ted and Tina 
Fishman, were divorced in 1974 
after 11 years of marriage. Both 
have since remarried. In 1976 the
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State of Indiana awarded custody 
of the younger child, Riva, to 
Tina, and of the elder child, Shan- 
ti, to Ted. Since then Ted Fishman 
has repeatedly tried to get custody 
of Riva, both through the Califor
nia courts (which have no jurisdic
tion over the case since the original 
decision was made in Indiana) and 
the Indiana courts. On July 14, 
1981, one month before Riva’s 
August visit with him, he again fil
ed for custody in California. Hav
ing done so, he wrote to his ex- 
wife, who was worried that he 
might try such a thing, and 
assured her that he would return 
Riva to her after the visit and that 
he had no intention of filing for 
custody.

As noted above, the California 
courts had no jurisdiction over the 
case. The only way they can 
assume jurisdiction is by declaring 
an emergency. Commissioner 
Browning, a sympathetic judge, 
found that an emergency existed 
and on 27 August, 1981 awarded 
temporary custody of Riva to Ted 
Fishman. The nature of this 
emergency was that Tina Fishman 
Stevenson was undergoing major 
surgery, and was facing the 
possibility of a prison term for her 
part in demonstrations against the 
visit of the Deputy Prime Minister 
of China, Deng Xiapong, to 
Washington. The fact that her 
husband was available to care for 
Riva was not considered. It is in
teresting to note that the outcome 
of the case arising from the 
Washington demonstration was a 
$50 fine and three months proba
tion, hardly compatible with the 
threat of imminent life imprison
ment conjured up by Commis
sioner Browning.

Should participation in 
demonstrations and subsequent ar
rest provide grounds for having 
one’s children taken away from 
one? I don’t expect those of you 
who demonstrated at Waitangi, or 
against the Springbok tour or 
against nuclear weapons and the 
increasing American nuclear and 
military presence in the Pacific will 
think so.

In a second hearing, Judge 
Ragan ruled that no emergency 
had existed and that there had 
been no legal grounds for sanction
ing the “legal kidnapping” of Riva. 
Furthermore, he found Ted 
Fishman’s “ . . .  use and misuse of 
this court to be offensive . . . ” 
Despite all of this he granted a fur
ther six months custody of Riva 
to her father, so that she would 
not be subject to a sudden, 
traumatic relocation. When the six 
month period ends on July 1, 
1983, the home state of Illinois will 
assume jurisdiction and the case 
will continue to be fought there. 
By then Riva will have been liv

ing in California with her father 
for two years and it is possible that 
a judge will not want her to be mov
ed agian. If that happend, Ted 
Fishman’s “legal kidnapping” tac
tics will have worked.

The message coming from the 
courts seems clear. A child is bet
ter off with a father who works 
full-time than with a mother who 
works part-time and has com
mitments outside of the home. It 
may be incidental that the father 
is a nuclear scientist at Lockheed 
Missile and Space Company while 
the mother is a critic of the 
American Government and its 
policies. However, the court ex
pressed its disapproval of Tina tak
ing her daughter to films about US 
intervention in South America and 
the support of regimes which are 
condemned by every human rights 
groups in the world. It also con
demned her for educating her 
daughter about the dangers of 
nuclear weapons and the arms 
race. Ted, who helps make these 
weapons, tells his daughter that he 
makes “good missiles”.

This case is still being fought. If 
Ted Fishman wins it will be a 
violation of every woman’s right 
to commit herself to activity out
side of parenting, to live in a non
sexist household, to challenge the 
policies of the government and to 
educate her children about the in
justices and frightening realities of 
today’s world. It would also set a 
dangerous precedent which could 
be used against anyone whose 
politics and lifestyle are not 
satisfactory to the judiciary.

Your support for Tina Fishman 
Stevenson’s right to her child can 
make a different to what happens. 
After the initial hearing Tina was 
not even allowed visiting rights. A 
flood of protest letters from 
women around the world led to 
Tina being granted a one-week 
Xmas visit and the possibility of 
a further visit at Easter.

I urge you to send letters of sup
port to: Committee Against the 
Kidnapping, 17 Brenham Place, 
San Francisco, California 94108, 
USA.
Yours faithfully,
Gillian Rhodes
USA

ANZAC DAY
Dear Broadsheet,
I have never really wanted to lay 
a wreath for the women raped in 
war at a memorial service mainly 
attended by sad old diggers with 
their memories of fear and pain.

However, I would like to signify 
my awareness of and anger about 
the millions of women raped by 
soldiers of al! nationalities in the 
countless wars of aggression. And

that is German and Japanese 
women as much as French, Rus
sian, European and English 
women — it is also Negro women 
slaves raped and abused by their 
“owners”, it is Italian and Viet
namese and Phillipine women 
forced to prostitution in order to 
gain the means to buy food.

So I would like to suggest that 
those of my sisters who share my 
concern to have the women used 
as “booty” in man’s wars com
memorated with dignity and a 
firm resolve not to be squashed in 
our endeavours to have this 
woman’s pain recognised.

Next Anzac Day, I will under
take to arrange a meeting of 
women — at sunset — in a cen
tral park where we can bring our 
flowers and sing our songs and not 
have to contend with men’s guilts, 
fear and anger. I think such a 
gathering should be womanspace.

How about women in other 
centres arranging to meet in a like 
manner.
Sue Neal
Papatoetoe
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Photo from Jean Catellani from The 
Blatant Image, 1982, reviewed on 
page 45.

WELCOME INFORMATION
Dear Broadsheet,
I found your articles on Maori 
Sovereignty very interesting as in
deed are any articles and news 
from Maori and Polynesian 
women. We are only starting to 
learn of their problems living in 
our society and we must be kept 
informed so that we can make 
changes in our own lives and even
tually in wider society at confron
ting the racism within us.

Also, find the children’s book 
reviews very handy, especially a 
recent page on racism and sexism 
in children’s books.
Jo Plows
Nelson

ROTORUA REFUGE K
Dear Broadsheet,
I would like to disassociate myself 
from the second and forth 
paragraphs of the article “A Long 
Way From Home”, in the May 
issue of Broadsheet, which I 
helped to write.

These paragraphs were later in
cluded in the article without my 
knowledge.
Yours faithfully,
Caryl Blomkuist
Rotorua

BORING
Dear Broadsheet,
I would like to add my voice to 
those others of your readers who 
find the “gung ho” articles on 
Maori Sovereignty off-putting and 
depressing. I try to pass the 
magazine on after I have read it 
but lately find that my friends 
aren’t interested. Broadsheet used 
to be a joy to read but I find these 
articles really tedious.
Yours in sisterhood
Maureen O’Meeghan

PRE-NUPTIALS
Dear Broadsheet,
I am quite happy to be given credit 
for making information available, 
but Anne Else seems to be at
tributing me with the original 
research in her article “Baiting 
beneficiaries” (May issue). The in
formation comes from The 
Population of New Zealand edited 
by R. J. Warwick Neville and C. 
James O’Neill, and an article by 
Susan Butterworth entitled “Moral 
panics, old and new” in the NZ 
Listener, 23 March, 1974, 
pp. 10-11. When I reread the lat
ter, I was embarrassed to find that 
time had blurred some of the 
details. Susan Butterworth states 
that statistics have existed since 
1913 suggesting that at least 29% 
of first births are conceived out of 
wedlock. The Population of New 
Zealand states (from 1947 on) “In 
the sense . . .  that a majority of 
NZ females may be expected to 
conceive a child ex-nuptially to 
which they may subsequently give 
birth, an ex-nuptial pregnancy is 
normal NZ female behaviour.” 
(p. 142).
Claire-Louise McCurdy
Auckland
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EVENTS
W |L Annual National Conference,
“Te Karaka” centre, Te Moana Road, 
Waikanae, June 17-19. For further in
formation and registration forms write 
to Carol Pickford, PO Box 1491, 
Paraparaumu Beach, or Ph 71692 
Paraparaumu.
The Politics Of Sexuality Seminar
WSA (Auckland), 3 July 9.30 am -
4.00 pm. Feminist debate, discus
sion and workshops. Venue: WEA, 
21 Princes Street, Auckland. Enrol
ment 9.30 am, $4.00 non-members, 
$3.00 members. Please bring food 
for a shared lunch. For further infor
mation phone Hilary 766-728 or Pat 
458-072.
Not A Love Story WSA (Auckland) 
presents a women-only screening of 
this film about pornography, produc
ed by the National Film Board of 
Canada. Discussion to follow screen
ing. Entry fee — donation. Bring a 
cushion. Sunday June 12, 7.30 pm, 
Just Desserts, 7 Airedale Street, 
Auckland.
International Feminist Congress 
Against Incest, Stockholm, Sweden, 
4 — 7 August 1983. The theme: In
cest Is Rape, with lectures, reports 
and research concerning incest. For 
information write before 1 July to 
Stodgruppscentrum (The centre for 
support groups against incest), Kvin- 
nohuset, Snickarbacken 10,111 39 
Stockholm, Sweden.
WILPF 22nd International Con
gress, July 31 -  August 6, 1983, 
Gothenburg, Sweden. Programme in
cludes: a gala for peace, exhibitions 
from museums in Hiroshima, 
workshops on the Lapps (a northern 
minority group), civil non-violent 
resistance, nuclear weapons, etc, 
sightseeing. For further information 
write to 22nd WILPF International 
Congress, IKFF, PO Box 10017, S 
- 400 81 Gothenburg, Sweden. 
Women Against The Cuts/NZEI 
Wellington Branch, demonstration,
6.00 pm, June 3. For details phone 
Hazel Armstrong, W ellington 
846-727 (work).
Discrimination Against Women: 
Legal Aspects, seminar Continuing

Education (Victoria University) Well
ington. Saturday 25 June, 9.30 am 
— 12.30 pm. Speaker Vivienne 
Ullrich. For details phone Beverley 
Morris 758-677, Wellington.
Films On Political Issues By Merata 
Mita, “ Race Against Time” and “Bas
tion Point: Day 507” , Friday 10 June,
8.00 pm, National Art Gallery, 
Wellington.
WEA Forum On The Waitangi 
Tribunal, Tuesday 14 June, 7.30pm 
at the Trades Hall, 147-151 Great 
North Road, Auckland. For further in
formation phone 732-030, Auckland. 
The Greenham Common Women on 
June 25 are planning to encircle the 
G.C. US Military Airbase with a nine 
mile long dragon. They are asking 
women from around the world to send 
3ft x 3ft fabric squares to construct 
it. Send to WAND, C/- 37 Oxton Rd, 
Auckland, 3, or mail direct to 
Women’s Peace Camp Office, 7 
White Hill, Ecchinswell, Newbury, 
Berkshire, RG 158 US, ENGLAND.

PUBLICATIONS
Women’s Refuges, report now 
available: A Socio-economic Assess
ment of NZ Women’s Refuges. $5.00 
from R. Ash, PO Box 607, Blenheim 
or R. Good, PO Box 16-079, 
Wellington.
DPB — The Life For Me, a pamphlet 
about the myths and realities about 
solo parents on a benefit, written by 
Anne Else. Write to Women Against 
The Cuts, PO Box 6399, Te Aro, 
Wellington. A donation would be ap
preciated to cover costs.

GROUPS
Feminist Librarians (Wellington) 
meet at the Women’s Gallery, 5.30 
pm, 7 June. For details phone Jo 
Seaton 851-176 (work).
Women In Schools and Education 
(WISE), Wellington, meet 18 June. 
For details phone Lyn Jowett 
688-477.
Hecate Women’s Health Collective,
287 Cuba Street, Wellington. Hecate 
are running self-help groups in Fat is 
a Feminist Issue and Anorexia. Peo
ple are willing to co-ordinate self-help 
groups in endometriosis and for 
disabled women if there are enough

people to participate. For details 
phone 842-732.

COURSES
W omen’s Studies Course,
Tauranga, starts June 13 for ten 
weeks, Monday evenings 7.30 pm — 
9.30 pm. For details phone 81643, 
Tauranga.
Assertion Training Classes, starting 
June 7. For further information phone 
81643. Tauranga.
YWCA, Wellington, has a new pro
gramme beginning in June. Includes: 
Keep Fit For Women, Keep Fit With 
A Dance Emphasis, Working 
Women’s Workout, YWCA — Sue 
Lytollis Self Defence For Women And 
Girls, and Yoga For Adults. For fur
ther information phone The Recrea
tion Officer, 850-505 Wellington. 
Weekend Screen Printing 
Workshop, The Women’s Gallery, 
323 Willis Street, Wellington, 11-12 
June. Enrolments $25.00, at the 
Gallery, phone 850-179, Wellington. 
WEA Women’s Studies, Auckland, 
are running a number of courses in 
June, see advert in this issue of 
Broadsheet.

ARTS
Women And The Media, The
Women’s Gallery, 323 Willis Street, 
Wellington, late July-mid-August. Ex
hibitions and workshops. Contribu
tions invited from interested women. 
For information phone 850-179, 
Wellington.
The Menstrual Maze, a collaborative 
art environment faciliated by Juliet 
Batten. At the old Greer’s factory, 
2nd floor, 40 Douglas Street, Pon- 
sonby, Auckland. A ritual opening for 
women will be held probably Sunday 
June 19. For further details phone 
696-123.
Rita Angus, A Retrospective Exhibi
tion, Auckland City Art Gallery, Kit
chener Street, 27 May — 26 June. 
Organised by the National Art Gallery, 
assisted by the Queen Elizabeth Arts 
Council.
Anne Noble: Wanganui River, Na
tional Art Gallery, Buckle Street, Well
ington, 16 June -  31 July. Portfolio 
of photographs on the Wanganui 
River.
Wild Things, paintings and drawings 
by Vanya Lowry, May 30 — June 11 
at Whitecliffe Gallery, 381 Parnell 
Road, Parnell, Auckland. Phone 
770-231.

Gillian Chaplin, an exhibition of her 
works, May 31 — June 11, RKS 
Gallery, V ictoria S treet West, 
Auckland.
Agnes Wood, painter, an exhibition 
of her works, 5 — 18 June, at Gallery 
Pacific, Auckland.
Juliet Batten, display of her creative 
work, 1 0 - 2 4  July, New Vision 
Gallery, Auckland.
Artists In Focus, work by painter Bar
bara Tuck and photographer Gillian 
Chaplin, 15 July — 26 August, 
Auckland City Art Gallery.
Bea Maddock, Australian printmaker, 
will give an illustrated talk on her work, 
5 July, 8.00 pm, National Art Gallery, 
Wellington.
Objection Overruled a play by New 
Zealand playwright Carolyn Burns. 
Pokes fun at Catholicism, male con
ditioning and marriage. Directed by 
Jan Prettejohns. Mercury Two, May 
30 — June 18. For details phone 
33869, Auckland.
Irene 59, A film about women ageing, 
Saturday, 11 June, 8.00 pm, National 
Art Gallery, Wellington.
Wahine Toa — Robyn Kahukiwa’s 
exhibition of paintings, and drawings 
of strong Maori women in mythology 
will be at the Hastings Public Art 
Gallery during June and the Gisborne 
Public Art Gallery during July.

FUNDING
Money For Social Services 
Available From Telethon Fund. In
dividuals and groups can now apply 
to the NZ Family Trust for money from 
the 1983 Telethon. Money will be 
given to voluntary groups specialising 
in community-based action program
mes, training staff, community 
workers and parents, equipment, 
research in the areas of family 
counselling, prevention of child 
abuse, teenage employment pro
grammes, solo parent support, mar
riage counselling, care of the elderly 
etc. Applications close at the end of 
September, write to New Zealand 
Family Trust, PO Box 8 8 23 , 
Auckland.

CAMPAIGNS
New Zealand Rape Laws. The
deadline for written submissions on 
the proposed changes to the rape 
laws has been extended to 17 June. 
Write to the Parliamentary Select 
Committee on N.Z. Rape Laws, 
Parliament Buildings, Wellington.

wTOPP TWINS
PRESENT THEIR NEW SHOW

t o p p  m a m v
MAIDMENT THEATRE -  AUCKLAND 
Two nights only -  FRI 17 & SAT 18 JUNE
Wellington season sold-out! "Circa Theatre was erupting with laughter 
and cheers over the weekend as Lynda and Jools presented their new 
Topp Secret drama . . .  I cannot think of a better way to spend a cold 
evening than in the warmth of their company". (Dominion)

Book now at the Corner. Generous concession prices.
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BABY BLUES
A N N E ELSE CO M M ENTS on babies in the House.

1981 Ruth Richardson stands for Selwyn. She will “pre-empt selectors’ 
bias about young children [of female candidates] by not having any. .. 
Having a child once I am in is a different proposition”.
September 1982 RR announces she is pregnant, and says the Clyde 
High Dam debate “more than anything else brought home to me that 
the pursuit of a single-minded activity needs to be balanced . What about 
the baby? “There would be frequent trips out of the house at feeding 
time”. Husband Andrew Wright “was negotiating for sleeping and 
feeding facilities in Parliament Buildings. He intended to resign from 
his job. . .  develop the couple’s nine hectare property. . .  might seek 
a part-time lectureship”. So as early as last September, RR seems to 
have been well aware that she would need facilities for the baby in the 
House.
7 April 1983 Parliament opens. Lucy, seven weeks old, joins her mother 
in the House. RR is “hoping that good sense will prevail”. Expects to 
be breast-feeding for 3-4 months. Hopes to be able to attend Parliament 
“selectively” after this week. Believes that a creche should be supplied 
at Parliament so that she can look after Lucy.

So far, there has been no mention of leave on full pay for the whole 
session. Contradiction is creeping in, however: “National and Opposi
tion whips sorted out the question of a pair later becomes (in the same 
news report!)” Mr Hunt said he had received no application for a pair 
from Miss Richardson”.

Around this time, “just after Easter” — and presumably just before 
the House opens — RR hires a nanny, whom she pays to fly up to 
Wellington every Tuesday, and back on Friday. But the one report of 
the nanny's existence does not appear till 15 April by which time 
Lucy is finally settled in a room of her own in the House.
8 April The division bells ring while RR is feeding Lucy. She has to 
put her down and go off to vote.
12 April The newspapers come out in a rash of items about the pro
blems RR is having. RR issues press statements about wanting a pair 
and leave for three months on full pay. She claims Government whip 
McKinnon had sought a voting pair for her a month ago. Hunt: “No 
application for a pair for tonight s sitting received. . . No formal ap
plication for leave presented. . .  informal discussions had been held with 
Mr McKinnon”. RR is offered a pair only when she is feeding Lucy 
if she feeds her in a room off the ayes lobby.

It is a measure of how confused the press reports are about the 
whole saga that even the size of the room offered is not clear. Accor
ding to RR, it is “two metres by two metres; a tiny little, pokey room. „  
a virtually airless cell, so tiny I doubt my husband could come in”. 
Marilyn Waring supportively adds that it has stained wallpaper and stinks 
of smoke. Mr Hunt says it is in fact three metres by three metres, and 
is used for committee meetings with eight people. The NZ Herald says 
it is 25 square metres, and contains a committee table, eight chairs, book 
shelves and cabinets. But whatever its true size, RR is not interested. 
She is backed up by McKinnon, who says she should have “up to six 
months with minimal parliamentary responsibility . RR, Waring, McKin
non and even Muldoon all attack Labour in general, and Hunt in par
ticular, for their “inhumanity". Hunt points out that the room in ques
tion would be in use very briefly and infrequently — presumably crnly 
when a feed and a division look like coinciding. RR talks of being “cap
tive” in the room. (A division lasts five minutes.)
14 April A second room is found, following talks between McKinnon 
and Clerk of the House Littlejohn. But it’s on the second floor, she will 
not be able to vote from it and it is used for visiting former MP’s and 
others. Littlejohn: “I’m confident we’ll come up with something . RR: 
“My attitude is that history will record that, because the Opposition 
would not grant me a pair, my child was penalised”. She speaks of wan
ting “absence during a four-week period”.
15 April Success at last. A room is found close to RR’s office. It is wood- 
panelled, has carpet and curtains, is well away from the general stream 
of parliamentary traffic, and is handy to kitchen and bathroom facilities. 
A phone is installed, as well as a small desk, couch and heater. The 
size is interesting — about three metres by 1.8 metres. RR, who still 
cannot vote from this room, pronounces it “quite satisfactory .

Those are the facts. But what about the issues? Richardson scored every 
point she could off the Opposition, and at the same time insisted that 
her problems were “a personal matter”. No one but the National Party 
could buy that. The debate was useful, because it highlighted the whole 
question of how — or for some people, whether — maternal respon
sibilities are to be combined with paid employment. Employed mothers 
face this issue every day, but Parliament usually manages to avoid it 
altogether.

The contrast between Richardson’s situation, and that of pretty well 
all other employed mothers in New Zealand, is striking. Unable tp ob
tain leave on full pay, ultimately, because of her party’s precarious situa
tion in the House, she reluctantly settles for a full-time nanny and an 
exclusive on-the-job creche. Other women who have a baby while 
employed get, at best, brief unpaid maternity leave, and at worst, the 
sack. If they manage to keep their job, child care is a constant problem.

While the conditions, hours and sessions of Parliament are certainly 
not designed to cater for parents and children, neither is any other kind 
of full-time employment in this country. Parents are supposed to shed 
their family responsibilities the minute they arrive at work. Ruth Richard
son could have used her own problems, minor though they were, as 
an example of what thousands of other mothers and children have to 
cope with. As the Labour women stressed, she could have taken the 
chance to see that a creche was set up in Parliament for all MP’s with 
children to use, and as an example for other institutions to follow. In
stead she chose to promote only her own “personal” interests, and to 
ignore the pressing needs both of her peers, such as solo mother of three, 
Fran Wilde, and of every other woman who is struggling to combine 
employment and motherhood. She also sidestepped altogether the issue 
of whether the ludicrous House sittings of up to 30 hours, and sessions 
of up to 27 weeks, ought to be altered so that all MP’s could pay more 
attention to their families, and perhaps in the process come face to face 
with what life is really like out here for most of us.

Given her party’s appalling record on so many issues affecting parents, 
especially mothers, and children — the attacks on DPB recipients, the 
shelving of the child care recommendations, the increased tax on low- 
paid earners, especially women — it is not surprising that she refused 
to identify with any other woman who has ever had a baby, and behaved 
throughout as if she were the first and last nursing mother to want to 
keep her job.

Thanks for the memory, Ruth — we won’t forget what you ve 
done. □
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BEHIND THE NEWS
SAM PLE SO N G S FROM  

THE SO U P KITCHEN
SING A SONG OF SIXPENCE 
Sing a song of privilege 
Flaunted at the poor 
Charles and Di and William 
Getting more and more 
While we lesser mortals 
Tighten up our belts 
Isn’t it a crying shame 
We fall for all that schmaltz? 
Charlie’s in the counting house 
Counting out his money Di is in 
the beauty parlour 
Isn’t she a honey?
William’s in the nursery playing 
with his teds 
Come along republicans 
And chop off Royal heads.
Sing a song of millions
A pocketful of spies
Four and twenty policemen
Hiding in the pies
When the pie is opened
The politicians sing
Isn’t it a tasty dish to set before
a king?

TEDDY BEARS PICNIC (excerpt) 
If you go down to the Sheraton 
You’re sure of a big surprise 
If you go down to the Sheraton 
You’d better go in disguise 
For every D that ever there was 
Will gather there for certain because 
Today’s the day that Royalty have 
their banquet
Every Aucklander whose been good 
Is, sure of a treat today 
There’s lots of marvellous things 
to eat
And somebody else to pay.
Beneath the trees where nobody sees 
Detectives hide with triggers to 
squeeze
For that’s the way that Royalty 
has their Banquet. >
CH: Banquets for the privileged 
Wealthy Aucklanders are having 
a lovely time today 
Watch them gluttonizing up 
And see their banquet steal our 
meagre pay.
See them gaily gad about 
They love to play and shout 
They never have any bitch 
At 10 o’clock their servants and 
chauffeurs will take them home to 
bed
Because they’re tired and they’re 
filthy rich.

THE ROYALS A ND REALITY

Although the media fawned over the 
fairy princess and the handsome 
prince, reality kept getting in the 
way, as JOCE JESSO N  explains.

Royal tours are essentially media events 
calculated to appeal to the more conser
vative attitudes of women. The recent tour 
of the heirs apparent had all the build-up 
of the spectacular of the year. Once upon 
a time there was this simple kindy teacher 
who fell in love with a prince, married him, 
and will live happily ever after. They tour 
New Zealand to show us how happy they 
are and bring their lovely baby (little King 
Billy) because she is such a devoted mother 
she cannot be separated from her son. It’s 
a lovely real life fairy story which could 
happen to us all if we were lucky enough 
to fall in love with the right man. With 
these ingredients, the royal tour could 
hardly go wrong.

But it did. It was all too contrived, and 
the sentimentality nauseated as many 
women as it appealed to. The media was 
much too unsubtle in its lavish and fawn
ing treatment of the royals, and time and 
again reality broke through the myth.

The tour turned sour even before it 
began. The Prime Minister refused to allow 
the Mana Motuhake petition of 8,000 sign
atures, requesting ratification of the Trea
ty of Waitangi, to be presented to the 
royals. The government rejected the Wai
tangi Tribunal’s ruling on Motunui. The 
police shot Paul Chase, and the Prime 
Minister’s response was both public and 
brutal. The Minister of Police called for the 
denial of the rights of anti-royal protestors. 
All of these events reacted adversely on the 
tour, serving to break the unity of the 
media coverage.

For the first time the realisation started 
to sink in that royalty is racist. The monar
chy in New Zealand is a multi-layered in
stitution. It is the symbol of the British 
heritage and recalls the traditional values 
of an alien society. It stands for obedience 
to authority and for people knowing their 
station in life. Specifically, in New Zealand 
it means opposition to Maori sovereignty. 
Because of this, the Auckland protests 
against the tour were organised by People 
Opposed to Waitangi, a Maori-led coalition

of opposition to the Treaty of Waitangi 
and its consequences. POW is made up of 
a diverse collection of organisations: anti
racist groups, church groups, women’s 
groups, left-wing groups. Much of the 
energy for these protests came from 
women, although the feminist perspective 
was probably insufficiently emphasised. 
POW was joined in the demonstrations by 
the H-block Committee, opposing Britain’s 
role in Ireland, and by the Unemployed 
Worker’s Movement calling for jobs not 
royalty.

The Charlie/Di/Willie tour was actually 
a strong political statement. The presence 
in the country of both a future king and 
a future future king conveyed a message 
about the maintenance of the status quo, 
the changelessness of our institutions, and 
the permanence of values that have existed 
since time immemorial. Here, in the flesh, 
was the Government’s vision of New 
Zealand’s future.

The arrival of the royals at the Auckland 
domestic terminal was a tableau of power. 
There, inside a specially constructed wire
netting fence, were the people, behaving 
as passive spectators as befits a media 
event. On the tarmac was the display of 
naked state power. Army, Navy and Air 
Force lined up to be presented, together 
with her Majesty’s Government and equal
ly loyal Opposition. Protest at the airport 
was low-key, with the main group of about 
200 protestors being denied access to the 
fenced-in area and forming up outside it. 
The beautiful princess had to be saved 
from the evil, violent protestors by the 
brave men in blue. The demonstrators 
formed into a march and moved away 
from the cameras and out to the exit road 
to get their message across to the royals 
— forgetting that royalty is a media event. 
Inside the enclosure a small group of 
women and one man waited until Charlie 
and Di were at the top of the steps before 
unfurling their banners and chanting in 
Maori. Surprisingly, they were not ar
rested, probably because it would have 
caused an embarrassment in front of the 
cameras. The racist response from the 
largely British and female crowd was 
predictable. One British-accented lady 
screamed at one of the Maori women, 
“You are absolutely disgusting. I’m glad 
they took all your land”.

Media coverage of this demonstration 
was sparse, this being the pattern for the 
entire tour. The Media People had of 
course been warned that any reportage of
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the demonstrations could result in their be
ing denied coverage of the official part of 
the tour. However, this sort of coercion 
was unnecessary. With one or two excep
tions, such as the Evening Post and Radio 
Hauraki, the media acted as a P.R. service 
for royalty.

Royalty’s dependence on the media 
caused a lot of resentment on the second 
day of the tour at the much-heralded 
schools’ visit at Eden Park. A lot of schools 
didn’t attend, and the ones that did were 
given a first-hand demonstration of the fact 
that royalty is for the media not for peo
ple. The children were only there to pay 
homage and to gain direct experience of 
their role in a constitutional monarchy. 
Those sitting at the top of Eden Park could 
see a tiny green dot in the distance, sur

rounded by about a hundred camera peo
ple and journalists. Those closer to the ac
tion were exposed to the elements, and to 
a close-up view of the backs of the press. 
People who complained about this missed 
the point, that the children were there to 
create an event for royalty and the media, 
not the other way round.

Coverage of the Wellington section of 
the tour provided a couple of the best ex
amples of the media black-out of protest. 
Dun Mihaka’s protest was front-page and 
headline news in Britain, Australia and 
Europe, and its cultural significance was 
explained. Here, it was ignored, mention
ed in passing, or misrepresented. And its 
cultural significance was lost because of the 
yahoo Kiwi male pre-occupation with the 
down-trou. The main Wellington demon

stration, during the royal walkabout, also 
got the silent treatment. The booing heard 
on the TV news sound track disappeared 
on the second showing. Nor was there any 
comment on the signficance of the New 
Zealand flags minus the Union Jack.

If the media tried to pretend that the 
demonstrations didn’t occur, the police 
tried to ensure that they didn’t. During the 
build-up to the tour, the police and the 
media unjustifiably raised apprehensions 
of violence, which were used as an excuse 
for the suppression of opposition. The 
police seemed set on keeping demonstra
tions well away from their focus — royal
ty. This interfered with the tours’ success 
as a media event, by stopping journalists 
from getting those important real life com
ments of the common people. Maoris were 
singled out for special attention. Maori 
men who went to the domain on Anzac 
Day carrying a wreath were stopped and 
told they could not enter a “controlled 
area”. A Pakeha anti-nuclear group im
mediately in front was allowed through, 
but the Maori men were arrested when 
they tried to enter.

Often the police security was quite in
ept. At the Government House garden par
ty, they had bus-loads of police protecting 
the Mt Eden end of the grounds and seem
ed completely unprepared for the demon
stration assembling outside the Mater 
Hospital as advertised. The protestors mar
ched straight to Government House and 
stood opposite the gates, chanting and 
shouting. Down came the police off Mt 
Eden and manhandled people back down 
a side-street out of sight and hearing — 
declaring yet another public place a “con
trolled area” — whatever that means. It 
was a real macho act complete with alcohol 
fumes and sexist comments. But it was An
zac Day after all.

While all this was going on, an in
congruous scene was occurring at the 
garden party with the New Zealand col
onial insecurity really coming to the fore. 
In pouring rain, the elite of Auckland, 
together with the would-bes-if-they-could- 
be, slushed around Government House 
lawn, not daring to eat the sammies or 
drink the tea. When Charlie and Di ap
peared, their guests queued to shake the 
royal hand. It was too, too sad, as the 
pretence that one is “terribly au-fait” with 
Royal Garden parties fell away.

Heavy-handed police security was evi
dent at Waitangi the following Friday, 
with the police setting up road-blocks to 
stop protest. Those protestors who did get 
through were forced to stand and chant on 
the other side of the bay. The royals, riding 
in a war canoe, acknowledged their pre
sence by steadfastly ignoring them. This 
Waitangi visit was not insensitivity, but a 
coldly calculated political act. Charles had 
a message to deliver — that we shouldFree Soup Kitchen organised by the Peoples Republic of Aotearoa at Protesters Park, Friday 29 April. 

(Photo courtesy of the Auckland Star.)
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forget about the Treaty because it was a 
long time ago. Charles also forgot that 
royalty is supposed to be above political 
controversy. This call to forget the past 
always comes from those who are most 
threatened by it.

The final protest occurred that night at 
Protestors’ Park, just down the road from 
the State Banquet at the Sheraton. A soup 
kitchen was set up by a group of mainly 
women — People for the Republic of 
Aotearoa — to draw attention to the con
trast between the opulence and extrava
gance of the Sheraton event and the situa
tion in the real world outside. A display 
itemised the costs of the royal tour, com
paring them with the savings the govern
ment is trying to achieve by harassing 
Domestic Purposes beneficiaries. The soup 
kitchen was very well patronised, both by 
protestors and by people off the street, who 
were attracted by the free soup and satirical 
songs. The Unemployed Workers’ Move
ment joined in and brought street theatre. 
The relaxed atmosphere of the occasion 
made the double line of police look even 
more ridiculous. The success of the soup 
kitchen was due to meticulous organisa
tion; and also to the realisation that pro
test is a media event too, and that what 
we are doing is political theatre.

At the other end of the park, the main 
group of protestors held a rally with 
slogans and speeches about royalty, 
unemployment, Waitangi, male suprema
cist society and Ireland. Some news reports 
had the ignorance to say that these were 
contradictory, not realising the links be
tween these themes. Some small-group ac
tions were particularly effective. Glass 
spread over Grafton Bridge caused a royal 
detour. And a well-aimed paint bomb splat
tered blood-red down the window of the 
rolls. Charlie and Di got out shaking and 
white. The reality broke through again.

The next day it was all over, and after 
months of meetings and two weeks of pro
tests I had time to reflect. What had it all 
been about? Not the protests — it was 
perfectly clear what they were about — 
but the tour itself. Because I cannot 
understand the royalty devotion I bought 
a copy of the Woman’s Weekly (May 2) 
to find out. The editorial was self-laudatory 
about the magazine’s attempt to bring to 
women readers “every smile, bouquet, new 
dress, every crowd and every occasion”.

The Woman’s Weekly writes about 
royalty with reverence, and a thick overlay 
of drivel. “So sensitive and responsive is she 
to the demands of the people who wait to 
see her, and so evidently eager to succeed 
in this strangest of jobs, the royal greeting 
game, that she often appears touchingly 
vulnerable. As fragile, almost, as the single 
bruised and broken-stemmed daisy accept
ed from a child at Eden Park, and passed 
carefully back to her lady-in-waiting”. —

Jack Leigh.
I am left with my original thought — 

that royalty is a media event that draws 
its power from patriarchal values, authori
ty, hierarchy, domesticity. Above all, this 
tour symbolised our dependence on the 
British forms of these values. There was 
the high British culture, ballet and art 
(sabotaged by vomitous stink bombs) and 
polo (over slogan-killed grass); the pomp 
and the ceremony; and the fawning and 
the flattery.

The result is a mystique that makes in
dividuals marketable; with the royals be
ing celebrated for their ordinariness. Yet 
despite the media overkill the crowds were 
smaller, and the protests did register. This 
may turn out to be the tour that spelt the 
beginning of the end for royalty in New 
Zealand. As Maryan Street of PPTA said 
“It is culturally irrelevant”. □

DAM  BUSTERS

A lice Springs W om en’s 
Liberation sent this report of 
the Arrernte people’s fight to 
a sacred site from flooding.

A nationwide appeal began in April in 
Alice Springs to support 50 Aboriginal 
traditional owners and custodians who 
have set up a camp near their sacred sue 
Welatye Therre* to prevent the Northern 
Territory Government flooding the area 
for a recreation lake.

This report is from a N.T. correspondent 
who has been to the camp to speak to the
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traditional owners.
Hilda Rice is an old woman in her six

ties. In her own language, she told a video 
crew from the Central Australian 
Aboriginal media Association why she left 
the comfort of her new house in the fami
ly’s town camp to move back to the river 
bank north of the town.

“I was born here, in my grandfather’s 
country, in my father’s country, and it was 
here I grew up from the time I was a baby. 
That’s why I’ve come back here to camp, 
because I’m afraid that dam night be built 
here; to stop that welfare mob, no, that 
government mob, from building a dam. I’m 
camped here with my brother Howard, 
with my family, with all our children.” 

Hilda, her brother Howard Stevens and 
her husband Willie Rice, are the senior 
members of a group of fifty traditional' 
owners and custodians who recently reoc
cupied the area they call Inketyene, a few 
kilometres north of the Alice Springs 
township. To the white town the area is 
part of the Old telegraph Station Historic 
Reserve, site of the first government out
post established in Central Australia. To 
the local Arremte people the area has other 
significance.

It contains important sites of the “Two 
Women Dreaming”, a story line or dream
ing track which extends across the conti
nent from Port Augusta in the south as far 
porth as the Tiwi Islands off the coast from 
Darwin. The major site in the area is 
Welatye Therre (translation: Two Breasts) 
a place where women have danced and 
sung for thousands of years to assert and 
strengthen their unique relationship with 
the country.

As if this wasn’t important enough to 
warrant preservation of the area, the Old 
Telegraph Station was for a great many 
years the main Aboriginal reserve in the 
vicinity of Alice Springs. Known to the 
people as “The Bungalow”, this was the 
place where people retreated as the expan
ding town and pastoral properties pushed 
them out of other areas. Here many local 
Aboriginal people were born, it was here 
they grew up, and where they learnt the 
skills and the law and the ceremonies of 
traditional Aboriginal culture. Because of 
the people’s special relationship to land, 
this place is therefore an integral part of 
Aboriginal identiy in Central Australia.

Welatye Therre is registered sacred site, 
protected, in theory, under Territory 
legislation. From bitter experience the Ar- 
rernte people know how little this can 
mean. A few months ago another 
registered site near the town was bulldoz
ed to make way for a road. So when Chief 
Minister Everingham announced his inten
tion to begin work on the dam this winter, 
the people decided to take direct action. 
Everingham’s view is callously simple. He 
said in the Territory Assembly, “The site

I am writing this on behalf of my peo
ple, the Aranda people of this town, 
Alice Springs.

It is our traditional land inherited 
from our great, great grandparents 
from the dreamtime and our true grand
fathers that have lived here for genera
tions before the white man came and liv
ed here.

I am writing to let the people of Alice 
Springs town think of how wrong it is 
to put a lake up on the Todd River or 
further up north.

Think again of the damage it could 
cause when the dam overflows. You 
know the town is on flat ground, think 
of your children that could drown if the 
dam burst.

Do you people want that? And not 
only that — it is a place sacred to 
women.

It represents women’s two breasts; 
without that dream all women may as 
well be like men with flat breasts.

Where else could children get their 
milk? Can’t you see God has given peo
ple dreaming like this so people could 
know that there is a person much higher 
than us people here on Earth?

People might think that Aboriginal 
people are making thins up. How can 
we when we have sacred objects to 
show us.

We have our culture to believe too.
I don’t know about white people.

Rose Ferber
Traditional owner of Alice Springs.

itself will not be physically damaged, but 
will be submerged.” The traditional owners 
and custodians reponse is summed up by 
Terry Rice, one of Hilda’s sons: “When 
they come with their machines to build the 
lake, we will tell them to get off. We will 
not move from here. They have already 
destroyed some of our sacred sites and ob
jects. What more do they want?”

Everingham’s resolve to go ahead with 
the dam appears to have been strengthen
ed by a campaign in favour of the lake 
organized by local businessman Tay 
Hanrahan. Petitions and posters suppor
ting the lake appeared several weeks ago 
in many Alice Springs shops and nearly 
5000 signatures were collected. The 
organisers got free time on local commer
cial radio to press their cause. Although the 
pro-dam argument, which has been around 
in one form or another in Alice Springs for 
twenty years, has always centred on the 
needs of residents for a water sports venue, 
this time the publicity claimed the dam 
would prevent flooding of the town. On 
this basis, it seems, many people with vivid 
memories of the recent floods which claim
ed several lives, signed the petition.

The local Environment Council and also 
the ALP Branch have pointed to the op
portunism in this move. Last week both 
groups called for a full study of the en

vironmental impact of a dam and its flood 
mitigation effect. They say it ability to pre
vent flooding is not clear. Moreover, they 
say, there are demonstrated health risks in 
a large body of water lying near the town, 
as -similar dams at Mt Isa and Kununurra 
have shown.

Meanwhile the traditional owners are 
calling for support from Aboriginal 
organisations and European sympathisers. 
Basil Stevens, a member of the group said, 
“We need warm clothes for the kids and 
the old people, and blankets and ground-: 
sheets. We also need a food safe, a two- 
way radio and a medical kit.”

The struggle to prevent the lake poses 
big problems. The traditional owners have 
already had to reveal much more about the 
site than they normally would. They are 
enduring the cold and the rain with 
minimal shelter. They do not own a vehi
cle, and depend on supporters for transport 
to and from town for supplies. Some of the 
old people are quite frail, and there are 
large numbers of children to look after. 
Despite this, their strength is growing and 
news of their struggles is spreading through 
Aboriginal Australia. □

Messages of support and donations can be sent 
to:
Welatye Therre Defence Committee, 
c/- PO Box 2363,
Alice Springs, 5750,
Northern Territory, Australia.
‘ Pronounce Welatye Therre “Wol-art-ja-tura”.

GETTING THEIR KNICKERS 
IN A TW IST

M IRIAM  SAPHIRA tells how 
the Knicker Sticker Campaign 
got going, and of the critics who 
think it’s “ smutty” .

The Knicker Sticker Campaign was born 
out of frustration with the establishment. 
At the Palmerston North Conference on 
Child Abuse the emphasis was on primary 
prevention, stopping the problem before it 
begins. The response from the Education 
Department at that Conference was par
ticularly disappointing. Don Brown, 
psychologist and spokesperson for the 
department, talked of a programme for 
secondary school counsellors on how to 
deal with cases of incest. There were shouts 
from the floor: “What about the primary 
school?”; “The average age when molesta
tion begins is eight years old”; “One in five 
girls will be molested before she’s sixteen.” 
But the issues were not taken up. It was 
quite obvious to the Conference par
ticipants that the Department of Educa
tion’s approach was the ambulance at the 
bottom of the cliff (or more correctly, out 
in the tide) and it was not into building
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safety fences at the top of cliffs.
A small group of feminists discussed the 

problem over afternoon tea. How to get 
the message to young children? If they 
could read, why not stickers telling the rule 
of not letting a man put his hand in their 
pants. After the tea break I made an an
nouncement about the safety campaign 
and a bucket was passed around raising 
$187 towards the printing fo the stickers.

Later, donations from interested people 
arrived, including a generous donation of 
$100 which enabled the first print-run to 
be made. The sticker, on fluorescent paper, 
reads:

“CHILDREN”
Don’t let an adult put his hand down your 
pants. Tell someone about it. Tell your 
mother, social welfare, the police.

Although young children are unlikely to 
seek out Social Welfare or the Police the 
information may help adults, and it may 
make the molester think twice before he 
molests again. Until now there has been 
no public admonitions against molesting, 
yet we need them as much as we need road 
safety programmes. Sexual abuse educa
tion is a safety programme, not a sex 
education programme. A child does not 
need to know where babies come from to 
be given simple safety education anymore 
than it needs to know how to drive a car 
to cross the road unharmed. The moralists 
find this hard to grasp. Following an in
terview in the Waikato Times, Radio 
Pacific spent a morning on the Campaign. 
Radio compere Chris Carter called it a 
“smutty campaign” and “would go on to 
say it was indecent”. He considered parents 
rights important. It was tempting to ask 
whether he meant the right to molest too, 
since half the molesters are related to the 
children, but slanging matches don’t 
achieve very much other than high blood 
pressure.

Since that programme the feedback has 
been mostly positive. (It is important to 
remember that Radio Pacific has a listener 
rating of below four percent so is a minori
ty station). Many teachers and social 
workers have welcomed the idea and feel 
it is worthwhile, so there appears to be suf
ficient support to keep the Campaign go
ing. To be successful we are going to need 
thousands of stickers and when they are 
removed or worn out we need to replace 
them. There are 2000 primary school 
districts in the country s we will need a lot 
of stickers, costing about $23,000.

The sticker itself has been called pro
vocative by the Department of Education 
and to the uninformed it may appear that 
way. Nevertheless, it is difficult to think 
of a simple clear message of safety which 
would be suitable for young children.

The usual message, “Don’t take sweets 
from a stranger” does not do the job. Half

the molesters are related to the children 
and nine out of ten are known to the child. 
It does not tell the children why the 
stranger might be dangerous and in the 
Woman’s Weekly survey only five percent 
of molesters offered bribes such as sweets 
as an initial approach. If the Department 
finds the stickers provocative it may find 
the police’s planned “Not only the stranger- 
danger” programme more acceptable.

Sexual abuse is horrific, to the survivors, 
and it’s time we faced up to it — this will 
mean more action than one so-called pro
vocative campaign. □

FIGHT FOR YOUR LIFE

SUE LYTOLLIS who recently 
had a book published on self 
defence talked to DOREEN  
SU D D EN S about her work.

This September self defence teacher Sue 
Lytollis will be going to Japan to study 
martial arts for three years. Sue was the 
first person in New Zealand to teach self 
defence from a feminist perspective and 
has since taught nearly 6,000 women and 
girls. Her pupils have included nuns, elder
ly, blind and disabled women.

“My feminism started at the age of five 
when I ripped my dress in half because I 
couldn’t get my way”, says Sue. Her in
terest in the martial arts and judo started 
when she was ten; she doesn’t know why 
it interested her: “I just asked dad to enrol 
me in the local judo club”.

At 19 she got her black belt in judo and 
then went on to represent New Zealand 
in a number of tournaments, winning two 
bronze medals. She is also interested in 
other martial arts including karate, aikido, 
tai chi and kendo (Japanese fencing) in 
which she recently attained a black belt.

Sue is a former journalist who has work
ed on several South Island newspapers in
cluding the Christchurch Press.

“During that time my feminism was 
definitely developing. I had been feminist 
most of my life, and was getting more and 
more liberal, and more and more active 
through my journalism and through my in
volvement in the United Women’s Con
vention at Hamilton in 1979.”

At the 1977 UWC in Christchurch Sue 
had met Sarah Calvert who asked her to 
work on the 1979 Convention. Sue credits 
Sarah for her growth as an active feminist: 
“I was very much dormant until then”.

After the ’79 Convention Sue moved to 
Auckland. She approached the YWCA to 
see if she could teach self defence on a 
Temporary Employment Scheme. The ‘Y’ 
liked the idea, and she was employed for 
three months. During this time she

Sue Lytollis (Photo by Gil Hanly).

developed her eight-hour course, a com
bination of the psychological and the 
physical. Sue teaches forceful verbal self 
defence and self assertion, as well as how 
to break a stranglehold, handle obscene 
phone calls, sexual harassment, being 
followed, violent husbands, and armed 
attacks.

Next Sue went to the School of Physical 
Education in Otago. She felt she needed 
qualifications to be recognised, that her 
black belt was not enough. After nine 
months in Dunedin Sue found that “1 
couldn’t quite hack it anymore, because I 
discovered that I was very set in my 
feminist ways. It was quite upsetting to be 
in that male chauvinist system and be the 
only one plugging and pushing for a dif
ferent analysis of women’s role in the 
physical education spectrum.”

A workshop at a Zonta women’s 
seminar on self defence held in Auckland 
gave Sue the impetus to leave Dunedin and 
come back up to Auckland to live. “From 
that seminar I got 25 women who wanted 
classes organised.”

“I became self-employed as a self defence 
teacher. I needed part-time jobs for the first 
year-and-a-half, after that I was okay.” For 
a while she was a bouncer at two well 
known Auckland hotels.

Sue’s self defence is mainly centred 
against male violence. “Through confron
ting that violence, or should I say learn - 
ing how to stop violence — which is what 
self defence is all about — hopefully it is 
going to be harder for rapists to survive in
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this society. We have a way of trying to 
better society. Self defence does serve a 
purpose; to me it is a revolution.”

Sue discussed the feed-back from her 
courses: “I don’t get radical stories like 
‘Man unconscious on ground, police come 
round and pick him up’ because the self 
defence I teach is so much psychological.
I want the women to stop the attack in the 
early stages, so they don’t get close enough 
to actually bop the guy, but this has hap
pened of course. 1 hear lots and lots of suc
cess stories bout women who have done 
things, even if it is going out of their 
bedrooms and checking a noise and finding 
it was the cat; that was a big step in their 
lives.”

In May Sue launched her book Self 
Defence for Women, published by the New 
Women’s Press. “I had been thinking about 
this book for three years and it took me 
two months to write it. The difference with 
this book in relation to the many other self 
defence books available for women, is that 
this is a self defence book written by a 
woman with a feminist perspective, for 
women.” To quote Sue from her book: “To 
me, the teaching and learning of self 
defence is most clearly a feminist activity, 
because it is about our ability to stand up 
for ourselves, our inherent strength. A lot 
of the strength we build in learning self 
defence is in the mind. Women’s lives are 
more limited that we care to admit. Why 
don’t we feel comfortable in an empty 
house? Why don’t we take a solo holiday? 
Why do we think twice before enrolling in 
a night school? Self defence can help us 
gain the greater confidence we need in our 
lives. Self defence is women’s strength”.

“Women are conditioned to be passive, 
to give in, while men are conditioned to 
need this ‘giving in’ as a way of asserting 
their power.”

Sue gives easy-to-follow instructions in 
the book on how to deal with Prowlers: 
“Don’t leave your self defence until he is 
standing in the room threatening you. If 
you detect a prowler before he breaks in, 
yell blue murder, e.g. “I’ll rip your balls off, 
‘The cops are coming’ or, ‘Wait until I get 
my hands on you, you creep’ are all good 
things to yell. Yell these when you have 
crept up to the door or window that he 
might come through. If he is half-way 
through hit him with whatever weapon 
you can find.” Obscene Callers: “Basical
ly, the obscene phone caller wants a sucker, 
one that he can worry and frighten. So it 
is important not to show fear, but to feel 
angry and let that be known with a curt 
‘Piss off, ‘Shove it’ kind of reply. Whistles 
by the phone are great for a direct blast 
into the receiver, or the receiver can be hit 
against the wall.” Answering Doors: “The 
rule is: ask who it is, before you open the 
door. Don’t say, ‘Is that you, Harry’ and 
then open up. Only open the door when

you are certain that the person outside has 
honourable intentions. Remember, the best 
defence is that you find out who it is before 
you let them in. If you don’t want them 
tell them to go away in no uncertain terms. 
If you are still suspicious, and you see them 
going next door, call your neighbour and 
the police.”

“I’ve tried to make the book as much as 
possible a practical manual. From the 
beginning I say that it is for two women 
practicing together. When they get skilled 
at the techniques then they should prac
tice with men. Because it is my assump
tion that men will usually make women 
feel even more vulnerable, especially in the 
early stages of their practice.”

The book also includes a section for 
disabled women and another section on 
how to detect a sexually abused child and 
what to do if you do detect one.

Many of the techniques from the book 
will be shown in Sue’s Northern Television 
programmes to be screened during May.

Detail of Sue in action (by Gil Hanly).

Her other major project for this year is 
the YWCA teacher training course. Sue 
explained why she is doing it. “I have a 
monopoly and it has been rather painful 
being a monopoly. I’m the only one who 
teaches self defence this way, with rape 
consciousness in it. And I can’t get sick 
because I am self-employed and I don t get 
a very high accident compensation rate. 
Once I nearly broke my shoulder blade and 
had to go along to a class and punch with 
one hand and hope that no one grabbed 
me on my left shoulder. It was a judo in
jury and that is one of the reasons I had 
to give up judo.”

Recently Sue discussed the idea of a 
course to teach women to teach self 
defence with the YWCA and it supported 
the idea. “I formulated an eight-day teacher 
training course that involved using video, 
going through a lot a weapon work, tradi
tional martial arts weapons, plus weapons 
that can be used in self defence like a chair

or iron. If anyone teaches weapon work 
they must know how to do it properly, 
because any feelings of insecurity will go 
across to their pupils like wild fire. It is im
portant for me to feel confident that my 
teachers are confident.”

Twenty-three women were chosen for 
the course. The requirements for the 
course were that they should have had at 
least six months martial arts experience 
and come from a feminist background.

The Ministry of Sport and Recreation 
gave $12,000 towards the course. Some of 
Sue’s salary will come out of this, but most
ly it is for administrative costs and the liv
ing expenses of the 23 women.

Through this course the women will get 
to know each other and form a support 
network. They will then be contracted to 
know each other and form a support 
netowrk. They will then be contracted to 
their local YWCA to make sure, as Sue 
says, “That they don’t just piss off and 
teach the ‘Marlene Brown’ variety of self 
defence charging a million dollars per 
class”.

“There is enough work in New Zealand 
to have 23 women teaching self defence.
I turn down about three classes a week and 
that’s throughout the country. For the last 
four years I have been the only one 
teaching an eight-hour self defence course 
and it can be very destructive. It has been 
so to my stress level, and to my emotions.
1 get many women who have been raped 
or been incest victims, and they will say 
that in the class virtually for the first time. 
To hear that gets me very, very angry and 
upset — even though there are Rape Crisis 
groups who’ll take over from me, it’s still 
very painful — so it’s good to have other 
teachers who are also going to be taking 
it over. Women I can talk to and just start 
relating to on the same level. I’ve never had 
that, as no woman has been doing similar 
work, so there has been no one for me to 
confide in.”

“After the course I’ll do a trip around 
the country to make sure my ‘ladies’ are 
still doing their thing and then I’ll go to 
Japan. I’m going to a university in Kyoto 
to study and pursue my spiritual and 
physical growth in the martial arts. I just 
want to get right into the Japanese way of 
life. I really like the Japanese life-style — 
the food, the philosophy. I have been 
teaching for four years and I want to be 
in the student role. In the long term, I want 
to teach martial arts, that’s what I hope 
to do when I come back — open a studio 
which will involve fitness, weight-training, 
saunas, and a martial arts room. I’ll come 
back better skilled and would feel better 
about teaching martial arts then.”

“I may or may not teach self defence. 
By then the other women will be doing it 
just as well. I would rather put my energy 
into teaching martial arts.”^

Broadsheet, June 1983



RUNNING AWAY

V anessa A llen  w rote to Broadsheet after she had read 
the story about the Human Rights Com m ission's report 
on children's hom es in the O ctober 1982 issue. Vanessa 
confirm ed the testim ony o f  w itnesses to the Com m is
sion  called by the Auckland C om m ittee on  Racism and 
D iscrim ination. "I m yself have been  in Bollard G irls'/' 
she said, “w e are treated like dogs". The HRC's report 
claim ed that “many, if not all, the practises and pro
cedures which form ed the basis o f  the representations 
by A C O R D  have been eradicated, and the Departm ent 
has em barked on  a program m e o f innovative change."  
V anessa's experiences in Bollard during 1981 and 1982 
sh ow  that noth ing in fact has changed. Sandra C onev  
talked to her.

VANESSA: The first time I went in there was for the simple 
reason I had nowhere to stay. I'd been under Social Welfare all 
my life, and I had my ups and downs with the Department. I 
got fed up so I was on the streets for a while. Then this policeman 
just came up to me and said, was I alright and I said, Yes, I was 
all right, and next thing I knew I was in the police station and 
they were sending me to Bollard Girls.
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At Bollard they took me straight down to the cells. I said to 
the matron, Look I ve only come here because I've got nowhere 
to stay so why do I have to go down to the cells? She said every 
girl has to stay in the cells for three days. So I said to her, But 
didn t the policeman explain to you what the situation was and 
she said, Yes, he did, but you ll have to go down to the cells. 
I was stripped, my jewellery was taken off me, I had to stand 
in front of all these women, totally naked, you know.

I was disgusted, I really was. I didn t know it was going to 
happen. They just said it was the usual routine and that was that. 
The door to the shower had to be left open and the lady stood 
and watched while I was showering. Then I was locked in the 
cell for the night. In the morning we had to get up and have 
another shower, we all had to wash our hair. There was stuff 
put through our hair for lice, not that I had any. We were sent 
back to the cell after showers and we had to sit and wait. We 
were given a tooth brush that had already been used by 
somebody else, and then we had to clean our cells out, wash 
the floors, and the toilets, and we had our mattresses taken away 
from us. And the blankets. We were only allowed to sit in the 
cells on the hard base of the bed. We were sitting there all day. 
Lunch was brought to us. It was pretty lousy. What you get is
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FROM THE HOME
a piece of bread with a bit of butter on it, a drink out of a cup, 
and a plate of spaghetti or something like that. In the afternoon 
they let us up for half an hour in the courtyard. It was like a 
cage, all wire-netting over the top. The other girls were there, 
but we weren't allowed to mix with them. Then it would be 
time for lock up again and we'd just sit in our cell and read a 
book or just look out of the window, you know, there's nothing 
to do.

If you got smart or you didn't do as you were told, well the 
matron would come along and you had to stand by the win
dow, or you didn't get any dinner or you wouldn't be allowed 
out on the next half hour, or you wouldn't be allowed any 
magazines. Then we'd have dinner and if you didn't stack your 
plates properly you'd have to stay down there another day. After 
that they'd go away but come back just to check on you to see 
you were alright, just look through the window. It was like be
ing in a camping ground of some sort, like during the war, you 
know, you're isolated, you can't talk to anybody.
SANDRA: Like a concentration camp?
VANESSA: Yeah. It was really bad. One girl next to me in a 
cell, she couldn't handle it. She threw food all round the cell 
and plastered it all over the walls. She was yelling and scream
ing. They came in and told her to be quiet, told her to shut up 
or they'd do this and that.

There's one cell where there's no bed, no nothing, no toilet, 
and they stick you in there with just a bucket for the toilet. 
They'd threaten you with that.

Between feeding times, you sat and did nothing. I couldn't 
handle it, but I just kept my cool and I knew I was going to 
be out sooner or later. It was very hard. I got really depressed 
about it. I sort of blamed Social Welfare in a way because I'd 
been a state ward all my life and when I go to them for help, 
they'd say, Oh, I've got a meeting today, I can't help you at the 
moment.

A Social Welfare worker came down to see me and she didn't 
seem to react, whether because she wasn't aware, or because 
she'd been down there before. Normally if you've got visitors 
coming they will not let the visitors see you in the cell. For one 
reason, they don't want people on the outside to know.

When I got up to the house, you were given the matron's 
name and you had to call her by that name. Miss isn't enough, 
and if you don't you have to do extra duties. If you don't do 
your work properly you get extra duties, polishing the floor. 
You have to wash it, dry scrub it, and then polish it. 
SANDRA: So it would be exactly like prison?
VANESSA: Yeah, well I've been in M t Eden also, and if it was 
between Bollard Girls and Mt Eden Prison, I'd go in Mt Eden 
any day. In Bollard, sure you get your movie on Saturday night 
and all that sort of thing, but its so strict you know, you can't 
move without having someone follow you round and watch you. 
And the screws in Mt Eden, well not screws, officers, they're 
really good, they're more friendly. In Bollard it's all strict, you're 
not allowed to talk friendly with the matrons.
SANDRA: W hy do you think they're like that?
VANESSA: I don't know, but in that article I read, it said that 
Mr Woods, who is in charge, and some of the staff say that the 
reason the girls are treated like that is because they're crazy and 
they walk around with knives in their pockets, and they're real
ly tough kids. They're criminals sort of. And I thought that was 
really cruel because a lot of the girls in there are only 11-year- 
olds, they're only kids. They treat them like this and then they 
wonder why the kids rebel.

When I went up to the house I didn't want to stay there, I 
took off. Four other girls came with me, I didn't ask them to

come, they were going too. When we got out, into town, we 
had a talk about it and I said to them, Well how do you fellas 
feel about the place? And they thought the same as I did, that 
if they talked to the girls, one to one, instead of looking down 
on us all the time, they would have got on a lot better. 
SANDRA: Did you see the doctor while you were there? 
VANESSA: On the third day they came down and said, You've 
got to see the doctor, and I said, What for? They said, I'm sorry, 
but you have to do it. First I had to strip, and I was given a coat 
of some sort to wear. They said it was a full examination, and 
I said, There's nothing wrong with me, I'm perfectly alright. And 
she said, Well, we've just got to check that girls haven't got VD, 
and I said, I can tell you straight I haven't, I haven't been with 
anybody. And they're really rough you know, treat you like 
animals, and I had never had anything like it. In a way I was 
prepared for it because the girls in the cells had told me about 
it, and I felt I just had to put up with it. But I said to this woman, 
You fellas are pretty rough, and she said to me, I'm sorry, but 
this is a routine check.

The other girls they felt embarrassed and self-conscious. They 
found it really upsetting. The younger ones, I mean. They're 
not even teenagers, they're only kids, they found it really hard 
on them. With me, I thought, let them get it over and done with. 
But I wouldn't recommend it to anybody, not like that. 
SANDRA: Have you been back to Bollard after that original 
time?
VANESSA: I've been in and out of there and in and out of Mt 
Eden because I've been running away. And every time I had 
to go to court.
SANDRA: When they picked you up when you ran away, how 
did they find you?
VANESSA: They didn't send anybody out looking for us, they 
just waited till we got in trouble and went back. A lot of the 
girls who took off didn't know where to go and stay, because 
they^ouldn't go to their parents, or they didn't have any parents. 
They'd just hang around in town and there'd be a warrant out 
for you to be picked up. If you were caught stealing or seen 
wandering round the streets late, they'd pick you up. 
SANDRA: How did they pick you up?
VANESSA: Oh, pinching food. We were hungry and we got 
picked up for pinching food and taken down to the police sta
tion. They'd keep questioning us till we told them who we were. 
We used to give a false name because if they looked us up in 
the computers they'd know we'd absconded. Then they'd go 
through all your belongings and if you had your proper name 
on you, well, that was the end of it. I always go caught because 
I had my bank book or something like that.
SANDRA: Then they'd take you back to Bollard and you'd have 
to go through that whole thing, the isolation cells and all that? 
VANESSA: Yeah. Over and over again. Down to the cells, up 
to the house, down to the cells again, back to the doctor's. 
SANDRA: Did you question it sometimes when you came in? 
VANESSA: They said, if you didn't run away you wouldn't have 
to go back there.

I was in and out of the place all the time. I never really got 
the chance to sleep up at the house. When I got into the lounge, 
I was straight out the lounge window and down the road. 
SANDRA: When you were back in the cells each time, what 
was going on in your head?
VANESSA: I was thinking, How am I going to get out of here 
and where am I going to go? All the girls would be planning 
to break out. That was all that was on their minds. Same thing 
with me. I couldn't wait to go up to the house because I knew 
I'd go straight out again. They knew me quite well for taking
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off. They were expecting it.
SANDRA: Did they ever keep you down in the cells longer? 
VANESSA: The second time I took off, when I got back they 
kept me down in the cells for a week and a half. And I wasn't 
allowed to see any of the girls. I wasn't even allowed my half 
an hour outside for a break. I was down there all the time. They 
put more security on me so I couldn't take off.
SANDRA: The girls that you met down in the cells, were most 
of them there for the three days or had some of them been there 
longer?

Vanessa Allen

VANESSA: Some of them had been there longer because they 
had played up, not knowning, or not aware of what was going 
on. They get let out and go up to the house and they take off 
again and back down to the cells. They would also get taken 
down for not doing as they're told, not listening to the matron, 
not lining up when you're supposed to. If we want to do 
something, the whole lot of us go together, we all line up at 
the door. Then there s roll check and we all go together. If you 
even go to the toilet the door has to be left open.
SANDRA: Why were the women in Bollard?
VANESSA: Some of them were in for petty crime, stealing 
smokes or something like that. Others were there because their 
families didn't get on too well, you know, parents. They didn't 
get on with the rest of the family so they were sent there. A 
lot of the kids are in there now because they've run away from 
the place.
SANDRA: So they keep on being held onto longer because they 
ran away?
VANESSA: Yes.
SANDRA: That could go on tor ever.
VANESSA: You still go back there.

It's up to the courts whether they send you to Mt Eden Prison 
once your 15. When you were 15 and still playing up, they 
would say you were too rough to handle and send you back 
to court suggesting sending you to Mt Eden. Social Welfare had 
to get special permission to support it and then the judge would 
read it and say you had to go to Mt Eden and you had to go.

The first time I ran away I stayed out for about two months.
I moved in with a friend. The people 1 was living with were 
pretty rough, getting in trouble with the police all the time, and 
I got picked up for accessory to burglaries and stolen goods etc. 
So when I went to court the judge says to me, Oh, 1 see you've 
absconded from Bollard, and he said, I'm sorry, but we ll have

to send you to Mt Eden on remand. I was only in Mt Eden on 
remand but I was there for over a month, waiting for a trial. 
I had been told I was only supposed to be there for a week. 
I asked them when my court case was and they said, We haven't 
heard anything, you'll have to sit and wait.

When I got to court I got a suspended sentence plus a year's 
probation.

I'm still on probation now, but I've almost finished it. But I 
got in trouble a couple of weeks ago. My girlfriend got caught 
stealing something from Woolworths and I went down for ac
cessory because I had a record. I got picked up and I got bail 
for $500.1 had to go to court the next day. The judge was pret- 
ty good. He says to me, Well, what are you here for, and I told 
him, that I was with her, but she got released, I don't know why, 
whether it was because if was her first offence. But because I 
had a record I had to go to court and go through all the pro
cedures, finger-prints and all that. And the judge said to me, 
You're here for a chocolate flake bar that's worth 35 cents? And 
the court was cracking up. I didn't have a lawyer, there was just 
the duty officer that was there. And the judge said to me, Oh, 
You'd better get out before I book you. He says, You've got 
another six months suspended sentence and that's it.

I told my Probation Officer and she said, There's something 
wrong here, you're not supposed to have two suspended 
sentences in a row. He should actually have put me back inside. 
SANDRA: But your girlfriend who had the chocolate flake bar, 
they didn't even take her to court?
VANESSA: They didn't even arrest her. When the police came 
down, we were both sitting in an office at the back of 
Woolworths, and the police found out that this girlfriend of mine, 
it was her first charge. They said to her, Clear out, but they kept 
on to me. I think it was because that man at Woolworths had 
something against me, because he was being really sarcastic. I 
had a jacket on that I had bought there a couple of weeks before, 
and he said, Where dya get that? And I said, I bought it here. 
He says, Sure you didn't pinch it? I said, No, I bought it here, 
I've got the receipt at home if you want it. And I was wild. I 
thought, 111 get smart back at you. That's the reason why he 
was determined to write a report on me, and then the police 
came down and took me to the police station. There was one 
particular policeman, and when I told him said, It's ridiculous, 
and I said, Can't you do something, and he said, No, this fella's 
written out a report, Tough. So I had to sit down in the cells 
and wait till my mate came and picked me up.

It was ridiculous. I couldn't get over it, just a stupid little thing. 
My probation report said they didn't think I should have any 

more probation and it was up to the judge to make his decision, 
so that s how I got the six months suspended sentence.

I was scot free. I was out. So what I did was, I thought, if 
I want to rebel against society, I'll join up with this movement 
over in Otara, the Black Women's Movement, so I did. So I'm 
working politically that way.

I had a friend Tura, and she asked me if I wanted to go to 
this hui that was on, and I said, What's that? She said, There's 
an anti-nuclear hui on — this was last year — and I said, Yeah, 
I'll go, just for the hell of it.

I went and it was really heavy but I loved it and from there 
on I stuck with it. It made me aware of a lot of things I didn't 
know about. Not only the nuclear hui, but a lot of other things 
like the Maori struggles, and what the Pakeha people are trying 
to do to us, and about Waitangi Day, the Treaty of Waitangi.
I was really rapt in that. I didn't go up to Waitangi. I stayed down 
in Auckland and worked on a stall with Hinengaro in Queen 
Street and did my bit there. I really loved it. I'm deeply involv
ed with this movement, but my family, the say slow down a 
bit and get to know us.

I have recently found my real family, my relations. I was a 
state ward. I'd been going from foster family to foster family. 
You'd settle down in one foster family and they'd shift you
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somewhere else. I think I went to about five different families 
overall. The first one I lived with for twelve years, then I shifted 
round when I got older. As far as families that want kids are 
concerned, they want kids that are little. They don t want 
teenagers. I got fed up with shifting around. I think that's the 
main reason I started getting into trouble, because I was rebell
ing against Social Welfare. I was getting fed up with them. I was 
always asking them, telling them I wanted to find my real rela
tions and they said no. I asked them if I could see my father 
and they said no. About three weeks ago I asked again if I could 
see my father because I'm not a state ward anymore and they 
said no. They said it has to go through Wellington, we've got 
to clear it to give permission to see the files.

1 knew my family's surname, I looked up the phone book, 
and I asked the person, is that Mr P. . . ? He said, Yes, and I said, 
would you know A . . . P . . ., and he said, That's my sister. And 
I thought, Uh-uh! A's my mother, you see. And I told him and 
said, Oh, really! None of them knew my sister and I were around. 
If I hadn't got hold of them they wouldn't have known that I 
existed.
SANDRA: It's important to track these people down. 
VANESSA: Part of what it is is my curiosity. I just want to know 
who's who and who I am related to, so that's where it all really 
started.

My aunty and uncle asked me if I wanted to move in, so I 
did. I'm really happy with it because I've never known any of 
my family. All my aunts and uncles are really happy about it. 
I've spoken to my real mother a couple of times on the phone,
I haven't seen her for 17 years.

M y uncle doesn't want me to get too involved with this 
political stuff. When there's news of protestors on TV, he turns 
it down so I don't hear. But the way I look at it at the moment, 
it's my own personal thoughts, I'd like to get an office or 
somewhere in town for kids who have been through the same 
thing as I have. They don't know their rights with the police. 
They don't know they can apply for the unemployment benefit. 
O r about accommodation benefits, special grants and all that. 
SANDRA: If you were working with young people faced with 
the same things, what would you see as the way to avoid get
ting caught up in that whole system of Bollard etc. What do 
you think they need?
VANESSA: The kids on the street today need security — so
meone t O'talk to them. They've got a lot of problems, and there's 
no one to talk to them, look after them and make them feel 
wanted. I think that's what they lack most of all. I hung out with 
a lot of them and girls would come and say, they were going 
out with someone one night, and the next night they'd be go
ing out with someone else. They became aware they were just 
being used, they had thought it was someone who wanted them. 
Their main thing is they want to be wanted. Someone to hang 
onto. To know that they can talk to them, have a roof over their 
heads and food in their stomachs.
SANDRA: Is it harder for girls who are street kids? 
VANESSA: No it's easier for girls because they can use their 
what-do-you-call-it, charm, to get things out of people. A lot 
of the girls hang out with guys, you know. Like, some girls I 
know are prostitutes on the streets. They can use themselves 
to get what they want. The guys have more trouble than girls 
do. They depend on the girls to bring them back a feed or bring 
them back clothes or something.
SANDRA: What sort of situations are these kids in with regard 
to families?
VANESSA: Their parents were boozers, or their parents didn't 
understand. The kids wanted more freedom, they wanted to be 
able to go out and come back when they wanted, they were 
willing to be responsible, but their parents were really tough 
on them. Then they rebel against them and they just go around 
the streets and do their thing. I know that sometimes when 
they're on their own, and they've got nothing to do, they feel

really depressed.
The thing that pulls them down is that the police are always 

bugging them on the streets, saying to them, Are you fellas keep
ing out of trouble. They try to keep away from the police and 
the police just hang around looking for trouble.

When I was on the streets I had friends working in takeaway 
bars and they'd always give us a feed. And I had friends who 
would lend me money. But the others, they didn't even have 
that. Just wandering the street day and night. Last week I went 
into town and met my girlfriend. We saw some street kids and 
they said, "Got any money?" I always give it to them, although 
I know they spend it on rubbish, but, you know, just to keep 
them going. It's what they need. There's kids sleeping under of
fice buildings off Queen Street. They go in the tunnels at the 
back and sleep near the pipes to keep warm. It's really cold now.

I can't stand going into town now because I know every inch 
ot it. It brings back memories. And then I remember that some 
are still there.
SANDRA: What happens as people get older?
VANESSA: They tend to leave the streets. They eventually 
realise the streets just isn't it. And they decide, oh well, must 
find somewhere to stay, and they just go. Pretty much all the 
old street kids are off the streets now. Either they've got engag
ed or married, or they've got a place to stay. They've eventual
ly found something to hang onto. We sometimes all meet 
downtown again and have a look around, if there's no trouble 
going on! Mind you, we're the old street kids. The ones before 
us said to us when we were on the streets, you're all ruffians, 
we never used to do what you do now. The young ones, we 
say exactly the same to them!

I'd like to set up something. I talk to my friends about it and 
they say, how we gonna do that, we've got no money for it. 
I wouldn't know if anyone would support us. I think about it 
a lot.D

Vanesvi Allen (photographs by Diane Quin)
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through our ideas and responses. It is obvious that our perspec
tives differ but our divergence has helped us develop our ideas.

Probably none of us would have made it to a finished article 
on our own: we bullied and stimulated each other on. Of course 
the results are only tentative, a beginning. This is not a definitive 
work. We recognise that we will probably criticize our own 
article in six months' time. It is important to recognize that the 
process of developing ideas is ongoing, not static, as can be seen 
in the shift and movement from the first part of Donna's articles 
to the third.

If any readers are interested in joining future discussions on 
the ideas of this article please contact us (phone: 767-553).

I I  feel a real alienation from my "culture" — as a 
^  * L L - i  woman, but even more than that, as a human being.

People in New Zealand are allowed no real power in the 
decision-making process — they are instead fed myths which 
urge them to join in activities which appear to be satisfying and 
important, but which in fact are permissible only because they 
offer no threat to the established order. Round the Bays, 
Telethon, individuals in distress or with rare medical problems, 
the mobilising of huge emergency services to save a foolhardy 
yachtsman or skier. These activities are built into great impor
tant events by the news media, and fed back to us everyday 
as national "news", while the decisions and events which will 
really shape our lives are reported as secondary or simply ig
nored. There is more new of real importance in the four pages 
of the Zambian Daily Mail from a one party state than in the 
forty of the NZ Herald out of our great Westminster democracy.

Individuals are urged to better themselves and fulfil their lives, 
but they do so at the expense of others. "Personal fulfilment 
is not political change . (Maori Sovereignty) The inequalities are 
glaringly apparent — from the hundreds of boats in Westhaven 
representing thousands and thousands of dollars which sit there 
idle for most of the time — all that money invested to satisfy 
the occasional whim of the owner while many people are 
without adequate food and shelter: the collecting of individual 
property swimming pools, spa pools, three car families, 
massive houses with sweeping driveways, slate lined rooms.

It is the individual versus the communal interest — the 
philosophy that individuals can fulfil themselves — the myth 
of the "free" West. But the gathering of more and more per
sonal property simply brings paranoia and superficiality — all 
unrealness.

You cannot fulfil yourself through the acquisition of pro
perty. You cannot be a whole integrated human being while 
many people about you are denied the basics for a good life.
It is the white middle class mistake to think that self-analysis and 
self-improvement are the key to a good life. There is a limit — 
a human limit to how much you can restructure the thoughts 
in your head and your way of being. A limit to the power of 
thought and words. Intellectually we can recognise some of our 
racism, but it is really impossible to work it out in your head 
while still immersed in a white western culture, to work out what 
it feels like to be Maori. One way to really "see" your culture 
is to live in a totally different country outside New Zealand — 
not another Western country. □

Women for Aotearoa began in August 1982 as a discussion 
group. We were Auckland Pakeha feminists who wanted to talk 
together about Donna Awatere s first article on Maori sovereign
ly- This worked so well for us that we continued to meet week
ly or fortnightly and to work together over the Waitangi and 
Royal Tour protest actions.

Despite severe problems of individualism we wrote a collec
tive letter to Broadsheet published in January, 1983. We then 
began work on this article, though it was of course interrupted 
by the more urgent demands of political action in January and 
April. We decided this time that rather than try to force our 
ideas and responses into one collectively written article, we 
would each focus on a different aspect of our response to Maori 
sovereignty and allow our idiosyncracies and disagreements to 
show through. What we have written is very much the result 
of collective discussion. While not all of us have contributed 
in writing, we did all contribute to the process of working
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A  I I Donna Awatere's expression of the call
/ " V L J O v y l  N  for Maori sovereignty excited and provok
ed me. When I first got involved in women's liberation, I was 
stimulated by feminism's fundamental criticism of New Zealand 
society. Now radical Maori women have offered a challenge that 
has given me a renewed sense of political direction. The clarity 
of my previous political perspective has been shattered with the 
development of new thoughts and awareness. Mindful that 1 am 
still in the process of picking up threads, hardly at the weaving 
stage, 1 have written down a few thoughts here tentatively, as 
part of the dialogue.

New Zealand feminism seems to have become pre-occupied 
with reform, its radical potential has been submerged. Our ranks 
are mostly white liberal women, which probably explains much 
of our present inertia. But now, Maori women are speaking and 
being heard. They are demanding that our priority becomes the 
struggle for Maori sovereignty — the return of control over 
Aotearoa to the Maori people. What they are saying has upset 
many feminists, and no wonder; radicalism, especially that which 
involves active self-examination for the (even relatively) power
ful, is painful.

Maori women radicals have had to actively break with their 
own cultural traditions to speak — in taking on the transforma
tion of Pakeha society they are transforming Maori society. This 
is the importance and significance of this struggle being lead by 
Maori women.

As feminists we should be looking at the overall political situa
tion in New Zealand to see where the most important points 
of conflict are. The area of most volatility now is amongst Maori. 
But the revolution they speak of is not the one we white feminists 
had envisaged. We may have to change our thinking. We need 
to explain why Maori sovereignty is central to/relevant to the 
feminist struggle. If we don't, we may end up either being camp 
followers or else being left high and dry while revolutionary 
change takes place with no input from us.

Maori sovereignty is based on a whole different vision and 
way of life from the one we now experience as Pakeha. It is 
radically anti-individualist, and as such offers an antidote to the 
interwoven Pakeha culture and capitalism, with their suicidally 
sick values of consumerism, competition, individual ownership 
and personal “success".

Maori sovereignty offers New Zealanders the opportunity for 
developing our own identity based in the Pacific. It demands 
that we work out our own solutions to our own problems. Just 
one glance at our schools (not to mention our courts, our chur
ches and our economy) shows them to be built upon imported 
and largely irrelevant British ideas and values, which cannot cope

with our present crises.
For me, the vision offered by Maori sovereignty is of a non

capitalist, community-oriented Pacific-based Aotearoa. The strug
gle lead by Maori women gives it its feminist potential. . .

But at the same time, I am uneasy with talk of concrete vi
sions of a future Aotearoa. I think there are serious dangers in 
holding a fixed image of a changed (post-revolutionary) socie
ty. The future is never fixed and certain, but always a product 
of the past and present. Ideally, ongoing change is dynamic — 
an interaction is set up between different groups participating 
in the struggle for change, in an attempt to define its path. There 
is a shared goal — Maori sovereignty — and all groups who 
work towards that must remain in dialogue and struggle with 
each other, as well as with the established structures. After all, 
we all have a stake in our collective and individual future, and 
we are all in a struggle to be able to determine it.

The point I'm trying to make is that there is no one straight 
and predetermined path, with one predetermined future. An 
understanding of this influences the internal politics and tactics 
within the movement for Maori sovereignty. Some groups think 
that there is one path, and that involves being guided totally 
by Maori directives, that the "bottom line" is being prepared 
to leave Aotearoa if that is demanded. Others believe in a two- 
way (dialectical) interaction between Maori and other radicals 
towards building a Maori sovereign country in which we all have 
a stake and an interest.

There has been a lot of rhetoric floating around amongst white 
feminist groups about "fighting racism". But there has been lit
tle general understanding and identification of institutional and 
personal racism; challenges by Maori and other non-Pakeha 
women have made that clear. We whites can intellectualise about 
racism until the cows come home, but Maori sovereignty gives 
us a direction for action. Donna argues that in New Zealand 
"Racism is the effect, loss of sovereignty the cause". The clear 
implication is that to fight racism we must fight for Maori 
sovereignty as part of our struggle.

But the complexity (or simplicity) of racism remains. There 
are more than just Maori and Pakeha in Aotearoa. Pacific 
Islanders, Chinese, Indians and others are all victims of personal 
and institutional racism in this country. But the important point 
remains: that Maori sovereignty is anti- the present system which 
is by and for whites.

Feminism is about women getting power over their own lives. 
The call for Maori sovereignty is coming from women who are 
demanding just that. In that Maori sovereignty challenges all the 
elements in the white male power hierarchy, white feminists must 
see it as the same struggle. But I think it is important to unders
tand the scope of the challenge offered by Maori sovereignty. 
Many feminists see Maori sovereignty as just "another issue", 
instead of seeing it as an all-encompassing political perspective. 
As I see it, issues and perspectives are on two different levels. 
An "issue" is something which springs from an underlying 
perspective. For example, the abortion issue arises from the 
underlying feminist demand for women taking power over their 
own lives. "Issues" are not generally resolved until the underly
ing perspective becomes accepted ideology within a social struc
ture. But issues may be seen as more or less resolved (and 
therefore more or less urgent) within an overall restrictive social 
structure. For example, abortion is now reasonably widely 
available (especially to white middleclass women) even within 
a restrictive society in feminist terms; so demands for its wider 
availability in terms of the underlying feminist political perspec
tive have become less urgent. (This is another example of white 
middleclass women deciding the terms of the battle).

In these terms Maori sovereignty cannot be seen as "another 
issue" because it is a total political perspective, just as is women's 
liberation. They are both political perspectives which demand 
a change in thinking. And both perspectives inform and 
strengthen the other, for me. □
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I Maori sovereignty is the assertion of Maori
VJ L™ autonomy and control for New Zealand. This
is based on the assumption that being Maori involves a radical
ly different way of life and way of seeing things from the way 
of life and perspectives of Pakeha capitalism.

Maori society is essentially communal and collective with a 
holistic philosophical basis. Relationships are personal/communal/ 
tribal. Pakeha capitalism on the other hand is about individuals 
striving and achieving for themselves. They are part of the whole 
only as the sum total of all the individual differences. The driv
ing force of capitalism is the economic push for growth. Rela
tionships occur through the medium of the marketplace. Peo
ple are workers, employers, wives, husbands, dependants. O ut
side the family, where relationships still have a personal aspect, 
the "who" is irrelevant — it is the "what is important. A 
typist is a typist and her skills are transferable to another. It is 
a functional marketable relationship between her and the world, 
so that she can eat.

Being Maori means that their entire way of life is constantly 
being eroded by the individualist nature of society around them. 
This has produced three or four reactions from Maori society:
[1] the issue-oriented fight over individual takes — language, 
isolated land grievances.
[2] the fight for Maori autonomy — Maori control over Maori 
things, such as the Kingitanga pulling back out of Pakeha society.
[3] the demand for a bicultural society.

All of these founder on the basic contradictions between Taha 
Maori and Pakeha capitalism. This leads to two (not mutally ex
clusive) standpoints: [a] to reject the Pakeha presence in New 
Zealand, and/or [b] to try and transform the Pakeha presence 
in New Zealand.

As a Pakeha radical, I can relate most closely to the demand 
to transform Pakeha society, because I am also emotionally and 
spiritually committed to it. As a Marxist, 1 believe that change 
occurs through conflict. In New Zealand, we are observing that 
change occurring with the first stages of conflict.

The assertion of Maori sovereignty is in opposition to British 
sovereignty. It therefore attacks all the structures and aspects 
that maintain British sovereignty. It is a call for a radical restruc
turing of our society.

Many Pakehas have reacted defensively to the concept of 
tangata whenua. The Maori are tangata whenua, and the Pakeha 
are here through the power of British guns and force. Take this 
statement. Move it out of the individualist response, "I'm a 
4th/5th generation Pakeha New Zealander", and put it in its social 
and cultural context about the orientation of our society, and 
it is true. Pakeha society is alien, it is oriented to Europe, there 
is no concept of being tangata whenua. There is very little about 
our society that is specifically New Zealand. Even the love of 
the land advanced by the descendants of the pioneers — con
sider. New Zealand bush takes 500 years to grow up and another 
500 to die down and start to regenerate again. The agriculture 
that replaced it is based on growing grass with a life cycle of 
nine months to feed animals to be sent to the other side of the 
world as commodities to be turned into money. Agriculture in 
New Zealand is capitalist, with relationships that are determin
ed by that. The family farm and the good keen man/strong 
pioneer woman are all part of that capitalist development in New 
Zealand.

Another response to the statement about the Maori being the 
tangata whenua is at the level of "we are the oppressors, so we 
must go". The idea expressed here is that we need to be involv
ed in a struggle for Maori sovereignty as guilt money, atone
ment, redemption. There is no understanding that guilt, sin and 
atonement are concepts of Pakeha Christianity. These are in
dividual responses to the situation: individual predicament — 
individual guilt.

In Donna's Maori Sovereignty article, and more explicitly in 
the Black Unity document that preceded it, there is a theoretical

perspective drawn from Rey's theory of articulation. Capitalism 
can be viewed as a mode of production which in New Zealand 
articulates with Maori society. The capitalist form modifies key 
elements in Maori society, e.g. by changing its economic base. 
This then gives rise to movement and change affecting all other 
aspects of that society, resulting in the health and welfare statis
tics, the imprisonment figures, the housing difficulties etc. that 
we all get upset by.

It is possible for Maori society to cause movement in capitalist 
New Zealand, but only by attacking those points of articulation 
which are vulnerable. For example, much of the working class 
in New Zealand is Maori — and what gives them consciousness 
is their Taha Maori, rather than being working class. A strong 
assertion of Taha Maori obviously has an economic repercus
sion. It's the way forward for New Zealand.

As things stand in New Zealand, most people are passive reci
pients of a situation determined by political and economic events 
outside our control. Donna has thrown down the challenge to 
consciously intervene and so take control of our own history. 
The scope of her three articles provides the depth needed for 
this intervention. The concept of decolonisation of New Zealand 
gives us the direction. Obviously, there is a primary audience 
for this, Maori, but there is a Pakeha audience which also 
responds. These Pakeha accept the challenge regarding their own 
identity in Aotearoa.

The articles are an example of what Donna is writing about. 
She has provided a lead for Pakeha women, and so has asserted 
Maori sovereignty. □

Continued on page 37 ►
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Jacqueline Fahey No. 11 Painted 1958. Destroyed 1962. Oil on Board. "This series of paintings started in 1959 were the result of my first brush 
with suburbia. The touching vulnerability of these cloistered women. There are no bars on the windows but there might as well be. In their isolation 
they have fallen back on magic. Hand reading, interpreting tea-leaves and the signs and portents — the omen at the window". Jacqueline Fahey destroyed 
this and others in the same series of paintings after they were turned down for exhibition at the Barry Lett (now RKS) Gallery.
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JULIET BATTEN: WHAT
When Broadsheet asked me to write an article about New 
•Zealand feminist artists, I was immediately interested. Since my 
return from America in September 1982, I had been aware of 
a huge contrast in attitudes between American and NZ women 
artists. In America the term "feminist artist" didn't appear to be 
a loaded one, it was freely used, apparently without difficulty. 
In New Zealand the term seemed fraught with danger. It arous
ed fear, confusion and distaste on the part of women artists. I 
suspected it wasn't simply a matter of disliking labels per se. It 
seemed to be a matter of this particular combination of labels. 
Like oil and water, art and politics don't mix — or so we have 
been indoctrinated to believe. Despite the "personal is political" 
stand of the women's movement, most women artists still seem 
to believe that feminism and art are indeed like oil and water.

The male art establishment has its double standard on this. 
If the politics are feminist, then the oil and water message is sent 
out loud and clear, sending artists scuttling back into their 
feminist closets. However, if the politics are related to other 
issues, then somehow (surprise, surprise!) it all becomes respec
table. We never hear that "art and politics don't mix" when Ralph 
Hotere exhibits his Aramoana panels, or Pat Hanly his anti
nuclear paintings, or Don Binney shows the bulldozer biting in
to Pureora.

To be a declared feminist artist is to sign one's death warrant 
as far as the art establishment is concerned: this at least is the 
fear. When we note what misogynists hold the power in the 
art world (witness the anti-woman line of Art New Zealand), 
the fear becomes understandable.

In writing this article I did not want to make assumptions about 
which women could be called feminist artists. I wanted the 
women to define themselves. After gathering names of 35 ar
tists whose work might suggest a feminist perspective, I sent out 
a letter asking two questions:

Question 1: When you use the term "feminist artists” for 
yourself, what do you mean by it?

Question 2: Was there a turning point for you when you 
suddenly began to define yourself in this way? When did 
it happen, and what were the important factors leading 
to the change?

I asked for a brief reply, stating that longer replies might have 
to be edited. Biographical details, and photos of two works were 
also requested.

At the back of my mind was the hope that the letter would 
serve as a catalyst that would start the women thinking about 
how they saw themselves. The responses were fascinating, 
especially as certain patterns began to emerge. 18 artists replied, 
and of these, 13 accepted the label "feminist artist". Of the other 
five, four explained that they felt uneasy with the label, and 
one .said she didn't have the time or space for the "careful think
ing through" that the question demanded.

In addition to the 13 affirmative replies, I interviewed Hariata 
Ropata, and wrote a reply myself before any responses from 
the other artists had been returned.

Most of the replies fall into four main groups. First, there are 
two women in their early 50s: Jackie Fahey and Vivian Lynn. 
Each tells of her struggle to find her direction before the days 
of the women's movement. Each produced what might now be 
understood as feminist work, before such a definition ever ex
isted. I found their testimonies moving, especially Jackie Fahey's 
story of her "most feminist inspired paintings", done when she 
was 30 and pregnant. She destroyed these strong works of 
women trapped in suburban kitchens after the Barry Lett Gallery 
turned them down. Vivian Lynn similarly experimented with

IS A FEMINIST ARTIST?

Jacqueline Fahey No. 1 Painted 1958, Destroyed 1962, Oil on Board.

her "Hairy Jelly" and "a studio full of odd experiments in plaster, 
jelly and stockings", but "couldn't do anything with them" 
because the context in which they might have been understood 
was lacking. She was living on an isolated South Canterbury farm 
at the time; Jackie Fahey was trapped in suburbia.

For both women, the definition "feminist" is primarily one 
that gives permission to draw on the content of their own lives, 
to identify the "problem without a name". It also means bring
ing a political consciousness to bear on this material.

The next group includes women mainly in their late 30s or 
early 40s, whose responses show a lack of clarity or even avoid
ance of question 1. This may reflect the fact that artists do not 
necessarily express themselves easily in words. It may also in
dicate fear, or isolation. One woman came up with an answer 
to Question 1 only after being prompted, and said she feared 
writing anything the art establishment could use against her.

A third group finds no problem in fusing the terms feminist 
and artist. Glaudia Pond Eyley says her feminism will show 
through, not only in paintings of protest, but also in domestic 
still life. Anna Heinz (23 years) says she is "both an artist and 
a feminist which is important because feminism is a state of mind 
and the art work feeds off the same state of mind." Jane Zusters 
(31) similarly sees herself as a feminist artist because "feminism 
has always been the backdrop to my life and work". This is also 
my own position.

For the fourth group, there is an assumption that a feminist 
artist is one who produces only political work. For Hariata 
Ropata, whose latest exhibition was openly political, this does 
not seem to have caused any conflict. But for others, it becomes 
a major stumbling block. Linda James says "I am a feminist 
politically and a female artistically". Anna Keir makes the same 
distinction: "I am a feminist but when I think of myself as an

2 0  Broadsheet, June 1983



artist it is as a woman artist rather than a feminist artist". Her 
close experience with a feminist audience, through working at 
the Women's Gallery, gives her comments an interesting perspec
tive. She introduces the idea of accountability to the feminist 
movement — an idea that has been raised elsewhere with regard 
to the Web Women's record. At the same time, she finds that 
a feminist audience is not necessarily the best one for a feminist 
artist, for this audience lacks "serious interest in visual 
art"..."response to visual work consisted either of silence or an 
angry analysis of the artist's assumed politics or lack of them". 
(Hariata Ropata also told me that her audience is mainly artists, 
rather than activists, despite the strong political comment of her 
work).

Ironically, it seems that the label "feminist artist" may be more 
useful to those artists whose audience is not primarily a feminist 
one. For such artists the label indicates a strong stand, that they 
insist on being taken seriously as women. They also take a risk 
in using it. To the general public, the term "feminist" is a stumbl
ing block, for this audience is resistant to connecting (feminist) 
politics with art. To the feminist community, the term "artist" 
may be the stumbling block, for this audience is resistant to con
necting art with politics.

Between the two worlds, the feminist artist pursues her lone
ly existence. Alexis Hunter is a New Zealander who finds sup
port as a feminist artist by living and working in Britain. When 
she returned here for a visit in 1982 she said of NZ women in 
the art world:

There is not much communication... The feminist women I 
know working in the art scene are mostly what I would call 
"closet feminists". They do their best, but hide their feminist 
ideas.*
It is my hope that 1983 may mark the beginning of a new 

movement, when feminist artists embark on a dialogue about 
definitions, connect more with one another, and give each other 
the strength to insist on serious attention both as artists and as 
feminists. □
‘ Interview with Alexa Johnston in Art New Zealand 24. It is unusual 
to find coverage of a feminist artist in Art New Zealand; however Alexis 
Hunter first gained recognition overseas. It is worth noting that the editor 
of Art New Zealand cut the following introductory paragraph from 
Alexa's article:

"Feminism" is not a work with which many New Zealand art critics 
or historians feel comfortable. In so far as the purpose of feminism 
is to criticize, unsettle, even topple the patriarchal system which op
presses women, this is not surprising. The art world here, has manag
ed until now to evade the issue of feminist art practice, and generally 
hostile or patronising responses to feminist art, have ensured the rarity 
of work which has political content, and which attacks or satirizes 
the patriarchy both in the art world, and in society. Yet, at the recent 
Sydney Biennale, feminist artists represented many participating 
countries..."

Ed note: Juliet wrote this article before the contributions from the 
artists had been edited, and, in some cases, expanded on or changed 
by the artists. Her discussion applies to the original contributions — 
this explains some slight discrepancies between what she has written 
and what is reproduced on these pages.

JACQUELINE FAHEY
Q .l: When I use the term "feminist artist" I mean, a) I am a 
woman (and that helps) but by marrying, having children and 
being confined by that experience I am leading the life most 
women lead. I would even after that not call myself a feminist 
artist if I did not use that experience and physical world as the 
material to comment politically on that special way of spending 
one's life. However, it is not that I have consciously set out to 
do feminist paintings. It is how they have turned out and I am 
glad they have turned out that way.

Now this is not to say, that another woman's claim to be a

Jacqueline Fahey In Memoriam  1969, Oil on Board.
Painted in 1969 when my father died. My mother came to stay and 
here we are stunned with grief. She is held by a wintry, barren land
scape and a constant monologue that tries to make sense of the past. 
We are using drink as a prop. The unmade bed indicates disorder.

feminist artist, whose lifestyle differs wildly from my own, has 
not an equal right to the title. Her experience of what it is like 
to be a woman is equally real. Her work may be an equally ef
fective weapon, depending on the quality of her work and her 
unconscious intent and integrity. >
Q.2: Reading Simone de Beauvoir's Day By Day in America 
when I was 22 in 1952. Not much later I read The Second Sex. 
Because she was a lapsed Catholic it made it easier for me to 
relate to her. The ideas here churned away but did not shoiv 
in my painting until I was 26 when I started my first paintings 
that had suburbia and marriage as their theme. "Eggs for 
Breakfast and "Woman Trapped in the Bath" was another. They 
were exhibited at Harry Seresin's coffee bar where I was work
ing at the time. Rather Picasso inspired, they have to my 
knowledge completely disappeared. At thirty I became pregnant 
and started my most feminist inspired paintings.

The Barry Lett Gallery turned them down and I destroyed 
the paintings. I now think that the understanding Anthony 
Stones interview (in Mate) shows should have been enough for 
me and I do not admire myself for such an indulgent act of self 
pity. We moved to Auckland in the early days of the organis
ing of NOW. It is curious to think that I was approached by 
more than one woman involved in NOW  to explain to me my 
special role in the Women's Movement as Fraser McDonald's
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Jacqueline Fahey Final Domestic Expose — I Paint M yself 1981/1982, 
Oil on Board and Collage.
This painting was the result of remarks from women who were into 
a genteel number who would say to me things such as, "I really don't 
know how you can do it — expose your private life like that". Alright, 
I thought, it's exposure we are talking about, let's really have exposure. 
The mess in my house has turned into a whirlwind or mess ana I strip 
right off and expose the lot. It's thumbing my nose at gentility.

Claudia Pond-Eyley Moon, Water, Blood Fire, Stone 1982, 
Pencil and Paint on Paper.

WATEF*

STONE

Claudia Pond-Eyley Self Portrait with Famous Women's Paintings 
1981, Pencil on Paper.
This drawing came from my interest in images of women by women 
artists. The figures that surround the self portrait deal with relationships 
between women or mother and child. The works by Kathe Kollwitz and 
M ary Cassatt concern themselves with women's emotions and personal 
feelings. Their approach is unique in the history of art where women 
are continually depicted as objects or possessions. Even the madonna 
and child religious works invariably display the mother presenting the 
child to the viewer and rarely does the work represent the nurturing 
relationship between mother and child.
Moon, Water, Blood, Fire, Stone is a drawing that takes imagery from 
my local domestic environment. The volcano is to me a very female form.
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wife. That one we had all hfeard about before propping up the 
great man number. I did observe that the position of any women 
whose husbands were acclaimed by the Women's Movement 
was positively schizophrenic. It seemed it had been decided the 
Women's Movement was to be for all women except the wives 
of the chosen men and they had suddenly become invisible. A 
truly eunuching experience! One had become neither a man nor 
a woman. I do not now believe it was malice but all part of the 
euphoria of most political thinking of the late 60's and early 70's. 
Most left wing politics of the western world at that time had 
no teeth and when the right showed its teeth there was a rush 
for den, a safe area. What has emerged is a much more pragmatic 
and effective feminist movement. The gunk had to be worked 
through. Over this period 1 had destroyed anything I had brought 
with me from Wellington and stopped painting for four years. 
By the time 1 started working agin I knew painting was as im
portant to me as eating and drinking and that my lowered self
esteem through the move to Auckland would only drop lower 
if I didn't start painting again. This time around I set up a pat
tern of working from 9 til 12 every day with the intent of keep
ing that up for the rest of my life.

Biography: Born 1929 Timaru. Educated Teschemakers, 
Oamaru. Grad. Canterbury Art School. Lots of exhibitions. 
QEII Grant to New York 1979.

\

CLAUDIA POND-EYLEY
Q .l: When I use the term "feminist artist", I mean that I execute 
my work from a woman's view point in the strongest sense. That 
woman's experience is positive and powerful; that women have 
the right to express their whole selves spontaneously and free
ly, and that this stance be respected. As an artist this conviction 
must come through in my art work, whether in the area of 
domestic still life or the depiction of active angry protest.

Q.2: In 1979, after painting "professionally" for ten years, I 
became very concerned about my direction as an artist. During 
this time in which my children had been born and nurtured, I 
had not directly utilized my situation as a mother in my serious 
art work. I think that this was a conscious effort on my part to 
mentally separate my day-to-day life as a homemaker and mother 
from my "professional" concerns, feeling that this subject mat
ter would not be acceptable.

My paintings during these years consisted of colour field work. 
It was later when I read Lucy Lippard's From the Centre that 
I realised other women had also been working in similar vein, 
relating to the earth and to the sea — not as places to conquer, 
but as places to identify, and perhaps to indentify with , form
ing an associative web of factual and visual material".

During 1979 I began to research my NZ family history... I 
read about the Women's Art Movement in America and learn
ed about the Dinner Party Project. As I became more and more 
interested in the Women's art movement, I spoke with Allie 
Eagle, who did so much in initiating the movement here in NZ. 
It became clear to me that as an artist I should be relating the 
point of view that I experienced as a woman, and as a mother.

A new series of paintings took my home environment as its 
subject matter. The works were a real celebration of my children, 
my home, my garden and the view of Mount Eden from my 
home.

I was fortunate in being able to take a trip to the USA to see 
the women's Art Movement first-hand, to visit the Women's 
Building in Los Angeles, the Frida Kahlo home and museum in 
Mexico City, as well as the Feminist Art Institute in NYC and 
the Dinner Party at the Brooklyn Museum in New York. In the 
following two years the subject of the paintings passed into the

interior of my home, using views out onto the gardens and 
landscape.

Simultaneously, I have continued my interest in drawing from 
the human figure. The figures have recently developed into self- 
portraits with strong feminist content such as "Self portrait with 
Ancient Mothers". The theme of ancient goddess figures has ap
peared in my work as a result of my interest in researching and 
collecting ancient and "primitive" representations of the female 
figure.

My most recent works are called "Rites of Passage" and deal 
with the concept of transition. The theme comes from my rela
tionship with my daughter who has recently reached her menar- 
che. In many ways I feel that these works are a culmination of 
many concerns I have as an artist and as a woman.

Biography: Born Matamata 1946; attended schools in 
Montreal, Canada, and Yonkers, New York; studied at Elam 
School of Fine Arts 1965-68. Have exhibited since 1969 and 
is assistant lecture in freehand drawing at the School of 
Architecture, Auckland University. Lives in Mount Eden, 
Auckland.

DlFFRENCH
Q .l: A hard worker who respects individual liberty and the 
scruples of an individual. Someone who stands by her principles 
even when it would be profitable to compromise them.

When you wrote I was reading about the systematic destruc
tion of women during the 17th century and onwards. Those poor 
old ladies (and young) and there were several million killed. Then 
I looked into how the Turks sewed women into sacks and drown
ed them and the other cultures, what they do with women. I 
am speechless when asked about feminism. I am simply unable 
to come out with how I feel.

As to being a feminist artist, there are no limits, that is the 
main thing that matters.

Q.2: Aspects of my work evoke femininity (strength) without 
being feminist, such as "Mother, Daughter, Woman", 1980. 
Whereas "Diary" 1980 was a feminist work, with political in
tent. I have never described that work, but it is about an article 
in the newspaper. There were debates that year about corporal 
punishment being introduced into the schools for girls. I was 
working partly with that in mind — that there are so many forms 
rape can take and so on. I call "Diary", "Intrusions".

Another work "Fractures" 1981 was interesting in that I was 
"M rs T relore", a w om an I knew  as a child. 
She was a glamorous woman who wore beautiful net ballgowns, 
camellias in her hair. I saw her dressed in a net, ballerina length 
cocktail frock, sherry glass in hand, awaiting the arrival of her 
new Kelvinator refrigerator. This was during the 1950s. She did 
floral arrangements/her art. She was also moody, melancholic, 
very special. I organised a routine for her — because for me to 
understand her, to have such a clear memory of her, I was com
ing to terms with my own mirror. I was saying there are no limits, 
but they are inevitably built. The only thing to do is to break 
them down and keep on going forward.

Other works "Promenade", "Active Perimeter", "Blue Pacific 
Souvenir", "Garbage Rocks" were genderless, but political. There 
are works that seem to have elements like membranes, ie. "Fon
tanel", Birth — Death, the dead teach the living. In "The Same 
Leaves", from washing bowl to washing bowl my journey. There 
are clues, that are the "series of events". These clues lead one 
back to the initial impact, the impression that may have only 
lasted seconds, but was so very acute. Possibly the work is 
already made and all one can do is be the labourer, the 
instrument.
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Biography: I am not a Dunedin artist. I have only lived 
here since 1979, having spent several years in Auckland and 
Australia. Lived in USA for a year 1978-1979. I have 
exhibited in the Women's Gallery since 1980.

Di Ffrench, From Fontanel 1982, Fibreglass vessels and water 
to the meniscus on Kahikatea timber.

Top left: Di Ffrench Aeonian December 1977/78, Willow Timbers, 
Feathers, Cheesecloth, Fishing Line.

Aeonian is an interesting work in that the cheesecloth sails were semi
transparent and "held" the sea and sky through them as a frame. (The 
work was made on one of those sandhills, close to the sea, that had a 
natural "garden" growing on the top.) The willow timber supports were 
found in the area, as was the stormy petrel bird's feathers used. (The 
bird was dead in the surf.) 1 took just enough feathers from it. Fine fishing 
line was used.

I photographed Aeonian just before I left for the USA and the gales 
and salty winds had eroded the sails/wings, it died beautifully. This work 
was part of a performance piece.

An extract from an interview with Di Ffrench about her performance 
piece, Fontanel."It was about me as a person, but stripping down through 
the layers to the prehistoric person that I think is in us and interests me. 
I think I was asking questions about the black race, whether they are 
going to survive after us, whether our civilisation is going to die, whether 
we are going to be wiped out. Civilisations die, cultures die, a new one 
comes up — birth and death — spring comes forth every year".

Carole Shepheard Marion's Necklace 1983, Etching.
This is one of a series of related body/organic images which emerged 
from a long period of interest and photographic experimentation with 
the idea of covering the female form with organic elements. The initial 
idea was to use the juxtaposition of the images to convey the ideas of 
protection/concealing/secreting — but as the work was in progress and 
the ideas became more fully realised, so did the need not to take a 
negative position about the body image and attempts to treat it in an 
uncluttered, assertive but sensual way.

After working on the initial drawings, plates, and then the proofs, 
1 realised surprisingly that all the images I had used were objects, treasures 
and articles that had been given to me by close women friends over 
a long period of time. A Ladies Mantle plant from Eirlys, a nest from 
Miranda, a shirt from Melanie etc. So although one aspect of the work 
relates to the covering of the body with organic elements — the body 
as landscape — the other important area is to acknowledge the gifts 
through the titles, as these were the visual starting points.

Carole Shepheard Treasures 1983, Installation Piece (detail).
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CAROLE SHEPHEARD
Q .l: The term feminist artist for me is the recognition and belief 
in women, in their work, their modes of expression, their 
heritage, their struggles, their lives, their identity and their very 
real visibility. The term women artist is not an adequate descrip
tion. There are many many women involved with art making 
but most perpetuate the stereotypes produced by men for many 
centuries.

Feminist artists are looking for and producing new images. 
It is not a coincidence that women world wide are exploring 
similar imagery and affirmation of feminist art is being made 
constantly. Images like goddess, window, vulva, strata/layers, 
body image etc are being used as the content/composition of 
art. There is no specific feminist style but the movement is about 
content/intent and feminists must be free to explore their 
ideas/aims in any way appropriate. The strength is in the honest 
exploration of the lives of women — social/political/sex- 
ual/whatever and whether it is done representationally (Pond- 
Eyley) expressionisticaily (Fahy) abstractly (Strathdee) concep
tually (Lynn) makes little difference if the message is there.

One can be political in her art in a variety of ways. To ex
plore new imagery is political, to use traditional art techniques 
is political, to expose "taboo" areas of sexuality is political. One 
woman working quietly on exploring her life through a 
diary/workbook is quietly political. She is ensuring a position 
of visibility and with the help of a supportive feminist network 
will build a new reality for women.

Q.2: The turning point for me was in '79 when my marriage 
broke up and I wished to lay behind me the work from a very 
difficult period. I wished to work a lot more intimately, ex
pressively with my feelings and to find a means of expressing 
what it is like to be a woman ("Screaming Time" — "Surfac
ing"). The work moved from very controlled and detailed col
lages of my environment both physical and natural — a series 
where windows were very important! — to a more abstract recor
ding of pure emotion and time.

In 1980 when I organised the "Women in the Arts" mixed 
media exhibition at Outreach I was aware for the first time of 
a great deal of antagonism towards such an event. Letters, phone 
calls, visits pointing out the distaste for such an exhibition 
alongside the overwhelming support from many, many, women 
artists, forced me to clarify my thoughts on the whole question 
of feminism, feminist art etc. I had to react from an instinctive 
stance as I had read little of the women's movement nor had 
I belonged to any group exploring women's issues. So as a reac
tion to the anger (from women and men — I have some in
teresting letters!) I was determined to put women in touch with 
each other as although I had had numerous phone conversations 
and correspondence with women artists, they didn't know each 
other well. During this show was the first get-together of 
Auckland Women Artists Assoc.

From this point I made a conscious effort to reclaim women's 
traditional skills ("Natural Identity"), explore taboo areas of 
female sexuality, record women's daily life experiences 
( Jeanette") and link women with their physical/natural environ
ment ("Identity Fragments"), record relationships and establish 
female images.

I have no hesitation in attacking any system that attempts to 
eras:5 women's identities/experiences (City Art Gallery) and ex
cludes these from the public's experience of feminist art. I will 
support women's activities with what energy I have and con
tinue to encourage, support and help women in the arts wherever 
I can.

Biography: Born 6.11.45 Taumaranui, educated Inglewood. 
Elam School of Fine Arts, 1964-7. Have worked as a 
secondary school teacher. Since 1977 has exhibited 
continuously in one-woman and group shows; and is 
currently co-ordinator of the Full Circle project. QEII Arts 
Council travel grant 1983 to look at women's art in 
America.

HARIATA MAY ROPATA
E kore a hau e ngaro, he kakano i rui a mai i Rangiatea. . .' 

Lost or forgotten I will not be, for I am of the seed of Rangiatea, 
the sacred marae of my Polynesian ancestors." Born in Otaki 
1952 of Ngati Raukawa Tribe.

The only picture in our house was the Coronation sitting high 
above our old coal range. My kuia brought me up. She was really 
old and hardly spoke English. I remember like yesterday when 
she died. I told my older cousin Marewa that she would die 
tonight and got slapped in the face. That night she died, I was 
eight and I've missed her since.

At school I enjoyed art. I never got to art school. It never 
entered my mind anyway. The trendy commercial works I see 
around don't speak anything so I've got to imagine even more, 
which is damn good for me. I'm my own power source.

Painting out of my experience as a Maori womin and the ex
perience of racism, half of my exhibition (at Denis Cohn Gallery 
in November 1982) expressed that black women are leading the

Hariata May Ropata Hapu Wahine 1982, Rimu.
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struggle. The Springbok Tour, Waitangi, Bastion Point, set my 
consciousness as an artist strongly supporting the Maori land 
struggles. Back in 1980 1 painted "A Departure", indigenous peo
ple being thrown off their land. That was the first and last till 
1982 having any significance to land struggles.

My earlier paintings, coming from the subconscious — in
dividual visions, fantasy, myth, symbolism — all appear to me 
to be laid back, trivial. I don't feel too bad about them now, 
just a matter of getting the ingredients right. However, political 
activity forced me to look much deeper inside myself, to analyse. 
So in my November 1982 exhibition I attempted to express my 
honest feelings, indicating some religious content, social crisis, 
trying to transmit to my audience.

Now I'm under an apprenticeship in European and Traditional 
Maori Sculpture — a bloody long time, but I'll make many years, 
that's for sure. I heave a lot of calling going on in my head and 
the images I see. It's only a matter of time and patience. As for 
my painting, it can take a back seat for now — I shall splash 
around in due course.

The land is the mother and should we abandon the custom 
of weeping for our dead, then our Maoritanga would pass from 
the world of light into darkness and oblivion . . .

jane Zusters Librium Blanket with Mask and Carrington Totem 
7982-83, Ceramic. Paint on Fabric, Wood, String, Charcoal, Paint.
Librium Blanket and Porangi Box are pieces which happened as a result 
of working on a PEP mural scheme at Carrington Mental Hospital from 
August 1982 until May 1983. In the hospital I was painting naive "trompe 
d'oeil" for the people there. I was often in a state of conflict within myself 
about functioning as an artist in this institution.

I made these pieces for myself alone. Librium Blanket with Mask and 
Totem  is about how in our culture people are turned into shells (masks) 
by the supression of their feelings through pharmaceutical drugs. The 
totem is an authority symbol. It is a maimed and deranged one as sym
bolised by the cuts, barbed wire, string and nails.

One day in the wards a man gave me two stones as if they were great 
treasures. I turned them into boats that sail in a painted lake in a world 
made of "found objects" discarded around the hospital. This piece was 
named by Bill, who is a carver, and has been an inmate of Carrington 
for the last twenty years. Porangi means "demented" or "mad" in Maori.

Hariata May Ropata Untitled 1982.

Jane Zusters Porangi Box 1982, Painted Construction.
For me the world inside the "porangi" box has treasure. It is the world 
of the unconscious, the spirit world outlawed by the values of the 
materialistic pakeha culture. It is a power space to be explored and the 
right to enter it reclaimed.

JANE ZUSTERS
Q.l: A feminist is a woman who does not subscribe to the patriar
chal status quo and refuses to live her life in accordance with 
this. A feminist artist is a woman who applies these perceptions 
through her art and life whether it be obliquely or explicitly.
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Q.2:1 suppose I became an artist because I was a feminist first. 
It was my feminism that gave me the courage to step outside 
my social conditioning and my family's conventional expecta
tions for me. In 1971 I became a member of Christchurch 
Women's Liberation Movement.

Until then the only model for mental deviance I had was that 
of madness" as expressed through the writing of Janet Frame, 
Sylvia Plath and Anne Sexton. I identified strongly with the idea 
of madness as a state of other knowledge and rebellion against 
destiny. Becoming a feminist forced me to examine other models 
for my existence.

I had no expectations of myself careerwise and vaguely ex
pected some future husband to financially provide for me. I was 
studying for the BA in English that nice, bright girls who've been 
educationally side-tracked do! On my 20th birthday my mother 
asked me what I wanted and I asked for and received Kate 
IVlillett s Sexual Politics. It changed my way of seeing 
everything.

The next year I went to live with my boyfriend in a bach 
at North Beach and one week later I developed glandular fever.
I can see in retrospect this illness was a turning point. I stopped 
looking outwards in terms of trying to change society and con
fronted myself. I had got 33 % for School Certificate Art and 
failed to sustain my adolescent creativity.

In 1973 I took up a job teaching in Fiji at a school in Navua. 
Here I took my first photographs although it was only in my 
head. I burned images into my brain by intense concentration. 
On the island of Beqa I sat in a bure with three doors and drew 
each section of wall with the view through each door. Visually 
I was overwhelmed though on a physical level my health was 
crapping out, partly becuase of poor living conditions and I had 
not fully recovered from glandular fever. I was covered in 
tropical ulcers that wouldn t heal. Six months later we returned 
to NZ and I got a job as a postie.

Not long after I had the revelation that what had gone wrong 
with my art was that I had killed it by being overcritical as I 
did it. I had to become a child again and give myself the freedom 
to create without judgement.

For me this perception was the beginning of where I'm at to
day. I am not a consciously political polemical feminist artist but 
my feminism has always been the backdrop to my life and work.

Biography: Born 1951 Christchurch. BA at Canterbury 
University, 1970-72; 1974-75 Student at Canterbury Fine 
Arts School dropout — Have lived in Auckland since 
1978.

Juliet Batten The Shape o f  Aloneness August 1982, Sandform,
Bakers Beach, San Francisco. v
The Vida Gallery collective of the San Francisco Women's Building asked 
me to facilitate a sand workshop for them along the lines of similar 
workshops I d done in New Zealand. I was a long way from home and 
the need ror strength in solitude was very much in my mind; hence my 
sandform, made as part of that workshop.

JULIET BATTEN
Q .l: I have no difficulty in calling myself a feminist artist because 
for me the label feminist is neither narrow nor negative. My 
identity as a feminist and as an artist cannot be separated, and 
while my art is, I hope, neither anti-feminist nor anti-woman, 
not all of my work is "political" in the narrow sense of the term.

As a feminist artist I recognise the power of the image to 
change consciousness. I acknowledge that women's identity has 
been subjected to erasure (witches, lesbians), and to lies (that we 
are weak, passive, "natural" mothers, vaginally orgasmic etc) 
throughout history. Images can reclaim areas of women's con
sciousness that have been taboo, erased, or devalued (grand
mothers, children, domesticity). Images can reflect and help form 
our new consciousness as women. Images are powerful.

A feminist artist may also challenge stereotypes by the media 
she uses, by the scale of her work, or by its format. In some 
of my work I consciously seek to reclaim devalued media or 
methods (e.g. stitching), and give them new strength and mean
ing. When I work small, when I make visual diaries, when I work 
with nature or on collaborative projects, all of these activities 
are consciously validated and made possible by my feminist 
consciousness.

A feminist artist may also seek to change the oppressive struc
tures of society through political action in the arena of arts. I 
am involved in many of these activities.

Q.2: I was a feminist before I was an artist. Being active in 
feminist groups, including the Women's Studies tutor's group, 
gave me a sound base from which to start a course on women 
artists, develop my own art, and facilitate collaborative projects. 
The turning point had been meeting Allie Eagle, a strong les
bian feminist artist. I discovered, with both rage and excitement, 
that women artists existed, and that this reality has been sup
pressed and hidden from us. The discovery of feminist music, 
poetry and art all came together. It blew my mind!

Previously I'd been blocked artistically because my male- 
trained mind rejected all the potential sources of inspiration as 
being trivial, not "universal", or somehow disreputable. Suddenly 
I realised that my female experience was valid, that I needn't 
suppress it and try to write or paint like a man. Angry poetry 
about motherhood began to pour out of me: such a relief to let 
it out! The visual images also began to flow: a visual diary, scrolls 
and paintings of goddesses, female cycles and ancient symbols 
(after reading M. Esther Harding's Women's Mysteries). Then 
came the "Roses" series, about my unfolding sexuality and 
reaching out to women (before feminism I wouldn't have dared 
paint flowers!). The Women's Gallery opened in January 1980, 
and I was well and truly launched. Contributing to theme shows 
throughout the first two years of the Women's Gallery was an 
important process. The "Birth" series followed (a cervical-eye 
view), and then "Seeds" in 1982. I am also exploring ritual, in 
sand work done on the beach at Te Henga over the last few 
years.

Sharing a studio every Wednesday with a supportive group 
of women has been, and still is important. Feminism has been 
a door to the unconscious, a way of unlocking all the vital sources 
that have fed my art.

Biography: Born 1942. Educated Inglewood and Auckland. 
English degree at Auckland University, then became a self- 
taught artist, with a self-taught artist mother as a strong role 
model. Solo exhibitions in 1981 and 1982, plus many group 
shows. Collaborative projects: art environments, including 
"Lifescape". Is currently teaching Women as Artists courses 
and workshops around New Zealand. Lives in Mt Eden, 
Auckland.
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Juliet Batten Birth 1980, Watercolour.

BARBARA STRATHDEE
Q .l: All art is political, and as a feminist 1 must keep a constant 
check on the work I make to understand what meaning it might 
have to different sections of our society. I still have trouble with 
bad habits from the conditioning I received prior to becoming 
a feminist.

Q.2: Yes. While travelling in the USA during 1975, I realised 
that I was working within the same, very narrow, frames of 
reference of much of the painting I saw in the museums — in 
some cases the work was almost identical to my own. I felt redun
dant as an artist and decided that I should comment on what 
mattered to me as an individual, living at a particular time. Now 
I began to view my previous concerns with the conventions of 
the painted canvas as an escape from my social reality as a 
housewife, mother and expatriate. I had a studio in the city, in 
a business block, to which I would go each morning, lock myself 
in with my painting and forget my life at home and my rela
tionships to other people.

Now my problem is that of finding the appropriate visual 
language that will convey all that 1 wish to include in any one 
piece of work.

Biography: Born 14 May 1941, Wellington; Educated at 
Wellington Girls' College; BA Victoria University of Wellington, 
1982. Six years as graphics artist in advertising before living in 
London with student husband and young child, attending art 
school part-time. 1966 to 1978 Trieste, Italy. Worked with Prof 
A. Cernigoi, constructivist artist. Founding member of an artists' 
feminist group in 1974. Many exhibitions, study at summer 
schools etc, and a dealer contract for two years. Now living in 
Wellington and Trieste.

Anna Heinz Untitled Latex Rubber, Gauze Cloth, String, PVA, 
Epoxy Resin.
Hermaphroditic piece with insistent "male" side and protected "female" 
side. Note: I have never used the male phallic imagery in solitary, always 
in groups. 1 usually make the forms hollow and therefore to varying 
degrees hermaphroditic. 1 purposely avoid totally literal representations 
of phallic forms. Male phallic form is always hung downwards.

Barbara Strathdee Living-room/Death-room 1982, a piece for 
Fl Sculpture Project
Gold-painted cushions on which people can sit. Gold-sprayed wooden 
floor with a photograph album chained to it. The string forms a cone 
— an equivalent to the ray of light from the sky-light. A peaceful place.

Inside the album are photocopies of newspaper reproductions of the 
Sabra Camp massacre victims. The family album is transformed from 
an affectionate record of intimate moments into an insistent reminder 
of our responsibility for what happens to the families of others outside 
our own living-rooms.
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ANNA HEINZ
Q .l: When I use the words “feminist artist" to describe myself, 
I feel I am describing two quite separate aspects.

Firstly, I am describing myself as being both an artist and a 
feminist which is important because feminism is a state of mind 
and the art work feeds off that same state of mind.

Secondly, I am describing my work as being feminist in nature, 
which it does tend to be, especially at present. By this I mean 
that a particular work has some consciously feminist aspects, 
perhaps the title, particular use of sexual imagery, or some 
analogy.

The degree to which my work is feminist in this latter sense 
will always fluctuate, and is not something I necessarily push.

Q.2: If I had any changeover point it was during my third year 
at Art School when I found myself struggling with concepts of 
sculpture and angry with life, art school, men. It was a time of 
gathering awareness and of reading books by people like Lucy 
Lippard and Judy Chicago and of discovering the work of Eva 
Hesse whose influence was quite strong.

During this time I started to use the materials (latex rubber, 
string, wire, cloth, papier mache) which I still use, and it was 
the first time I ever felt a real empathy for the materials I was 
working with.

Also I did several performances during that year and the next 
mostly expressing quite strong personal feminist feelings.

From the end of that year onwards I felt OK about calling 
myself an "artist". The term "feminist artist" I have since drifted 
into as a more accurate description of my personality and work, 
although it is important to me that my work has artisitic merit 
quite apart from any feminist comment it may make.

Biography: Born 21.2.59. Educated Nelson College for Girls 
1972-76. Attended School of Fine Arts, Ilam, Chch 1977-80. 
Graduated with Dip F.A. Hons (Sculpture). Attended Chch 
Teachers Training College 1981. Now teaching Art at Chch 
Boys' High School and working in a studio in the Chch 
Peterborough Centre (part of the Arts Centre).

ANNA KEIR
Q .l: I am a feminist but when I think of myself as an artist it 
is as a woman artist rather than a feminist artist.

By calling myself a woman artist I mean two things. Firstly, 
that I work out of my reality, which is female. This does not 
mean that my work always deals with universal female 
experience but rather that it always begins with my own life 
experience, often a re-examination of an aspect of that experience 
i.e. feelings about my mother, childhood memories. Secondly, 
in defining myself as a woman artist I place what I do within 
the wider context of the women's art movement and feel linked 
to innumerable other women who work both collectively and 
individually to re-examine and re-define a whole range of issues 
and methods of working.

Given this, why do I feel uneasy about the term "feminist 
artist and unwilling to define myself this way? Partly it is a 
problem with the words themselves and with definitions. I feel
feminist like artist is a word which is vague yet loaded_

open to myriad interpretations. My second problem is with the 
level of accountability to others that, by my definition, someone 
who calls herself a feminist artist takes on

, y-iunr, iviomer ana M yselt 1982,
Mixed Media.
The series this work is from forms part of a continuing exploration o 
my feelings about childhood and about my family. They stem from , 
ascination wtih photos of relatives dead before my birth and with hal 

remembered stories about other people's lives and are in part an attemp 
to place myself withiri a context. In the foreground my mother as a youn; 
woman, my aunt and grandmother. Behind them, in the black squan 
with dress-shaped opening, myself at age six wearing a dress my mothe; 
wore as a child and holding a key.

To me a feminist artist would be someone whose work was 
much more obviously political than mine. She would accept a 
high degree of accountability, in terms of both subject matter 
and interpretation, to the feminist movement. Her first priority 
at all times would be re-defining the language and practise of 
art so as to increase the accessibility of art related activities to 
as many women as possible. Given this, she would largely work 
collectively and would choose to focus more on collective than 
on individual development. She would become more a facilitator 
and interpreter for others than someone making something in 
her own right.

While I think group projects are vital and I sometimes like 
working this way and while I may at some point choose to make 
more consciously political work I want to feel that the choice 
is mine; and although I believe that focussing on individual 
creativity can be isolating after a considerable time of working 
as an administrator at the Women's Gallery I need, and will need 
for some time, to concentrate on my own work, as a re-balancing 
process.

In deciding to label myself a "woman artist" I accept 
responsibility to other women without ruling out a primary 
commitment to myself and my own development. I want to be 
free of the limitations that I see as potentially confining for a 
woman who decides to call herself a feminist artist.
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In the time I worked at the Women's Gallery it seemed to 
me that there was very little serious interest in visual art within 
the feminist community. Poems, film, video, stories, music and 
performance generally fared better, in terms of response given; 
response to visual work consisted either of silence or an angry 
analysis of the artist's assumed politics or lack of them. 1 think 
it is important that feminists like myself who make art are willing 
to present what they do in ways which make clear the context 
within which they are currently working, in the form of notes 
and explanations, it is also important to me to remain open to 
questions and criticism from other women, whether this criticism 
is of the subject, the ways this is worked out (the visual language 
used) or the politics behind it. Often I'm not totally clear why 
why I made something a certain way as it hasn't been done at 
a conscious level or I have worked it out as an artistic rather 
than a political problem. Because of this I want to try and have 
a dialogue with women who look at my work.

However, if I accept that I must make my work accessible 
to women who are not artists, that I must be accountable to a 
wider community than the "art world and to feminists in 
particular I want the situation to be a two way process. I want 
some response other than 'I like it or It s politically suspect 
or "I don't understand" and I want some real effort to take 
seriously my efforts to communicate my reality as a woman and 
an artist who is also a feminist.

With thanks to Marian Evans for discussion of these ideas.

Biography: Born Wellington 1951. Attended Canterbury 
School of Fine Arts 1969-1973. Have been involved in the 
women's art movement since 1975. In 1980, with Marian 
Evans and Bridie Lonie, began the Women's Gallery in 
Wellington. Currently live and work in Wellington.

JANET DE WAGT
Born in downtown Ashburton 1957 (Aquarian for those who 
are into Astrology). From the kinder age of one week I watch
ed my mother change my naps. Did this make me into a feminist 
artist"? I don't think so.

The born-again feminist change didn't take place — Meg Chris
tian wouldn't be proud of me. I didn't draw penis one day and 
then draw breast the next, making sure that I drawed nice neat 
lines of a flowing nature. (Vagina flower shapes really go down

Is it 100% repulsive to be interested in plastic washing

machines and other household necessarys, gold-trimmed TV 
(World Watch, Kaleidoscope and Young Doctors, always a good 
combernation) with flying ducks over the jars of mung beans. 
While dreaming that one day while travelling on the Cook Strait 
ferry, I won't have to leave my twinset and pearls behind for 
that black leather jacket, cropped hair and lesbian badge.

Jill Carter-Hansen In Dangerous Zones 1983. Drawing.
I don't like analysing my own work — prefer people to get their own 
interpretation from it. However, I use the woman as a symbol of power
_a positive force — dressed in the attire of a performer (as we all are
in life). The Union-Jack is a symbol to me of patriarchal values which 
are slowly breaking down. It belongs to an old order. The exploding 
Rangitoto in the background is a threatening omen, potentially dangerous, 
like life itself. The stars are Hope; the black one burnt out. It is also im
portant at the moment to express a dream-like circus feeling. But that 
is another story.

Janet de Wagt Wanted One Tame Housewife 1982, Construction. 
When doing this little number I was thinking when men leave their 
mothers and go out and look for a bride. But I don t think its a bride. 
A housewife is what they want, a nice tame one, that doesn't cause any 
trouble inside her cage.
Left: Janet de Wagt. Example of relevant details of education, 1962, 
Springston Primary School.
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JILL CARTER-HANSEN
Q .l. I don t like labels. I resist being thought of exclusively as 
a feminist artist because of the limited definition placed on 
that word. I refuse to accept stereotyped ideas or roles.

However, in the widest sense, I am a feminist artist, simply 
because I work as a woman, surviving at a certain time in a cer
tain society. My particular problems compel me to see and feel 
differently.

1 accept my womanliness in it's widest sense. I have faith in 
my personal responses and make use of intuitive symbols.

Q.2: For as long as I can remember, I have wanted to paint. The 
subjects I was drawn towards evoked strong feelings in me. There 
was always some indefinable thing I groped for in my work, 
even as a child.

Profound experiences of childbirth I shall never forget. At the 
birth of my first child I looked up and laughed Death in the face.

It was a two-edged sword. I wounded myself many times on 
it, unseen by the society that deflected it's gaze from the heavy, 
weighted mantle of Motherhood!

Alone, with my struggles to create often overpowering the 
desire to fulfil my children s needs, I became aware of a world 
of discrimination and false values. "Madonna" in the "Mothers" 
exhibition organised by the Wellington Women's Gallery was 
painted then. It was not an analytical comment, just a gut- 
reaction.

Rearing children unaided sharply defined for me the protected, 
as opposed to the vulnerable, layers in society and clarified many 
painful women's issues.

I am interested in encouraging society to see women 
differently.

Biography: Born 5 September, 1941. Huntly, New Zealand.
3 years full-time Elam, 1958-61. IV i years England and 
Europe. 1962-64. 1980 — involved with Continuing 
Education Classes. 1981 returned to University. Interested in 
developing skills in printmaking and photography. Have 
exhibited in numerous group shows and held various one- 
woman shows under the name of Stewart and since 1981 as 
Carter-Hansen.

STEPHANIE SHEEHAN
I was born 1949 in Christchurch. You could say being a feminist 
artist is a direct result of that — how come they don't ask MEN 
painters if they are feminists — am I female? — the post
hysterectomy blues would answer no; a perverted abortion of 
a woman.

Resentment and IRE Dept. Being told by Olivia Spencer Bower 
You II never get anywhere if you don't drink with the boys" 

T  no jobs, no grants, especially as I am happily mar
ried and therefore in the eyes of the majority a legal whore the 
responsibility of my husband — still a piece of his property in

The supportive networks for artists are in the main for MEN 
only _  the feminists and a few friends are still the exception 
which proves the rule. Cliche I know. Day to day living the fact.

Scene — restaurant — huge fracas results from my indigna
tion at a male comment that Rape Crisis Centres etc unnecessary 
since "Women's Lib has changed all that". Entire patrons join 
in ensuing argument — me crying and screaming in "feminine" 
tashion — fact. Another male comment "I play tennis in my 
spare time -  you paint". Fact -  I still hang the washing out first. 

could go on and on but would rather paint.

v T U'“ "1UCS r as T iall,y be8un in Sydney seeing a par- t cularly unpleasant creature abandoned in its wheelchair in a subterra- 
nean hoirow show — graffitti emblazoned tunnels leading to Central 
Railway Station I too passed by but felt as trapped as the person in the 
wheelchair. Returned to Christchurch where solid citizens protested 
vociferouslv against graffitti. I feel graffitti is one of the few remaining 
™  ° Public protest against society's many evils, intolerance in
particular. It is a dialogue between the left and right as I can strongly 
dentify fwith the lady in her fluffy slippers waving her scrubbing brus^ 
in despair at ever cleaning up the accumulated filth.Stephanie Sheehan.

1 “ Vn "e 'W  wh°M d s  up the sky with her an1982 1.050 x 520mm, Acrylic on padded canvas
J he Egyptians pictured the Goddess Nut or Great Mother of us all wi 
her body arched over the earth to form the vault of heaven I pref 
her firmly rooted in fact growing from the earth and holding the si 
up with her arms. Specific roots of this painting in Janet Frame's bo< 
lhe 1 ocket Mirror. A protective piece or amulet against lack of fai

Broadsheet, June 1983 31



Biography: Dip F.A. Hons in Painting 1974 at Ilam School 
Fine Arts, Canterbury University.

VIVIENNE LYNN
Q .l: By feminist art I mean autobiographical in the sense that 
my critical awareness and analysis of female experience has been 
given form in images over a number of years. My political as 
well as aesthetic development can be traced. These images either 
subvert the status quo or present questions. Recently I've been 
working on the question “Why have women throughout history 
been considered evil?" A kind of expose of the patriarchy if you 
like, but also looking at why women themselves have been 
conditioned to collude with this view. For instance, I find it 
disgusting that I was 30-years-old before I learned to value 
women friends.
Q.2:1 think the important factor regarding the way women of 
my generation came to feminism is that we actually forged it 
for ourselves — we lived it — we expected equality because 
of the example set by our parents. I was a child during the Second 
World War. My mother was manpowered into a job. I grew up 
seeing parents both working at jobs and then sharing child-rearing 
and family chores. There was also the literature of the time in 
which the heroine was going to be an airline pilot (not an air 
hostess). There was value placed on women's work because it 
was politically expedient for it to be so in the early 40s . . .  so 
I had formative years where I was conditioned to expect equality. 
But social values changed after the WAR as women were 
required to be wives and mothers again, rather than members 
of the paid workforce. A profession and marriage were again 
presented as mutually exclusive. There were relatively few books 
to clarify the confusion. Kate Millet's Sexual Politics alone would 
have saved years of stumbling. As it was I read Betty Friedan s 
The Feminine Mystique and Nell Dunn's Talking to Women 
somewhere along the way. I was living on a farm in South 
Canterbury, married with two children and not aware of feminist 
art if it did exist in 1968.

My painting took on an explicit female perspective in 1968 
with "Yellow Sleep", synonymous in its imagery with the stirrings 
of political awareness I was experiencing. It was during this time 
that the need to formulate a visual language to contain my reality 
began to be understood as not just a matter of style. I was making 
prints and drawings but I also made a "Hairy Jelly . I liked it.
1 had a studio full of experiements in plaster, jelly and stockings 
but couldn't do anything with them — they were not within 
a New Zealand art context and there was no existing feminist 
art context in which to place them. I worked in various print 
workshops in USA during 1972, returned to Wellington in 1973 
and embarked on my "Book of Forty Images".

At this point I adopted the maxim I have nothing to lose. I 
actually found it difficult to relate to much contemporary visual 
art at this time. My book was research, gathering information 
about women in NZ society ie women in the workplace/women 
in marriage/abortion/women and the church/education/women
as political and sexual objects etc. It was also a sculptural object 
about the process of silk screen printing, using a stream of 
consciousness format and including a large fold-out print.

Since 1972 I've continued my involvement with social/political 
comment and in my hair pieces of 1982 have come closer to 
the toxic object image I need. I want a toxic image that 
psychically shocks — the conscious levels are split open — not 
the safe anchorage.

So I'd say that my feminism and my work are one and the 
same thing. And that having lived 5 l years I've experienced 
enough to have become what some people call radicalized or, 
in other words, a feminist.

Vivienne Lynn Twist 1983, Xerox and Drawing^
The title refers to the process and the materials. Hair, an organic, human 
material is xeroxed on a machine while barbed wire which is machine- 
made is carefully painted by hand (confused values/reference to our social 
svstem) T he  work comprises six scrolls hanging down and running on
to the fioor. Scrolls =  the encoded history. Interest groups of church, 
state, have their systems enshrined (guarded) in sacred scrolls. My hair
scrolls are of sexual significance.

• People bring themselves to the work. If they are uncomfortable with 
their own sexuality the sight of my hair work can be distressing for them 
— anger/fear. The abundant life is kept in place by barbed wire — a 
i-'nmmpnl nn dehumanisins social factors.

Vivienne Lynn Guarden Cate 1982, Hair, Cyclone Gates Plastic Netting. 
One of a series of seven Guarden Gates which is related to the Inanna/ 
Erishkigal myth.

Biography: Born 1931; educated Wellington Girls College 
1945-48 and School of Fine Arts, Canterbury, 1949-51. Has 
tutored in art at various institutions, and exhibited 
frequently since 1966. QEII Arts Council grant in 1981 to 
travel to USA and Europe.
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KERI
HULME
Born
with strong feet and watercolour eyes 
and all the Piscean frailties 
still given to drink 
and dreaming.

March 9th, 1947, if you prefer the bland particulars.

I'm eldest of six: my mother is of Kai Tahu and Orkney Island 
Scots descent; my father (who died when I was 11 — youngest 
sister was just I) was born of North of England immigrants. I'm 
islander through and through, earthy sea-people all my ancestry.
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• ^ ° k ° dy' includins  myself, discovered I was extremely short
sighted until I was six. So I began with a strange contradicted

M M  w u  T  ? i lT henf S the Port Hills' Ked" Hills? What ills. What are hills? O  yeah, the bumps in the road which make
e car change angle. Or: “Don't put your face in your plate» 

You don t eat with your eyes!" True, but it's a bloody sight nicer 
to be able to see where you put your spoon. . .)

I went to co-educational schools for all my schooling. I loath-
t  T nt.d thrCe 8° ° d thingS: libraries' how to upset hierar

chies; and whoopee! I can write. (I had painted and drawn from
early on — lavish encouragement given by both parents, but 
particularly my mother, who'd buy me different chalks (I've still 
got the remains of a set of metallic chalks she bought us; also 
wftM hem *)^ dlfferent'coloured Pastel Pencils) so I could play

1 was and am extraordinarily lucky with my family. For one 
thing, they re tolerant and kindly (I was a large, eczemaceous, 
aggressive and solitary child and could've been given hell) and 
for another there's a lot of them, all with different characters, 
different ways, different skills.

So while I early learned I was different (the family storyteller 
loner, immersed in books but loving fighting, fishing, beach ex  ̂
ploring as well) I had plenty of different but neat relatives around 
S° ' ™ f  different. So what? Be proud of the difference!

Childhood influences: my family, particularly my mother and 
mother s family: beaches -  particularly Moeraki kaik', my heart-
P ,aCe Y w  m° ?  my learnin8  — as opposed to being school- 
ed T  at M°eraki); books (practically anything -  can remember 
staying at Purakanui one holidays and discovered about 20 years 
accumulation of old Reader's Digest -  god, paradise! Even the 
fishing got left behind for a while!) what used to be called “nature 
stutiy — I was intolerantly intelligent when it came to know- 
mg about insects or shells. Small insight: after my father died, 

turned briefly into a juvenile delinquent — broke into the local 
school stole stuff, all that. Was taken to a psychiatrist to find 
out what the matter was (school's recommendation -  can 
remember the embarassment and horror of my mother and nana 

not expressed to me, just their Dontworrydearitsnothing at- 
htudes -  whenever a kid hears Dontworrydearitsnothingimpor- 
tant they immediately think OYEAH? I'm not worrying, why're 
they.) Psych, must ve been fairly polite, suggested I was bored 
and needed taking outside of myself". “So why don't you join 

e nature study group at the museum?" Now, I knew  museums 
were full of the stuffed and the dead — ignorant twerp that I 
was -  so I never bothered. Now I come to think of it it was 
rather a constant refrain of childhood -  why don't you join 
the others? Join in? Join something? Bloody anti-social child — 
but there were all these extraordinarily interesting things hap- 
pemng inside my head, inside books, inside tidepools, outside 
in the bush, outside in the sea, and why bother with mobs of 
people? Enough of that.
, i Art, is ~  etch ing  on paper or in some construct a
thought a face, an idea, a dream. I don't draw true landscapes: 

try to delineate inscapes, and in trying, will use whatever I can 
lay hands on. Development of art: no true development just 
a continuing of this process.

Why try to do it — catch inscapes for others to see? Why 
try to communicate?

, ? u el S° Und Silly to Say' because 1 have to? I am impelled 
to? If there was no-one left in the world, I'd keep writing and 
painting — for the ghosts, for whoever comes next. If — heaven 
torfend — I ever became unable to write or paint I would chant 
insane waiata, I would make sounds my palette and brush and 
pen; ears, my paper. There are many joys for me in the world 
but one of the greatest is to set something on paper in word 
or colour and line, and be satisfied with it — even if only for 
a moment. The pain of life is knowing'this isn't necessarily im
portant to many other people. You know, it took me bloody 
decades to wake up to the fact that most people aren't very in-
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terested in poems, paintings, stories, even songs?
What do I draw and write about?
People and their relationships with one another; with earth 

and sea; with other species; with the dead. Is there anything else 
to write and paint about?

Connect, (CRNLE publication) Poetry NZ, and in four other 
short story anthologies).

Am writing lotsa things — when I get the TIME — c mon 
Golden Kiwi plleeeease she sobs. Have painted odd portraits, 
curious collages, decidedly strange drawings. Have exhibited at

Involvement in the Women's movement, feminism -  has 
been peripheral because I am an outsider, a dweller-on-the- 
fringes. I have joined no collectives, taken part in no conven
tions. Remember what I said earlier, why bother with mobs of 
people? M y own nature (which is basically that of * S j  
my shortsightedness, and a couple of things from childhood (hav
ing eczema was one -  oath, do you ever get to be a judge of 
people if you've got or had a skin disease! The old avoid-lepers 
instinct is remarkably strong in people — and children are par
ticularly quick at picking people who're insincere -  the ones 
that say "What nice hair you've got!" meaning What the hell 
wrong with your face?") make me avoid people en masse. Those 
things also have made me distrustful. Or rather, a lot of my life 
to date has been spent learning when and who to trust.

I'm a feminist because I'm a female, and females in my family 
have been the strong ones. It's as simple as that I won't say its  
as easy as that — anybody else recall being told "ladies don t 
run round like that", "ladies don't swing their arms when they 
walk", "ladies don't yell" etc.? Or that girls don't get to use the 
riflerange, they get to do the gardens? Or that there's no point 
in taking Law, you'll get married in the middle of it? AH the 
shitty little put-downs that until the women's movement became 
public and strong weren't even thought of as put-downs by their 
perpetrators. They just made me wild. "You can t do that because 
you're a girl/woman" isn't a good logical reason to a strong 
logically reasoning child/adult. It doesn't make good sense at all, 
at all.

Ok, I don't join groups: I act by myself.
How've I acted? What've 1 done?
Survived to 36, relatively sane and undamaged. That s not

a mean accomplishment in this age.
Built my own house (it's five-roomed, 1020 square feet — mam 

octagonal working/playing room and kitchen, some 540 oc
tagonal feet in area, and four 12xl2's bathroom, own bedroom, 
guestroom and studio, in a double-storey rectangle: strictly con
ventional in construction, shiplap rimu on the octagon treated 
whitepine plank and batten on the rectangle, and good ol cor
rugated iron overall roofs). ,

Written (to date) a novel (to be published in Adgust by Spiral, 
Wellington) a book of poems ("The Silences Between [Moeraki 
Conversations]" pub. Auckland University Press) quite a few 
short stories and poems (published in the Listener, Landfall, 
Islands, Te Kaea, Hawaii Review, Broadsheet, Into the World 
of Light, Coast Voices, Mellan Tva Varldar (would you believe 
a Swedish anthology of contemporary Maori-writing?!) Only

The Women's Gallery and a Timaru gallery that is now extinct. 
(Good job: it ripped me off.) (Hey, vengefulness yet!)

Am painting lots a things -  when I get the TIME etcetera. 
Have won (moneymoneymoney she chortles screwing her 

hands round in a nasty slithery way,) Maori Trust Fund prize 
(for creative writing in English); Katherine Mansfield Short Story 
Award; mini-Burns Fellowship (the one-term consolation job); 
East-West Centre conference participation; three Literary Fund

Have worked as tobacco-picker, woollenmill winder, postie, 
counter jumper and branchorderer at Woolworths, fishnchip 
cook, pharmacist's assistant, census eubenumerator, law student, 
television director, among a lot of other jobs: currently work 
part-time as a temporary non-classified postal assistant at the Franz
Josef Post O ffice. . .  ,. , ,

As well I whitebait during the whitebait season. I fish and 
gather mussels and pipi and cockles. And cress and kareko. 1 
play a guitar badly on nights of the full moon. I drink (beer and 
whisky and rotgut sherry mainly). I smoke a pipe (have done 
so for the last 18 years). Yeah, I know all about cancer of the 
mouth and larynx and throat (my grand-dad died of it). 1 walk 
the Okarito beaches (looking for black sand deposits among other 
things, because I have the beach gold-claim -  shovel and water- 
table work only, conservationist friends. (I am a greenie by the 
way — not exactly popular on the Coast). I write. I paint. 
Slanderous people say I dwell in the same swannie (you know 
what a swannie is?) all the time. This is untrue. For one thing,
I don't wear anything to bed (this puzzles the local mosquitos 
they being accustomed to festoons of clothing). For another, 
have a deluxe swannie I use for gala occasions, it being a sober 
grey that goes well with my inaka koropepe. I read hugely and 
omniverously. I sleep a lot and dream very strange dreams. 1 
am tidal, diffuse, and rock solid. And bloddy longwinded.

What I love now, what is important to me now? My family, 
all of them (I count 22 as immediate family). Cetaceans — bless 
all the great whales that sing, and the dolphins who know the 
real meaning of life. Papatuanuku. Including her cloak, the sea; 
her lover, the sky. Words. Sounds. Colours. Shapes and lines 
and hollows and spaces. All womin who know where their heads 
are — kia ora koutou katoa tuakana ma, teina ma! Stars. Dreams. 
One impossible dream. Especially, te reo Maori, taha Maori, 
Maoritaka. All the bones who gave me life. Myself.

You know what? Reading a couple of poems from I he 
Silences Between" probably would say a helluva lot more about 
me in about one nth of the space. Maybe that'd be the idea? U



KERI HULME

W atch a seal in w ater
sw ift am azing grace/in her sea-gait
she is flying

arm s free

O n  the dire night:

7 f  ? ” hale sounf  in to  * e  deep  so sounds m y soul w hen  I fall in 
started stark in m y bed startled hell! w hat's that?
Possum? N a too  loud a belling -  cow ? no cow  here w ho 's calling?

an im perious w arbling deep as ocean/hear me!
W ild thrilling

of lh wh8a le M le d Ul' U ndeW ater' heard the  ^  s n a r in g  cry 

dead

that song of pow er, a plea gone w est 
A nd anger — I hear it now  — tow ards daw n 
as though  you  could no t believe the silence 
the stillness
all night long the deep warble.- 
— too  cold, too  dam p; m y fat flesh shivers 
back to  sleep — I can 't sleep

over the grey bar Tawera rises, cruel and glittering hope 
i can see no-one though the sound 
is at my door:
I sleep —

m idday  before I am up and about 
m idday before 1 w alk past the gorse hedge 
m idday before

dead

even now  I cry:
the little lagoon is a hundred  yards from  m y gorse fence-
it is half a mile long; a long flail bound, lungs stifled clam ped -
(strong tail scull,ng/flex of broad neck the only  m oving)

there is peace in the w ater, sink — no __
there are houses closer than m ine to  the little lagoon- 
there are gorse and toitoi shelters all the w ay  long shore 
dead

frozen in the rope's em brace, you  came, deliberately  
cry mg yo u r call, calling y o u r song, singing y o u r cry 

ear. help, you! w ho drink  beaches dance against the w ind —

i T J hn ^ f Ual * T 8ry  /* ach ° f Tasm an w aves' to  the quiet by  the hed
e l l  h W uS b r° r  eW /tearli" e  at the corne "pinnagrey  hide/coarse hair/fur seal F

” e fishf rm a" set a n e t in the mansea, plastic sick & green 
you, diving, tangled in a corner, could no t chew  free
y o u r searm s p in ioned clam ped to  gangrene tightness/dree/riven 
dead

brow n eye/tearline at the corner/p inna/grey hide/coarse hair/and teeth:



J

I, w ho  pride m yself on  courage, am  craven, am frightened of teeth:

child-heard stories: T he kelpie people have teeth , dog  teeth  bu t a b loody  big
and  -
"T hey have a b ite  like a horse, seals, once they  set their bite
they  d o n 't let go 'til their tee th  m eet".
Sharp. Shining. Ivory pain.

dead.

N o-one around  m y hom e, no-one to  hold 
a stick, a sack, an any th ing  for the teeth  to  m eet in 
except m y flesh.

I tip toed  aw ay, 

dead

y o u  w arb led  once 

dead

If I could I w ou ld  say 
this is the end  of the story.
A nd  yo u r bones m ust surely be no th ing  by  now
broken  dow n  by  surf seeking their sw eet cream  m arrow
after the fish had  p layed  their w ay  th rough
y o u r gristle and  tissue/shorewards, the splinters
polished to  no th ing  by  those w inds that can hone
facets on  the garnet granules, m irrors on  the adam antine sand

dead

and I w ould  pick up a seal ivory/som e sunlit day
and  stand a m om ent in silence/ o the raw  salt air/tight throat/tears

for myself, for m yself, for m yself

dog

•iA

M  f  f

(dead)

But, n o t only  cow ard, that nightfall . ,
m y neighbours returned , I told them  yo u r tale, and w e cam e ou t w ith  our sherries
and  stared, and sym pathised, and said
she'll be right
w e'll help in the m orning
and returned/inside.

Y ou had hauled  ou t laboriously calling for help: in the silent night 
yo u  returned , helpless except for the strong scull of y o u r tail, 
to  the waves.

T w o m onths later, I found  y o u r small sandpolished skull, 
full of strange cham bers and naked  brittle hollow s 
and  gave it to  m y neighbours, w ho  collect such teeth-.

dead
A nd  M erem ere rises stark and cruelly  beautiful, m irror of the b itter night 
A nd  now  the just pains grow , I no  longer cry invitations on beaches 
m edita te  in daw nlight

— w atch a seal in w ater
am azing grace
flying

dead.



WOMEN RESPOND TO MAORI SOVER 
cUjINIY continued from page 18

d°?S Donna re8ard us as potential allies?
t . . At hrst glance, the feminist movement looks hard- 
y promising as an ally for anyone. It is divided by numerous 
heoreheal differences with little constructive dialogue between 

the factions. Tlie class background of most women is solidly mid
dle class and there are almost no Maori or Pacific Island women. 
Most issues are approached from an individualistic, moral stand
point rather than from coherent analysis, so that there are almost 
as many ideas for action as there are women in the movement

u/uSe S i th,S: We ^ COme ParalVsed and usually don't act at all.
., Why then doesn't Donna rubbish us as reformist as she has 
the Trade Union Movement? Perhaps we can understand bet
ter if we look at what Maori sovereignty has to offer us rather 
man vice versa.

What Maori sovereignty forces us to face is that not many 
feminists are radical. If we were radical, we would realise that 
male supremacy cannot be challenged without also challenging 
wh,te supremacy and capitalism. (Maori Sovereignty, Part 2)
I Strke.ngt[* [he Present Maori movement comes from the 
leadership of the Maori women who have realised that challenges 
must be made as women and as Maori at the same time. They 
have had to make sweeping changes as they have broken with 
•h!u  ro,f  in Maori society and assumed leadership
m he Maori struggle. "Justice for Maori women does not exist 
without Maori sovereignty". (Maori Sovereignty, Part 2) 

Feminists have the potential to be that radical because male 
supremacy has forced us to be aware of the way in which socie
ty works against us and exploits us. But if we concentrate only 
on men/women oppression and ignore white/Maori oppression 
and the way capitalism controls it all, we can only be reformist 
We will succeed in changing a few laws that militate against 
women or we can opt to work "outside" a system which has 
us firmly under control and rolls on relentlessly whether we 
detine ourselves as being "in" or "out".

Donna s political analysis cuts through both the women/men 
and Maon/white struggles and opens the way for some kind of 
common action against white supremacy and capitalism. It should 
be possible to construct feminist theory whose logic is just as

inescapable and is just as capable of providing a framework for 
action as Donna s is for Maori sovereignty. Why haven't we done 
so before now? Why are we so bitterly divided and not draw
ing upon common theory that draws the best from all factions? 
Lesbian feminists have the potential ability to see more clearly 
<han heterosexual women the way in which men/women op
pression functions because they stand further apart from it per
sonally and experience it more institutionally. But that analysis 
can get nowhere unless it is firmly grounded in a clear understan
ding of our economic conditions; those conditions give rise to 
the values and ideology of a capitalistic society.

What Maori sovereignty offers us is a way out of in
dividualism. Individualism is our heritage from capitalist socie
ty and individualism is our greatest drawback in planning com
mon struggle. We can't overcome individualism individually and 
the only way out is to follow Maori leadership. If we as Pakeha 
can identify with Maori sovereignty we have taken a step 
towards undermining those institutions which oppress us all We 
can t possibly support Maori sovereignty if atonement or guilt 
is our motivation. These are individual motivations and serve 
only to prop up the present system.

Maori sovereignty arises from Aotearoa. We Pakeha have the 
choice of either identifying with Aotearoa or with the colonialism 
ot Britain. If we identify with the colonialism of Britain we ac
cept the imported institutions of New Zealand and cease to make 
any tundamental challenge to our society.

The present Maori movement has adopted and developed 
the left-wing strategy for social change. Analyze, Act, Review, 
eedback Support. Think how much stronger the women's 

movement could have been if we had adopted this strategy 15 
years ago! □

CAMII I F 1 Want to examine the feminist re-
V M sponse to recent assertions of Maori

sovereignty for Aotearoa. I will do this by looking at cor
respondence to Broadsheet on racism and Maori sovereignty 
over the 12 month period May 1982 — April 1983.

In May 1982 Sarah Calvert wrote a letter complaining that 
feminists were getting involved in non-feminist political activi
ty (anti-racist anti-nuclear, pro-environment and anti-class). She 
argued that this removed energy from the struggle against the 
patriarchy which is the central feminist task. Sarah's letter pro
voked seven replies in the July/August issue. All disagreed with 
her and the main thrust of their replies was that all oppressions 
are inter-linked. Several argued that sexism is not the first and 
primary oppression, that male power is not the fount of all other 
oppressions and that it is a while middleclass luxury to say that 
it is. (Not so long ago such arguments from the mouths of Marxist 
or socialist feminists were denounced as heresy.) One correspon
dent also argued that what the New Zealand women's move
ment has called feminist has been determined solely by white 
women and that we need to listen to what black women are 
saying are crucial issues for them. She pointed out that whites 
do not own New Zealand or the feminist movement.

About the same time and shortly after this spate ot cor
respondence, Broadsheet published a number of articles by and 
about politically activist Maori women; Broadsheet published 
Donna Awatere's three-part article on Maori sovereignty; and 
Broadsheet published reports of the National Women's Health 
Conference of September 1982.

I counted 46 letters responding to these articles and events 
over the above mentioned 12-month period. After summariz
ing them, several divisions were obvious. There were, for ex
ample those that responded positively to the Maori political 
struggle and those that were negative. There were overtly racist 
letters betraying the writers' sense of Pakeha superiority and there 
were letters sentimental about Maoritanga. There were a few 
letters that combined racism with right-wing bigotry seeing 
reds under Broadsheet's b e d . . .  "Broadsheet is now a s o c X
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platform for racist activists who use the magazine to spit hate, 
filth and revolution. . . Why does the magazine print Fidel s
pupils!" Oean Rhodes, January 1983).

When I tried to pick out some common themes to the letters 
it became clear there was another dichotomy represented. This 
dichotomy which cut across the other divisions was between 
those correspondents who responded personally to the Maori 
content of Broadsheet and those who responded politically. 
Since some feminists have difficulty separating the personal and 
political I will explain further. Those correspondents negative 
to Maori content in Broadsheet or to the form of Maori partici
pation at the Health Conference wrote that they were personal
ly offended, felt trashed, felt resentful, felt hurt, felt angry. Those 
positive about Maori content in Broadsheet felt personally sham
ed about racism, felt ignorant, wrote that we must accept guilt 
as Pakehas because we are responsible for the destruction of 
Maori life and we are white privileged oppressors, and asked 
"what can we do?". In other words all three women focussed 
on their own personal and individual gut reactions to the ideas 
and actions of the Maori women. And stopped there.

Such letters vastly outnumbered those responding on a political 
level. Amongst the negative "political" letters the main themes 
were: that by focussing on racism and Maori sovereignty 
feminists are committing political suicide, that Maori women 
are dividing the feminist movement, that Maori women were 
getting disproportionate representation in Broadsheet, that 
Broadsheet has been co-opted, that we should stick to femin
ism" There were depressingly few positive letters that I con
strued as political. Their themes were: that we must go beyond 
our personal reactions to what Maori women are saying to a 
political level of response, that the political initiative in this coun
try has shifted to the Maori, that ideas of Maori sovereignty 
are challenging and we should question our own assumptions, 
that Pakeha women must identify their own political interests 
in order to ally with Maori women, and that Pakehas must seek

their own (cultural) identity. .
One of the more coherent and "political" of the letters °P; 

posed to Broadsheet's commitment to articles on Maori 
sovereignty and racism was from Sarah Moskie (March 1983).
She argued, "We are being urged to accept as our own specific 
Maori demands embodied in officially approved precepts of the 
anti-racist movement on trust and without feminist analysis . 
While this statement is unconsciously racist (assuming that the 
feminist movement belongs to white women) it does ask a useful 
and valid question; why should Pakeha feminists support Maori
sovereignty and oppose racism?

Actually 1 don't find the "all oppressions are inter-linked reply 
persuasive enough. While 1 agree they are interlinked, our 
energies would become hopelessly dissipated if we tried to right 
every "wrong". We narrow our political focus ot the area we 
see as most important, as most relevant to us, or as having the 
most potential to effect the changes we want. To explain why 
I think feminists should focus on Maori sovereignty and Maori 
struggles rather than more obviously "feminist" issues, it is 
necessary to look more closely at what Maori sovereignty is

ābUhas already been pointed out (Bruce Jesson The Republican 
no 44) that Donna Awatere's article on Maori sovereignty works 
on three different levels: 1) description of the damage done to 
the Maori people by Pakeha colonisation 2) rejection of Western 
capitalism in its entirety 3) examination of the political dynamic 
of colonisation in order to derive a Maori political program i.e. 
decolonisation. Donna "argues that the economic situation 
demands a policy of independence; but that Pakeha society is 
marked by political division and paralysis and is therefore in
capable of implementing such a policy. Only the Maori people 
have an emotional and cultural affinity for an independent 
Aotearoa; and they are in a position to assert their leadership 
with an objectively necessary policy . '

Now many feminists have grasped Donna's article on that tirst 
level, responding personally and individually, but not political
ly. We can see the damage done to Maori people and we can 
respond to that emotionally: guiltily, sympathetically, defensively 
or even hostilely. Getting stuck at this level of response seems 
common amongst liberal feminists (Broadsheet readers) and les
bian feminists (see Dyke News). It is very familiar to those who 
have attended POW (People Opposed to Waitangi) meetings 
or meetings of Pakehas to discuss Maori sovereignty. Often it 
takes the form of personal challenge to instances of perceive 
racism, guilt tripping, or a sanctimonius and holier-than-thou at
titude. It is extremely inhibiting to honest and free discussion 
and only a few women can stick too much of it. Others either 
join the holier-than-thous, the self-appointed purgers of racism 
in others, or else they quietly fade away to look for alternative 
forums for discussion and political work.

Few feminists seem to have grasped Donna's article on the 
2nd and 3rd levels. If they had, meetings would work better. 
If they had, some women would have replied to Sarah Moskie s 
letter that Maori sovereignty is not just about Maori deman s 
but is about re-shaping New Zealand so that it is not a racist, 
capitalist and sexist society. Donna Awatere's article on Maori 
sovereignty offers us the radical analysis and program that Pakeha 
feminists have failed to provide. It offers a crack in the patriar
chy, a program for radical change as appropriate to I akeha 
women as to Maori.

Donna's analysis of New Zealand is so close to my own (inar- 
ticulated one) that sheer logic impels me to support Maori 
sovereignty and to accept Maori political leadership. Like 
everybody else I have sometimes difficult emotional responses 
to the debate. But those I share and sometimes need to work 
through in my smaller and very supportive discussion group.

I think that for many feminists getting involved in Maori strug
gles doesn't fit their preconceptions of how the feminist revolu
tion might take place. This isn't how most of us ever envisaged
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it. But it is crucial that we do not allow a rigidity of vision to 
stop us from seeing what Donna's article offers feminists. It is vital 
that we don't get stuck in the way that some of the left-wing 
sects involved in Maori struggles are stuck: their inflexible and 
non-dialectical thinking prevents them accepting ideas of Maori 
sovereignty despite those ideas coming from the most proletarian 
sector of New Zealand society.

The stumbling block of feminism is not so much our failure 
to tunction dialectically, but our navel gazing. We have seen 
our oppression as women so much in individual and personal 
terms that we have failed to go beyond that to political action 
It we don t shape up quickly we will repeat this pattern over 
Maon sovereignty — agonising over purging ourselves (or 
preferably others) of personal racism (which of course we will

change ^  ^  ^  S°  ^  ° nce more we ^  to e^ ect political

I C l  M  C l  ET CZ O  What Maori sovereignty means
^  f -  ■ Y  I 1 for me. As a feminist I have wanted
radical social change, but haven't been able to see too clearly 
how this might actually be achieved. If we accept the gist of 
Donna Awatere's analysis, in particular the need for decolonisa
tion with all that implies, and the role which she sees for Maori 
leadership in this process, the concept of Maori sovereignty does 
seem to offer us a real possibility for revolutionary change. The 
white culture which she rejects seems little different from the 
male culture which we reject, and thus there does seem to be 
an advantage in non-Maori feminists considering an alliance with 
Maori radicals (and vice-versa). In saying this, I do not mean to 
ignore the benefits that white women have gained from be
ing a part of the white culture. Both Maori men and white 
women will have the added task of uncovering their own sex
ism and racism respectively.

My thinking after reading and discussing the articles has led 
me to pose questions, and to hope that the answers will become 
clearer as the movement progresses -  or else that the questions 
will change The sorts of things I have been asking are: In forg
ing a new identity as Pakeha New Zealanders, is it possible, or 
even necessary, to reject totally our British past? What does it 
mean for me, to have a new identity "based on Maoritanga"? 
(Broadsheet no 100, p42) Does accepting Maori leadership mean 
that we will do whatever we are asked by Maori leaders, and 
if so which ones? Is there any sense in which, given Donna's 
analysis non-Maori feminists can be equal allies in the struggle 
to revolutionise society? This list of questions is far from ex
haustive, but I won't go on.

The aspect of involvement in Maori sovereignty discussions 
which concerns me most at the moment is the way non-Maori 
feminists are relating to each other. My thoughts on this have 
not arisen from our group discussion and my present preoccupa
tions are not necessarily shared by other women in the group.

As a group which lacks a specifically lesbian feminist input, 
any conclusions we reach will not be comprehensive for all non- 
Maori feminists. It seems crucial that lesbian and non-lesbian 
feminists work together where we can, and that we must 

erefore listen to each other. Right now we aren't good at it 
Much of the time I think that although our ideas differ, we are 
not m real conflict, but it seems we are because of the emotions 
that get stirred up and the accusations that fly around. I think 
we need to look again at why the differences between lesbian 
and  non-lesbian feminists can still develop into such chaos Is 
it because heterosexual women refuse, for whatever reasons to 
look at their heterosexual privilege? Is it because lesbian women 
are unnecessarily aggressive in putting their position? Can ques
tions relating to our respective power bases ever be matters that 
we have dealt with in the past and no longer need to consider?
If not, then within the framework of Maori sovereignty, what 
is the value of looking at the ways we oppress others, our racism 
our heterosexism, our class prejudices, etc., and how will these

change?1̂  mvolvernenl: in a broad movement for radical social

O f all non-Maori groups working towards an understanding 
of Maori sovereignty, surely feminists should be the closest 
together. At times we seem to be the most fragmented. At times 
we seem to have made no progress in learning to respect each

rPvolSiPOS1 w nSLand I, despair of there ever being a feminist 
revolution. We have always said that the way we do things is
as important as the ends we hope to achieve. Changing ourselves 
is a necessary part of the process. I would feel much more con- 
hdent about the relevance of Maori sovereignty to feminism 
it I could see that in the current process we show that we are 
achieving new ways of caring about each other. What about the 
idea we used to have of the collective power of women? I don't 
want feminism to be left behind on the way to Maori 
sovereignty. □

Readers who have not read the articles on Maori 
sovereignty can obtain them by sending $3.75 to 
Broadsheet, PO Box 5799, Auckland.

Broadsheet would welcome further contributions 
debating Maori sovereignty and the points raised in this 
article. We hope the article will encourage Pakeha
t h l ^ r S  i° m?Vt ,̂eyond reaction, into a discussion of 
the radical and challenging perspective contained in 
Donna Awatere's thesis.

WEA WOMEN’S STUDIES

Eight week courses beginning week of June
I O.’

Women in New Zealand Today Wed
nights at WEA, also Mon nights at Mt 
Roskill Community House.

NZ Women Writers Tues nights at WEA.

Women Past and Present Mon nights at 
WEA.

Women in NZ Today beg May 26 at
Titirangi Community House.

One or two day seminars:

Creative Prose writing for Women
Sat/Sun July 16/17 at WEA.

Issues in Women’s Health Tues May 
14 at Nathan Homestead, Manurewa.

Feminist Theory Weekend Karanga 
Camp, date to be decided.

Women and Redundancy Waiheke 
Island, date to be decided.

For further information ring WEA 732030 or 
Pat Rosier 458072 (after 4.30)
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A nd Other NaStV Thinn^ members of the Auckland Committee on Racism and
^1 N Q O iy  I I III l y o  Discrimination began taking the Te Hapua flax kits round local

souvenir shops, they were appalled at what they saw: a racist 
travesty of Maori culture served up on everything from tea 
towels to musical boxes. ACORD began collecting the souvenirs

3? „ e May and early June Put on a display at Outreach Art Gallery in Auckland.
Many of the souvenirs are also sexist. The Maori women 

depicted on postcards, dusters and aprons are given the same 
sort of "tits and bums" treatment seen in the souvenir shops of 
English seaside resorts. A Maori "Maiden" wiggles her pois and 
her hips inside a cheap musical box.

Broadsheet asked Atareta Poananga to comment on some of 
the souvenirs.

'The candles (of a Maori man's head and of "Pania of the 
Reef ) are the worst of the souvenirs. To light the top of the 
head is defiling the most sacred part of the body, the head, which 
is tapu A candle in the shape of a human body or head should 
never be placed on a table to be used for eating food. The head 
is sacred, but food is common, or noa. The candle of Pania is 
both sexist and racist, it exploits both the woman and race.

he head on the candle is copied from a real person. You 
should never demean an image by burning it away, or washing 
it away as you would with the tiki soap. The tiki is a fertility 
symbol. A lot of Maori people would not wear one, it is so 
sacred, let alone wash it away.

The tea towel showing King Tawhaio's portrait surrounded 
by common things like pots and pans lowers the mana of so
meone highly respected in Maori society. You never put a Maori 
head on a tea towel and wipe things on it. How many Pakehas
would like the Queen or Jesus Christ on a tea towel? It is a racist 
insult.

To blow your nose on a handkerchief with a tiki or Maori 
head, is like blowing your nose on something sacred 

You would never sit on someone's head (this refers to a velvet 
cushion with a Maori head on it). In some tribes you would 
never step over someone's head or body. You would never pass 
food over someone's head. The head is a sacred part, and food 
the most common thing. You would never put your bottom on 
something to do with the kitchen. You would never use kitchen 
things in the bathroom, or rub a tea towel on a table. Everything 
is kept separate. 6

What they're doing with these objects, especially the kitchen 
things, is trivialising objects which are respected in everyday life, 
making our symbols common. Translating anything Maori for 
a 1 akeha purpose demeans it.

The sexy dance being done by the girl in the musical box 
is in now ay related to Maori dancing. She jiggles up and down 
more like the hulu than our rather staid and formal post-European 
dance. Her costume emphasises the breasts, whereas the Maori 
bodice is as flat-chested as possible.

The postcards (a series of a bare-breasted Maori woman in 
a piupm sitting beside a stream show an image of Maori people 
that doesn't exist in reality. It's a sexist put-down because Maori 
women don t behave like that. We are presented as an ethnic 
curiosity reinforcing tourists' ideas that we are a backward 
culture.

All these souvenirs show the Maori in assimilated ways, they 
depict Maori culture, not as it really is, but through Pakeha eyes 
I his has been going on from the beginning of European con
tact when photographs were sold of Maori women with the cloak 
draped so one breast was exposed.

Maori culture is seen as a thing to be exploited with no regard 
to its value to us. The whole tourist industry is racist. There is 
not two-way consultation about our needs. We are the ethnic 
icing on a Pakeha cake."

The ACORD exhibition will open at Outreach in Ponsonbv 
Road, Auckland, at 7 .30  pm on Thursday, June 2 and will con- 
tinue until Sunday, June 5.
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i n  a  f e m i n i s t  s e n s e

NEW WORKS BY 
WOMEN, 1 98 3 , 
at Outreach G allery  
Auckland during  
April/M ay.__________

New Works by Women 1983 was
a group exhibition arranged at 
Outreach Gallery in Auckland by 
the Association of Women Artists. 
Women were asked to contribute 
one or two works and painter 
Gretchen Albrecht was invited to 
select and hang the show. At a 
meeting held at the gallery on an 
evening while the exhibition was 
on Gretchen Albrecht talked 
about her selection and hanging 
process. She spoke of her feeling 
that the usual ways of doing this, 
applying standard art criteria, 
seemed irrelevant to what she 
perceived as the aims of the 
Association, and how, with such 
methods, those who could learn 
most by having their work hung 
in a public exhibition among 
others’ works, would be 
eliminated. So she selected one 
work from every woman who sub
mitted anything, and grouped the 
pieces for hanging. The non- 
selected works were on display in 
another room, so in fact, all the 
work submitted could be seen. 
This was an interesting approach 
that validated the work of every 
woman. It was also an approach 
that validated the work of every 
woman. It was also an approach 
that is consistent with feminist 
principles. Gretchen Albrecht took 
every work seriously; this was ap
parent as she went around during 
the evening meeting and com
mented on each one. Her com
ments were of the sort that is often 
called “constructive criticism”. I 
perceived a little hostility, or at 
least defensiveness, from some of 
the mainly silent audience. 1 was 
fascinated by the way in which she 
considered every work and, in fact, 
performed in a teaching role.

I agreed with Gretchen 
Albrecht’s comments about the 
generally conventional nature of 
much of the work and the 
unadventurous nature of the 
show. Most of the works were 
paintings. She had grouped them 
as political, poetic, por- 
trait/figure/domestic and for- 
mal/nature observed, hanging each 
group on one wall. Where a pain
ting had relevance to more than 
one group it was near the corner. 
This worked very well and gave

some form to a necessarily in
dividualistic show, comprising 
work from about 50 women. I 
found it uneven in both quality 
and content: some works were 
powerful statements, some said 
nothing to me and a few offended.

Of the group that contained im
ages of women I found the most 
interesting to be those that were 
“saying” something. Shona Boys’ 
Public Airing, for instance, with 
replicas of washing hanging at the 
top of the canvas and Lois Perry’s 
Sewing, with a graph of past work 
and some allegorical touches — a 
lemon, a black cat and so on — 
may not be great paintings (what, 
to a feminist, is a great painting?), 
but they had an effect, an uneasy, 
unsettling effect that stayed with 
me, that meant I remembered 
them. The straightout portraits did 
not hold my attention at all, or 
show the insight that I seek from 
portraiture.

I lingered for a long time at the 
wall that Gretchen Albrecht 
classified as “poetic, with images 
generated from within the artist”. 
A number of these paintings were 
quite small but had a presence. 
Juliet Batten’s Re-Claiming: A 
Summer Diary exercises a gentle 
power in tracing a sequence of 
emotions through a season. The 
lovely images conveyed a range of 
feelings that became quite absor
bing if they were given time and 
attention. This work needed more 
than a passing glance.

Perhaps unreasonably, I get ir
ritated by images of men in a show 
by women, unless they are 
somehow an illumination of an 
aspect of women’s lives. So, while 
I enjoyed the fun of Margaret 
Lawlor Bartletts’ Father and Son 
and the clever use of collage in Jan 
Nigro’s The Bankers, I wondered 
about their inclusion on the 
“political” wall. On the same wall 
was Claudia Pond Eyle’s Shield for 
Contemporary Women. The dark 
tones of this piece make it very dif
ferent from her earlier work which 
has been characterised by strong, 
bright colours. What I really 
welcomed, though, was the way it 
had something to say — 
something about women — and 
said it with strong, rich images that 
built on each other and were 
bound into a visually satisfying 
whole. This work highlighted for 
me my disappointment with the 
show generally: few of the other 
women artists had made a work 
that had images that said 
something for me, that evoked a 
response that I could carry away.

Mary McIntyre’s grand work, 
Death of Adonis, was too difficult; 
I could not figure out what it 
meant although I loved the over
size peach slices.

The show reflects the wide 
range of women-oriented con
sciousness of the members of the 
Association of Women Artists. (It 
was not, however, limited to 
members.) This cannot be a

criticism; the Association is a sup
portive group and the discussion 
following Gretchen Albrecht s 
remarks suggested that it is at pre
sent exploring its aims and pur
poses. These must reflect the at
titudes and feelings of the 
members and it is, again, unrea
sonable of me to want them to 
hurry up and get politicised. □ 
Pat Rosier

WINGS OVER WATER  
W ritten and perform ed  
by Darien Takle , 
Directed by Judith
Gibson at Theatre____
C o rp orate ,___________
April/M ay 1983  ~

A solo performance about a 
sophisticated artist is an ambitious 
undertaking. No one really knows 
what Frances Hodgkins was like, 
but the known facts of her life 
seem to add up to a different sum 
than the performance we were 
given by Darien Takle. The fussy, 
strained portrayal seemed at odds 
with Frances Hodgkins’ own self
description as “a very sober mind
ed thoughtful sort of person. . . ” 

Of course in a show of this kind 
the facts are the lesser part. But 
where was the greater whole — 
the obsession and courage that sus
tained Frances Hodgkins through
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the disappointment and hardship 
of her creative life? Why did she 
do what she did?

For those who know anything 
^  er life and work there was 
nothing new in this show and lit
tle to be excited by. Unlike Robin 
Hyde and Katherine Mansfield, 
featured in other one-woman 
shows, Frances Hodgkins lived a 
long life. This sketchy resume, 
punctuated too frequently by a 
change of hats and a dash around 
the easel, could have been 
dramatically improved by focuss
ing on one significant episode in 
Frances Hodgkins life, probably in 
London; and nothing would have 
been lost.

There was a hint of a frank and 
lively Frances. In the cor
respondence to her family and 
brief reference to the light-hearted 
Miss Richmond we were intro
duced to her friendships. Obvious
ly these were important to her. 
Alone, Darien Takle acould not 
make them come alive. At such 
moments her performance was 
more that of a pre-occupied imper
sonator, without conviction.

But maybe dashes and dabbles 
are theatrical licence for there 
were other disconcerting lapses in 
the research. Water colour is not 
painted on stretched canvas. Nor, 
when a reference was made to 
water colours was it appropriate to 
screen one of Frances Hodgkins 
earlier oil paintings, “The 
Edwardians”.

Nonetheless the projection of 
paintings on the stage back-drop 
was integral to the story. We 
would love to have seen more.

They were the only part that 
assured us it was Frances 
Hodgkins being portrayed. And, 
by putting Hodgkins name in 
lights, many women are being in
troduced to this important, even 
visionary, woman artist.

Four Hodgkins oil paintings are 
being purchased by the Auckland 
City Art Gallery and will go on 
permanent display with others, 
and at least some of her water col
ours, by the end of this year. There 
is an upsurge of interest and for 
this Darien Takle is to be 
applauded.

But, if the purpose of the play 
was to bring the artist to life in 
dramatic (rather than theatrical) 
terms, then Darien Takle’s per- 
mance was less satisfying than a 
fervent reading of McCormick’s 
biography. Unlike Piaf, whom 
Takle more successfully portrays, 
Frances Hodgkins was no spar
row. But who was she?D 
Helen Courtney, Diane Quin

Frances Hodgkins.

Darien Takle as Frances Hodgkins in Wings Over Water. (Theatre Corporate).

O! TEMPERANCE 
W ritten and directed  
by Mervyn Thompson. 
Perform ed by Diploma
in Drama at the_______
Maidm ent Theatre, 
Auckland in April.

“KATE SHEPPARD: Are 
women citizens?
WOMEN: Yes! When they are re
quired to pay taxes! No! When 
they ask to vote!
KATE: Does the law concern 
women?
WOMEN: Yes! When they are re
quired to obey it! No! When they 
ask to have a voice in the represen
tation of their country!”

As O! Temperance states, with 
extraordinary vigour and convic
tion, not much has changed since 
women fought for the vote — and 
prohibition. The most striking 
aspect of this production is its con
scious development of political 
parallels between the fight for suf- 
frage/prohibition and the present 
struggle for women’s rights.

O! Temperance covers what it’s 
playwright calls the “repressed 
history” of the Temperance Move
ment in New Zealand from 
1885-1919, with a part which 
allows the present to be included, 
while the characters form a freize 
in the background. The playwright 
constantly questions the role of 
men in covering up history, and ef
fectively draws crucial links bet
ween “the demon drink” and male 
violence against women. Using 
statistics and research about the 
period, the play stresses not the 
traditional role of suffragettes as 
Christian “do-gooders”, but the 
strength, intelligence and energy 
of women once they have decid
ed to “fight back”.

As a feminist, my main criticism 
of O! Temperance was its lack of 
balance. The play seemed heavily 
weighted in favour of the men in 
the movement, particularly Tom
my Taylor, with whom the 
playwright obviously identifies (he 
wrote, directed and acted the 
part!). While Taylor’s little-known 
background is interesting, it tends 
to dwarf the importance of Kate 
Sheppard to the Movement.

I find it ironic that the 
playwright’s admirable intention 
to “re-write history” resulted in 
Tommy Taylor becoming known 
for his part at the expense of 
another woman being a bit muf
fled. As the author states: “The 
name of the game is historical 
repression. The losers are written 
out of the history books and peo
ple like T. E. Taylor, a man of 
huge magnetism and presence in

his day, are remembered only in 
oral history”. Sound familiar to 
Broadsheet readers?

Apart from this qualm, I have 
nothing but praise for the 1983 
performance. The group worked 
together (and I saw the play at 
several stages of rehearsal as well 
as in final performance) as a col
lective unity, and with the profes
sional advice of their vocal coach 
and well known feminist actress, 
Liz McRae, along with their 
movement tutor, Maggie Eyre, 
also renowned for her committed 
feminist approach to all aspects of 
theatre, the voice projection, 
vocal range and choreography of 
the show was quite spectacular. 
The lighting and costuming, both 
provided by women in the cast, 
were an exceptional part of the 
production.

Most feminists will have, as to 
be expected from any dramatic 
performance some reservations 
about O! Temperance, but I’d be 
surprised to find anyone who 
didn’t feel inspired by the cast, and 
the energy of the women on stage. 
The play was written with a level 
of political consciousnes which is 
not common in NZ theatre, and 
interestingly, its effect and format 
is most closely allied with that of 
Renee Taylor’s plays and revues. 
Renee herself admits to be in
fluenced by Thompson’s theatre. 
It is a great shame, and an indict
ment of the more traditional 
critics/patrons of NZ theatre have 
either not been taken seriously, or 
have been deliberately ignored in 
favour of commercial best sellers 
like Roger Hall’s plays. How come 
this highly relevant play about 
female suffrage/male violence (in 
the wake of the Tour) or Renee 
Taylor’s Setting the Table, have 
not been performed by a major 
theatre company on the main 
stage? Maybe they’d choose to have 
such issues ‘swept under the 
carpet’, since their commercial 
patrons are now always in accord 
with political rebellion. As Thomp
son states: “It is to be hoped that 
audiences at O! Temperance! will 
be stirred by a chapter of history 
which has been largely ignored by 
our historians but which, like the 
abortion issues or the Springbok 
tour, once had the p ,̂wer to split 
the country down the middle. One 
of the most depressing aspects of 
our history is that once such a con
flict is “over” and the winners and 
losers decided, most people forget 
it ever happened. There is an in
decent rush for the joys of recon
cilement and the peaceful life, and 
the conflict is swept under the 
carpet!”

While the promoters of NZ 
theatre urge us “Tread softly, for 
you tread on my dreams” (image 
of $$$$ to the tune of soft, roman-
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Katherine Sheppard (Photo in Auckland Public Library Collection).

tic music), 1 hear the voice of Kate 
Sheppard booming from the 
wings: “Rip up that carpet, Sisters, 
the battle’s on!”D 
Cathie Dunsford
1 acknowledge the following sources: 
A history of the Temperance Move
ment as relevant to the play, compiled 
by Ellie Guthrie, Dip. Drama. 
Playwright’s introduction to O! 
Temperance; informal interview with 
M. Thompson.
For further reading see: Women in NZ 
Society, ed. Phillida Bunkle, B. 
Hughes, Patricia Grimshaw, Women’s 
Suffrage in NZ, Auckland, 1972.

ASKING FOR IT, First 
CATHIE DUNSFORD,
and then JOY_________
CLEMENT, give their 
reactions to the 1983  
Broadsheet Roadshow. 
W ritten  and directed  
by Renee Taylor.

At the time of writing, the 1983 
Broadsheet Travelling Roadshow, 
written and directed by Renee 
Taylor (already well known as one 
of NZ’s foremost feminist 
playwrights), has stunned 
Auckland and Northland with its 
gripping political satire. Kaikohe 
turned up an all women audience 
of over 60. many of whom had 
travelled long distances to see the 
show. And they were not 
disappointed.

History was the main theme of 
Asking For It. Man writes his ver
sion of the story, centring on 
power, wealth and glory, and 
neglecting the suffering, ill-health

and silencing of all those to whom 
he had denied power — the two 
main groups being the “natives” he 
has colonised and the women he 
has enslaved. Renee Taylor has 
cleverly woven together the 
themes ot racial and sexual oppres
sion to highlight the frightening 
analogies between our shared 
oppression, yet skilfully reveals the 
differences also. Rather than sim
plifying the issues by making a 
direct analogy between the oppres
sion of any race and of women, 
Renee Taylor has intelligently 
analysed the differences, encourag
ing the audience to see the links, 
but think through the differences 
in privilege.

The focus for shared oppression 
becomes health — or the lack of 
a truly woman-centred health care 
system. While the colonisers hunt 
the Maori with their dogs and 
whips (and the grotesque cry of 
Tally Ho . . .),  the men take over 
the role of midwife and similarly 
hunt down with their hatchets and 
knives that which most threatens 
them in women. The common 
purpose of both hunts is to track 
down the rebellious elements, and 
cut them out, first physically, then 
mentally. So the land is taken 
away from the Maori, the clitoris 
and womb from the Woman. And 
it is all covered up because “They” 
write the history, and “if they say 
it didn't happen, didn’t happen, 
didn’t happen, then it didn't . . . 
happen!” Renee Taylor has suc
ceeded in recreating dramatically 
the silenced herstory of NZ 
women that women like Tillie 
Olsen and Adrienne Rich have 
revealed in terms of American 
culture.

One of the strongest feelings 
chat comes across to the audience 
(and I had to benefit of taking 
and gaining feedback from a wide 
variety of people, ages ranging 
from 17 to 78, from two Continu
ing Education classes) is the 
group’s sense of political commit
ment, collective creativity and 
sheer theatrical skill. This left 
many of us in Auckland asking 
“Why not a Feminist Theatre?” — 
a question Renee Taylor has 
herself forwarded on many occa
sions. I hope this Roadshow will 
inspire women all over New 
Zealand to ask the same. The 
potential of theatre as a political 
tool has long been explored by 
travelling groups of feminist ar
tists. Why not create a home base, 
so that it can become a continual 
and self-generating force.

The cast of Asking For it show
ed us their skills as serious actors, 
mimics, athletes, musicians and 
dancers. It must have been a 
delight for Renee Taylor to have 
worked with such a talented 
group. Margaret Blay and Ber
nadette Doolan had the onerous 
task of taking responsibility for 
HIStory, which they enacted with 
malicious eptitude, topped off 
(hats and all) by joining Angela for 
the biting “Arrogance” dance. 
Hilary King, who’d developed her 
role of Freud in Renee’s MCP 
Show at the Health Conference in 
1982, played an exceptionally cun
ning manipulator of minds, leav
ing Dora, as he intended, 
speechless. Angela Boyes-Barnes, 
fresh from her Zits, Bits and Bows 
Tour through New Zealand, 
played a variety of nasty roles, ex
celling herself as they got nastier 
and always demanding an uproar 
from the audience as her father 
figure “Well, come on, spit it out, 
girl!” Margaret Blay had the au
dience, and at times the cast, in fits 
by her consistent role plays, so that 
the grotesque snuff-smelling col
onialist melted into the evil 
religious minister. Jess Hawk 
Oakenstar held the show together 
with her much-acclaimed musi
cianship, at one time playing 
guitar, singing and tapping the 
tambourine with her foot. Ber
nadette Doolan nearly stole the 
show with her accurate, intelligent 
and side-splitting imitation of Mul- 
doon, now a regular expectation 
in the Broadsheet Roadshow. 
While Phee prefers to stay in the 
background, her dramatically ef
fective lighting deserves recogni
tion — and is crucial when tour
ing a show that has no scenery and 
very few props.

By the time this review appears, 
all that will be left throughout NZ 
will be vibrant memories: for me, 
memories of the final Auckland 
performance with hundreds of

women crammed into the Maid- 
ment, and the entire fore-stage 
area covered by scrambling, ador
ing children. The chant denying 
our herstory still plays through my 
mind. The strength of the ensem
ble singing “Maori Women of 
Aotearoa”. The distortion of truth 
as Mr Housing Corp calls in the 
police and army on Bastion Point 
for a few peaceful protestors. The 
fear of being “hunted down” still. 
Anger at the entire farce of the 
medical profession — and a wish 
that I’d known some of the wit
ches. The mixture of horror and 
hilarity of the “Speculum Song.” 
Most of all, the sheer strength and 
creativity which is celebrated and 
returned to us by Renee Taylor 
and her cast: “We are NOT ask
ing for it again.”D 
Cathie Dunsford

I ended up going to Broadsheet 
Revue four times. Three times 
with class mates from Women as 
Artists, 20th Century Drama and 
20th Century Women Writers. 
The final night with friends, 
women only performance. House 
full to bust.

The reactions of my numerous 
companions was entertainment 
itself. For those of you out there 
who didn’t see the show, hard 
luck. It was about things we 
weren’t supposed to talk about. 
P.S. and R. Politics, Sex and 
Religion were given a healthy 
airing.

Not shushed up, I watched, 
listened and laughed. The roof 
held. I was not struck dead. It’s 
OK not to believe in pie in the sky! 
The “Arrogance” number was as 
arrogant as I remember Ella 
Shields performance of “Burl
ington Bertie” during her tour of 
New Zealand in the late twenties 
or was it early thirties.

Lustily the cast sang the 
Sunbeam tune from the Sunday 
school hymnary. Thrie words told 
us just who good Kiwi blokes love. 
Sometimes unaccompanied, with 
melody descant and harmony, five 
talented women told a vicious 
truth.

Interspersed with humour, the 
pluse of the performance took our 
emotions from one extreme to 
another.

Hats off to Renee Taylor 
playwright and director.

I’m glad I lived long enough to 
be there.□
Joy Clement

ASKING FOR IT
The Broadsheet Roadshow will be 
making return visits to Wellington 
and Auckland during June. Con
tact Broadsheet for details of 
venues, dates, times. Watch for 
publicity releases.
WATCH FOR IT!
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TOPP SECRET _______
The Topp tw ins at
Circa Theatre,_______
W ellington, during  
April and May________

Lynda and Jools are our heroines, 
protectors of the very last dragon’s 
egg on earth. Their fiendish foe — 
the CIA, SIS and National 
Government — are in hot pursuit. 

So begins the Topp twins mad

on trumpet, they thrive on their 
character roles. It represents a new 
direction for them and reaches a 
wider audience.

Let s hope the wider audience 
doesn’t dampen the ending of too 
many performances. Or can the 
Topp twins win them over? A bet
ter integration of their political 
concerns and music into the plot 
is their challenge. More en
thusiastic and noisy support when 
the “silent majority” fills the 
theatre is ours.D 
Maire Dwyer

Linda (L) and Jools Topp (Photo by Lynette Shum, 1983).

dash nightclub circuit. Egg in tow, 
they let loose, pelting out gutsy 
tunes. They poked fun all the way. 
Jools, the sultry, seductive CIA 
agent. Lynda, “sweet as pie” in 
pink satin, tugging at her mini
skirt. Naturally there was public 
participation. People who never 
knew they could dance or play a 
trumpet . . .

There were hints of some of 
their more serious concerns 
through the show. Regular news 
items fed us updates on the peace 
movement, Reagan’s nuclear 
obsession, South African violence, 
and the CIA’s continued hunt for 
the Topp twins. The release of the 
egg was a conservationist triumph. 
Yet these messages didn’t appear 
to make much impact. The plot 
was a little weak somehow.

Finally, the “real” Topp twins 
came on stage. Bare feet and T- 
shirts. “Womanenergy” and 
political music. The climax?

Oh dear, the audience cooled a 
bit . . .  politics and fun don’t mix? 
They had come to be entertained 
after all. It was impossible not to 
be disappointed. Polite clapping is 
such an odd response to “Un
touchable Girls”, “Paradise” and 
“Bastion Point”!

Topp Secret extends the twins 
as entertainers. They play some 
topical new songs. Lynda goes solo

t h e  b l a t a n t  im a g e , a
magazine of feminist 
photography, No. 2, 1982*

The Blatant Image was published 
by a collective of feminist 
photographers in Oregon, USA.

It is a collection of photographs, 
usually single images, by 65 
photographers, accompanied by a 
text written by some of the 
women about themselves and their 
work.

Ruth Mountaingrove, a woman 
in her fifties, has the strongest con
tributions to make to the issue, 
with some fine images, such as the 
two shots of “Hannah”, an elder
ly woman, nude — and thought- 
provoking writing.

In her essay “The Dark Room 
as a Spiritual Path”, Mountain- 
grove says: “What a wealth of 
symbols are met with in the 
darkroom! Here we have a safe 
light. Here we develop negatives. 
Here we change negatives into 
positives. Here we enlarge. Here 
we stop and fix an image. The 
darkness is truly a place of 
transformation.”

Many of the women write of 
bad experiences and negative feel
ings, for which they have found,

m photography, a panacea. There 
is a honesty of revelation here, 
often of pain and trauma and of 
creative selves being denied, that 
comes from the safety of 
publishing in the context of this 
supportive group.

Claudia Liberatore, in her 
Series on Identity” (nine 

photographs of herself at home), 
makes a deliberate, strong and 
visually quaint statement about 
wifehood, motherhood and herself 
as a photographer. The work 
emerged from a sense of “almost 
a total loss of who I was as a per
son outside of a need-fulfiller and 
a care-giver. I wondered ‘Do I 
have an identity of my own?” 

Ruth Mountaingrove’s “I have 
nightmares of senility”, reveals 
something emotional that it is 
good to share. Likewise Margaret 
De Ritter’s image of three locks on 
her door, the residue of being 
raped in her last year at College.

The problems faced by many 
creative women are epitomised in 
Janet Roesler’s struggle to learn 
photography.

“I was being spiritually chopped 
up by my two male professors (e.g. 
‘Learn the chemical composites of 
everything you use . . . Know all 
the working moving parts of a 
45mm and 4x5 view camera by 
tomorrow . . .  Photograph more 
structures and fewer people . . .  ’)

and by my husband (e.g. “You 
spend too much time in the lab; 
I’m hungry . .. Choose me or 
your camera”).

There are many self-portraits — 
perhaps all the photographs are 
self portraits. Ruth Mountain- 
grove asks:

“If a woman creates a recipe can 
she call it a ‘self-portrait’?

If she designs a garden or a 
room, is that a ‘self-portrait’?

Everything we create is from 
the self. How do we separate the 
inner from the outer? What is 
mine/ours and what is the 
world’s?”

There are too many photo
graphs of uneven quality juxtapos
ed in an uncomfortable layout. P. 
K. Ellis’s “Intense Light o f  
Woman’s Power” and Nancy 
Wong’s “Self-Portrait with the sun 
in my lap” and “Scar of Love (ec
topic pregnancy 1975)” are some 
of the gems that shine among 
work that is self-conscious, banal 
or technically deficient.

The emphasis is on introversion 
— personal exploration through 
one’s own appearance and home 
environment. The photographs 
show almost no involvement with 
men or with children and there are 
few pictures of the outside world, 
as it is.
iniense Lignt ot Woman s Power 
by PK Ellis (The Blatant Image).
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This hermetically-sealed quality 
does not make for great photo
graphs. But it is both refreshing 
and “liberating” to see images 
women have made of themselves 
and each other, that are truthful 
of women in a way that men’s 
photographs of them can only 
rarely be. Stark realities of 
femaleness — mastectomy and 
hysterectomy — are confronted 
here. This is courageous and 
powerful image-making. □  
Rhondda Bosworth 
*The Blatant Image is published 
by The Blatant Image, 2000 King 
Mountain Trail, Sunny Valley, or 
97497, USA. A subscription costs 
US$13. The magazine is available 
from Broadsheet for $13.85.
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Above: M y  H y s te r e c to m y  by Deborah Vanko.
Top Left: Photograph by Lois Leyne.
Left: S e lf-P o rtra it by Claudia Leberatore in The Blatant Image, 1982.

RITA ANGUS
Paintings, Drawings

Auckland City Art Gallery 
27 May — 26 June

A Retrospective Exhibition organised by the 
National Art Gallery of New Zealand.
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AUCKLAND
Action Council for Women’s Abortion Rights (ACWAR), PO Box 1236 
Auckland, 1. '
ALRANZ, PO Box 33-135, Takapuna.
Bitches, Witches & Dykes, PO Box 68-570, Newton.
Broadsheet, PO Box 5799, Wellesley Street, Ph 7 94 -7 51 .
Council for the Single Mother and Her Child, PO Box 47-090, Ponson- 
by, Ph 760-476.
Family Planning Association, National Office, PO Box 68-200 Auckland 
Feminists for the Environment, Cl- Kathleen Ryan Ph 868-399 
Feminist Lawyers (Nationwide) C l- Linda Daly-Peoples Ph 688-139 
Feminist Teachers, PO Box 47-095, Auckland 
Haif-Way House, PO Box 78-016, Grey Lynn, Ph 767-635.
HELP, Counselling for Victims of Sexual Assault, Ph 399-185 24hr 
service.
Hine Tu Kaha, Women’s Health Centre, 63 Ponsonby Road Auckland 
1, Incest Counselling.
International Feminist Network (ISIS), 663B Te Atatu Road, Auckland, 8 
rn oo4-6629.
Jig-Saw, PO Box 28037, Remuera, Auckland, 5. Ph 543-460 
Lesbian Support Group, 7pm Mondays. Ph 888-325

C/- Angela Griffen, PO Box 6860, Auckland, Ph 794-179 
NOW, PO Box 2946, Auckland.
Rape Crisis, Ph 764-404
SOS, PO Box 47-090, Auckland, Ph 766-386
S o ^  Aucfctanti Women’s Refuge, PO Box 22-036, Otahuhu Ph2/b-oOOo.
Supportiine for Abused Women, PO Box 6450, Wellesley St, Ph 794-482 
WEL, 7 Rogan St, Hillsborough.
Womanline, 63 Ponsonby Road, Auckland 2, Ph 765-173. Hrs: 
11am-8.30pm, Mon-Fri. Telephone listening information and referral 
service.
Women's Community Video, Cl- Bellwood Ave, Auckland, 3.
Women’s Health Centre, SOS, 63 Ponsonby Rd, Ph 764-506 
Women’s Studies Association NZ, PO Box 5067 Auckland 
Working Women's Council, PO Box 68-480 Newton 
West Auckland Women’s Refuge, PO Box 45-063, Ph 836-4119 10-4 
After hours Ph 836-9099.

BAY OF ISLANDS
WEL, C l- Eileen Birch, PO Box 46, Rawene, Northland. 

CHRISTCHURCH
ALRANZ, PO Box 13-129, Armagh St
Christchurch Rape Crisis Centre, Ph 66742 or 66743 24hr telephone 
counselling 794-793 M
Christchurch Rape Crisis Group, Doreen Green, Ph 858-088 (h), 72-166

Canterbury Regional Women’s Decade Committee PO Box 237 
Christchurch,
Coalition Against Violence on Women, Penny Owen PO Box 884 Ph 
794-491.
NOW, PO Box 2720, Ph 881-030.
m o nl Rr?l'ts Group, PO Box 33-117, Barrington, Christchurch 2 
SOS, PO Box 884, Ph 796-970.

ChrLTchurchV°men S Gr°UP' Stud6nt U™°n Buildin9' Private Bag. 
WEL, C l- Paddy Austin, 82 Hinau Street, Riccarton 
Women s Refuge Centre, PO Box 7299 Ph 69-187 
Women’s Union, PO Box 2258, Christchurch
S/anMAexdr.W?T?n̂ s 8upport Group’ P0 Box 272°. GP0' Christchurch. WONAAC, 154 Colombo St, Ph 33-254
Working Women’s Council, PO Box 738, Christchurch
THAW. The Health Alternative for Women (Inc SOS) Cnr Peterborough
and Montreal Sts., Ph 796-970 (Office hours), PO Box 884, Christchurch

Kate Sheppard Womens Bookshop, 202A High St.
DUNEDIN
ALRANZ, PO Box 1289, Dunedin.
Community Childcare Centre and Family Day Care Programme 97 Forth 
Street, Dunedin.
Dunedin Collective for Women, PO Box 446, Dunedin.
Dunedin Rape Crisis Centre, Room 6, Regent Chambers, Octagon PO
Box 5424, Dunedin, Ph 741-592. ’
Dunedin Women’s Refuge, PO Box 8044, Ph 771-229.
LMDG — Lesbian Mother's Defence (Support Group for Gay and Lesbian 
Women), PO Box 11-009, Musselburgh, Dunedin.
SOS, PO Box 446, Ph 775-502 or 36-284 after hours 
Working Women's Council, PO Box 5311, Dunedin.

3ISBORNE
Sisborne Rape Crisis Centre, PO Box 1398 Ph 83-857 
Sisborne Women's Refuge. PO Box 1398 Ph 81-788 
.esbian Women’s Group, PO Box 1398, Ph 4285 
JOW, 3 Dickson St, Gisborne.
SOS, 37 Wairere Road, PO Box 1398, Ph 4285 
VEL, PO Box 282, Gisborne, Ph 81-407.
Vorking Women’s Council, Cl- Margaret McQuillan. 6 Ida Rd, Ph 88-291. 
■ORE

37C)n9 W°men S Gouncil' G • Sue Crawford. 1 Viking Place, Gore, Ph 

iREYMOUTH
/EL, 7 Domain Tee, Karoro, Greymouth.

AMILTON
ambridge Feminist Group, C l- Wendy Ennis, 33 Shakespeare Rd 
ambridge.
amlton Feminist Teachers. C- Shirley Smith, 92 McFarlane St Hamilton 
h 67-491

Hamilton Women's Centre, PO Box 7025, Subway Shops, Claudelands 
Bridge.
Rape Crisis PO Box 1560, Hamilton, Ph 80055, 6 pm - 6 am.
SOS, 155 Galloway St, Ph 65-474,
WEL, PO Box 9581, Hamilton North.
Women’s Studies Resource Centre, University of Waikato, Hamilton
Maw n i^ ( 0meuf CL°Un<rl1’ C/' Barbara Ware' P0 Box 8°. Hamilton. National Office, Working Women’s Council, PO Box 14-042 Enderlev 
Hamilton. ’

HUNTLY
Huntly Women’s Group, Cl- Judy Wilson, Rover Road, Huntly. 
INVERCARGILL
SOS, PO Box 676, Invercargill, Ph 86-648 
Southiand Women’s Support Group, PO Box 676, Invercargill 
WEL, PO Box 676, Invercargill.
WEL Newsletter Editor, Judy Taylor, 36 Park St, Invercargill, Ph 84-370. 
LOWER HUTT

or*6 9 2 ^ 5 4 4 Refu9e' PG Box 31-073, Lower Hutt, Ph 695-227 
Media Women, PO Box 275, Wellington,

MARLBOROUGHfBLENHEIM
NOW Marlborough Inc, PO Box 607, Blenheim
QAob°n?>Uāh E? ar9ency Refuge, PO Box 607, Blenheim. Ph 84099 
ouo, rU box 607, Blenheim.

MASTERTON
WEL, PO Box 201, Masterton, Penny Bunny, Ph 88-835. 

NAPIER/HASTINGS
Napier Women’s Emergency Centre, PO Box 676, Napier. Ph 436-515 

Women's Emergency Centre, PO Box 328, Hastings 

68-6428 BnS ° St Naf>ler’ Ph 438'484: 600 Gordon St' Hastings, PH 
WEL, Cl- 10 Bay View Road, Napier.

NELSON/MOTUEKA/GOLDEN BAY
ALRANZ, PO Box 476, Nelson.
Onekaka Feminist Front, Cl- Val Shapel, Onekaka, RD 2 Takaka 
Neson Women’s Emergency Centre, PO Box 832. Ph Lifeline 87566. 
Nelson Womens Centre, 94 Collingwood St, Nelson, Ph 89874 
SOS, 47 Mt Pleasant Ave, Ph 84-099.
^ .P O B o x  145, Motueka. Kate Light, Ph 89-482 (h): Lower MoutereIf0 (DUS).
WEL, Cl- Patsi McGrath, Todds Valley, Nelson RD 1.
Working Women's Council, Cl- Verna Sutherland, 18 Dorset St, Richmond 
Nelson, Ph RD 6434.
WIN, Newsletter of the Women’s Movement in Nelson, Cl- Community 
Education, 324 Hardy St, Nelson (or Cl- Women's Centre).
NEW PLYMOUTH
SOS, 9 Te Mara Place, Ph 84-937.
Virago Women's Action Group, 71 Bayly Rd, PO Box 4030 
WEL, Cl- Vicki Dugan, 112 Pioneer Rd, 510-869.
Women's Centre, 66 Brougham St, New Plymouth, Ph 79-532.

PALMERSON NORTH/MANAWATU
ALRANZ, PO Box 639, Palmerston North.
Palmerston North Women’s Refuge, PO Box 573, Ph 72-057 
SOS, 25 Alan Street, Palmerston North, Ph 75-460 
WEL (Levin), Cl- Gay Stewart, 7 Stuart St, Levin.

PARAPARAUMU
WEL, PO Box 1491, Paraparaumu Beach 
ROTORUA
WEL, Cl- J M Young, 46 Elizabeth St, Rotorua 
Rotorua Women’s Refuge, PO Box 1652, Ph 476-210.
TAUPO
SOS, 8 Taupo View Rd, Taupo.

TAURANGA
Bay of Plenty Women's Refuge, Cl- PO Box 753, Tauranga, Ph 84-012 
NZ Women s Health Network Newsletter, Cl- Sarah Calvert PO Box 2312 
Tauranga.
SOS, 20 Oban Rd, PO Box 368, Tauranga. Ph 89-698 
Tauranga Women's Centre, PO Box 368, Tauranga, 42 Grey St (in Govt 
Life Bldge), Ph 83-530.
WEL, 103 Grange Rd, Tauranga. Ph 63-260.

TE AWAMUTU
Te Awamutu Feminists, 111 Hazelmere Cres, Ph 4485, Carol Lamb 
20 Thorncombe Rd, Ph 5901, June Bright.
THAMES
WEL, Cl- Alyson De Boer, 102 The Terrace, Thames.
TOKOROA
WEL, Cl- Lynne Holder, 35 Tarapunga Place.
UPPER HUTT

257e99V7al'ey Fam'ly Re,U9e Centre' P°  B° X 4° ' ° 51 ’ Upper Hutt' Ph 

WANGANUI
Wank?anui Women’s Network. Cl- 76a Koromiko Rd. Wanganui.
WONAAC, 56 Parsons St, Wanganui, PH 42-291, 44-9 3 9 ,

WHAKATANE
SOS, PO Box 3049, Ohope, Ph. Whakatane 84-331 
Whakatane Women’s Collective, PO Box 3049, Ohope Ph Ohope 757 
or Ohope 265.

WHANGAREI
NOW and WEL, PO Box 4294, Kamo.
Rape Crisis Group, PO Box 4294, Kamo, Ph 71-537.
Whangarei Women's Centre, 1 st Floor, 5 Vine St, Whangarei, Ph 89-920
WELLINGTON
Access Radio, Ph 721-777.

PnviSt ^ ^ ° T i ! te6, 0n ^ ° mrens  Affairs’ State Services Commission, Private Bag, Wellington, 3rd Floor, National Provident Fund Building 1 
The Terrace, Wellington, Ph 722-834. y’
ALRANZ, PO Box 19-052, Wellington, Ph 758-450 
Circle Magazine, PO Box 427, Wellington.
Committee on Women and Education, Education Depariment 
Continuing Education (Vic) Beverley Morris Ph 758-677 
Feminist Librarians, Cl- Treasurer Chris Dodd, Cataloguing Dept National

rhVate Bda o ollln9ton or Kathleen Johnson, NZ Meteorological Service Library, PO Box 722, Wellington. y
Feminists in Social Service, Trish Hall (W) 721-000 (H) 842-152 
8 4? 732V°menS Health Collect've’ P0 Box 19-117, Wellington,'Ph 
Kidsarus 2, PO Box 9600, Wellington,
NZ Working Women's Council, PO Box 27-215, Wellington

s f f r o t o S w K . '* r°St'Wellin9ton’Rape Counselli"9
898-288n RaPe CriSiS Centr6' P°  B° X 11‘389’ GP0 Welllr’9'°'T Ph

a W a S s s s  s s nN2'noP08o,,M78j“ “m“'
Whe®lmgtonnphP8C5V-80riSt 289 ̂  Steet’ P°  ̂ 19° 86’
WEL, PO Box 11-285, Wellington
Wellington Lesbians, PO Box 427, Wellington, Ph 851-540

o"phTen84r72n7Xnrk)t h e ArmStr0ng’ 56 MaidavaleRd'
Phel736O2n80Omen S Re,UQe Gr°UP’ P° B0X 16"°79’ C°Urtenay Place'
w!fmJW4°men ln.,Sc,hools and Education), PO Box 1 1-724, Wellington 
Women Against Violence Against Women, PO Box 475, Wellington
Women s Refuge. R. Good (W) 721-253 9

737*800 BtUdieS Wellin9’on' Heather Roberts (H) 757-543, (W)

WONAAC, PO Box 2669, Wellington 
Values Women’s Network, Ph 797-611 
Women's Action Group Cl- Victoria University.

WacTph 85CM7923 Wi"iS S<’ Wellin9ton' P 0  Box 9600, Courtenay

"o?7*"c^ NZ StUden,S' Associatlon' P0 B°x
Wellington Federation of University Women, PO Box 2006 Wellington 
The Women s Place Feminist Bookshop, 289 Cuba St. Wellington 
Media Women PO Box 275, Wellington. 9
YWCA Recreation Officer, Ph 850-505.

British pagan feminist seeks Maori 
and/or Pacific Island women pen- 
friends to exchange information and 
ideas on paganisms, the Goddess(es), 
matriarchy, women’s healing power, 
women and plants, women’s move
ment in our countries. Write to Penny 
Old, 55 Kyverdale Road, London 
N16, UK.

ê The Best
Feminist Journalism 

Our 13th year
National and international news 
about women

*  Thoughtful commentaries, and 
news ahead of its time

*  Health, prison, and labor news

SUBSCRIBE TODAY!
oob, 1841 Columbia Rd. NW, Rm Z12 

Washington, D C 20009
sample copy $1.50

S l 5/yr contributing sub off our backs
S ll/ y r  regular sub 1M 1 Columbia Rd. NW
» 20/yr businesses and Rm. 212

institutions Wash., D.C. 20009
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Lesbian mother wants woman 
to share house.
Phone 83-63552.

4 - /0
U j Women's T ,

H Bookshop Ltd O
202A High St, Ph 790-784 

Christchurch, NZ. 
Weekdays 10.30 am - 5.30 pm 

Friday 9 pm
FEMINIST, LESBIAN-FEMINIST- 
THEORY, FICTION, POETRY, 

HEALTH, MAGAZINES, CARDS, 
POSTERS, RECORDS, JEWELLERY

C lAs S, f I EDS
Grass-hopper Services

Lawn and Garden Maintenance 
Phone Anne 818-6482 Auckland

WOMIN’S 
WORK 
CO-OP

Gib-boarding, Gib-stopping, 
Wallpapering and Painting, Lino Laying, 
Carpentry, Gardening and Section 
Clearing. For FREE quotes in the 
Auckland area phone Lyn 764-115.

NEW BROADSHEET BADGES!! $1 each

I’m Addicted to Heroines (purple writing on white background)............□
Politically Incorrect (navy and white) ^
We also stock these badges (tick boxes):
Witch (red and black) ........................................... ......................................
Warning! Schools spread sexism (green and white) lj
Uppity women unite (red and white) Ū
Support lesbian mothers (pink, black and w h ite )....................................LJ
Children are people too (yellow and red) LJ
Every mother is a working mother (red and white) lJ
Take the toys from the boys (black and white) LJ
What if Prince Charming never shows (grey and navy)........................ LJ
They’ve sent one man to the moon,
why not send them all (yellow and b lack)................................................LJ
Women for a bleeding change (red and black) LJ
Question authority (cream and b lack)....................................................... u
We don’t want more of the cake,
we want the whole damn bakery (pink, black and white) lj
I’m suffering from penis pity (blue and black) LJ
Send $1 per badge, plus 24 cents postage for up to 3 badges, 36 cents for
more to:
Broadsheet, PO Box 5799, Auckland.

My name: ..........................................................................................................
A ddress :............................................................................................................

YES I want to read more of this.

A year’s subscription costs $17 or $30 for a sustaining sub. 
Overseas surface: $22, Airmail rates on contents page.

My name: ...........................................................................................
A dd ress :..............................................................................................

Send to: BROADSHEET, PO Box 5799, Auckland, New Zealand.

WOMEN'S ELECTORAL LOBBY
Annual Conference 

Te Karaka Centre, Waikanae 
17, 18. 19 June

Saturday 17 — open to public 
Theme: Do we have to be Superwoman?

Speaker: Sonja Davies 
Afternoon speakers: Margaret Shields on 
"Women in Science”; Judith Whitcombe 
on "What can research do for women"; 
Judith Aitken on "What does it take to 

be a feminist public servant." 
Following this an open forum will be 

held
Fee: $13 whole day including lunch, or 

$5 for morning or afternoon session. 
Craft stalls, plus feminist books, badges 

etc available between sessions. 
Registrations and/or enquiries to WEL 
Kapiti, Box 1491, Paraparaumu Beach.

Women's Studies Association 
(Auckland)

Sunday Seminar 
9.30 — 4pm, 3 July

THE POLITICS OF SEXUALITY
feminist debate, discussion, workshops.

Venue: WE A, 21 Princes St, 
Auckland. Enrolment: 9.30am 

$4.00 non-members, $3 members 
Please bring food for a shared lunch 
Further information: Hilary 766-728 

or Pat 458-072. Women only.

Women's Studies Association 
(Auckland) presents 

a women-only screening of

NOT A LOVE STORY
a film about pornography 

produced by the women's filmakers' 
group of the

National Film Board of Canada. 
Sunday, 12 June at 7.30 pm 
Just Desserts, 7 Airedale St, 

Auckland.
Discussion to follow screening 

Entry by donation, bring a cushion.

THE WOMENS PLACE

(Feminist Bookshop)
289 Cuba St, PO Box 19086 

Wellington. Ph 851-802

Hours: 11am — 5.30pm 
Late night Fridays, Sat 10-1pm

RECORDS — BOOKS — POSTERS 
CARDS — MAGAZINES — BADGES 

T-SHIRTS -  JEWELLERY -  STAINED 
GLASS
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NEW: BROADSHEET BOOKS
Janet Frame’s autobiography To The Is-Land has just arrived in hardback, ($22.95). 
Also Self Defence for Women ($11.95) by Sue Lytollis which is a practical book with 
guidelines on answering doors, hitchhiking, prowlers, being followed and so on. Another 
release by New Women’s Press is Born Beneath a Rainbow: Memories of a Country 
Girlhood growing up near Opotiki, ($11.95).
From overseas we have just received Reweaving the Web of Violence ($13.50) edited 
by Pam McAllister which contains a wide range of articles about feminism and non
violence. We also have the new series of lesbian novels published in cheap paper back 
by Volute. This set by Ann Bam Bannon, first published in the 1960’s, is about the 
development of Laura’s lesbian identity from school to the gay scene in Greenwich 
Village. These light stories are best read in sequence, Odd Girl Out, I Am A Woman, 
Women In The Shadows, Journey To A Woman, and Beebo Brinker ($5 95)
New Virago’s include That’s How It Was ($9.95) by Maureen Duffey, the first of her 
ten novels and the most autobiographical. The story explores the relationship of an 
illegitimate Irish daughter and her English mother set in war time England. Covering 
a wide range of early essays is The Young Rebecca: Writings of Rebecca West 
1911-1917 ($18.50) ed. by Jane Marcus and includes A New Woman’s Movement, 
The Need For Riotous Living, the White Slave Traffic Bill and an essay on Mrs Pankhurst! 
Also, The Tidy House ($19.95) by Carolyn Steedman is an analysis of the stories writ
ten by three working class eight-year-old girls. The dreams of the life they expect to 
follow are studied through theories of education and history.
In hardback is Zoe Fairbairns’ latest novel Stand We At Last ($19.95) telling the epic 
story of five generations of women from 1855 to 1972, transgressing the wars, poverty, 
colonisation, emancipation and the modern world.
Also in Virago is Jipping Street ($9.95) by Kathleen Woodward, an autobiography of 
a child’s life in South East London before World War I and first published in 1928. 
We now have two books about graffiti to inspire the spray painters amongst us More 
pictures than words and full of wit are Off The Wall ($8.95) compiled by Rachel Bar
rett and Spray It Loud ($9.95) ed. Jill Posener.
In time for the touring exhibition of her works is the National Art Gallery’s publication 
Rita Angus ($18.00 pbk & $23.50 hbk). It includes a catalogue of her works as well 
as 50 plates (some in colour). “ Her paintings ask our awareness of the here and now 
and reflect what she was to write late in her life. ‘I sought my roots in my own in
heritance’ ” (page 87).
The Legal Research Foundation Inc. has published a series of seminars which may 
be of interest to feminists. Domestic Violence by Pauline Tapp, Sexual Violence — 
A Case for Law Reform ($5.50) by Margaret Wilson, Hon. McLay, & Dr Lannes 
Johnson Family Law 1981 ($1 2.50) by Prof. Webb and Adams Police Powers and 
the Rights of Suspects ($5.50) by Tim McBride and Official Information Bill ($5 50) 
by Dr Ian Eagles.
We have stocks of Nadine Gordimer’s novels Burger’s Daughters ($7.95), and Ju
ly’s People ($6.95) as well as her short stories A Soldier’s Embrace ($6.95). Other 
collections of short stories we have in stock again include Women And Fiction I &
II ($5.95 each) both edited by Susan Cahill, Common Ground Stories By Women 
($10.50), and Ann Shockley’s lesbian short stories The Black And White Of It ($8.95).

11 \ vofft*
ORDER FORM
Please send me the following books:

(please add 50 cents per book postage and packing) 
I enclose $
My Name:
Address:

Send to: Broadsheet, PO Box 5799, Auckland.



CARDS AND
POSTCARDS

W° eac*  of the 
three cards and
two postcards 
shown here)

11 «e tudes
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