
-—

ingfeaturo s environment |women’Ser= 
C

R
Y 

B
A

 
||



Production

Send us  a r t i c l es ,  a rguments
g raph i cs ,  l e t t e r s ,  pho tos ,
i ns t ruc t i ons  on  do ing ,  mak ing
eg .  f r ames ,  l ooms ,  f i lms .  Send
us  f eedback .  What a re  your
reac t i ons  to Sp i ra l ?  What
would you l i ke  t o  see  more  o f ,
l ess  o f ,  what p l eases  you?
Le t  us  know i f  you can  he lp  us ,
i f  we can send  you cop ies ,  i f
you  can  se l l  some .

Sales
Ask  your l oca l  bookse l l e r  i f
they s tock  i t  ~ i f  no t ,  show
i t  t o  them. Persuade them to
t r y  a f ew  each  qua r te r l y .  Le t
us  know each  p r in t i ng  how many
they ' d  l i ke  to have  i nvo i ced
out  to t hem.
Buy a number ,  two ,  t en ,  a
hundred cop ies  f r om us  and se l l
them to you r  f r i ends .
HELP WOMEN ART ISTS  COMMUNICATE
WITH EACH OTHER.  BUY SPIRAL.
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Spiral Editorial

Who are we?

We are  a co l l ec t i ve  o f  Chr i s t -
church women wi th  a femin is t
perspect ive  eager  to provide
New Zealand women wi th  a l i te r -
ary/arts journal  which i s  a
forum fo r  t he i r  own thoughts ,
f ee l i ngs ,  a t t i tudes i n  a
nurturant supportive atmos-
phere. ’

What are ouraims?

To o f f e r  space  t o  women a r t i s t s ,
pa r t i cu l a r l y  t hose  who have
not  been accepted by the male
cr i t ique  - pub l i she rs  and
ga l l e r i es  - and f u r t he r ,
share  the po lemics  o f  the
global women's ar t  movement.
Crea te  our own c r i t i que .  Share

‘work and spir i tual  aspirat ions.

Pr in t  Sp i ra l ,  contact  many.
women ar t is ts  (pa i r ters ,  wr i te rs ,
photographers,  composers, f i lm
makers ,  c ra f tswomen)  to develop
a communication network through-
out  the country o f  which
Sp i ra l  i s  a v i ta l  pa r t ,  l e t -
t i ng  you know who i s  do ing ,
t h i nk i ng ,  making wha t ,  where
and when - eg .  ar ts  workshops,
f es t i va l s ,  exh ib i t i ons ,  books ,
b i og raph ies ,  new theo r i es ,
d i scove r i es ,  exper iments . . .

“>

. for  your doctors’, den t i s t s ’ ,

Not in Limbo
Cultural femin ism, the a r t i s t i c ,
c r i t i ca l  and research activity
o f  women wi th  a feminist  con-
sc iousness,  i s  nibbling a t  the
edges o f  that public mascul ine
exper ience wi th which we are con-
stantly bombarded. Slowly and
f ragmentar i l y .

What have we done so far?

Publ ished the f i r s t  three
i ssues  o f  Sp i ra l .  The compila-
t ion  o f  S r i r a l  was done i n
Caristchurc.:  w i th  cont r ibu t ions
from pa in te r s ,  pce t s ,  photo-
graphers and o ther  dedicated
women.

Pub l i c  man i fes ta t ions  are  seen
in  the cont inuance o f  Broadsheet
magaz ine ,  Daybreak bookshop ,
Hers to ry  p ress ,  Sp i ra l ,  the
Womens Stud ies  Assoc ia t i on ;  i n
the in f requent  v i s i t s  o f  l i te rary
spokeswomen such as  Mar i l yn  French
and E l l en  Moe rs ,  i n  conce r t s ,
con fe rences  and exh ib i t ions  by
fem in i s t  a r t i s t s  and academics .

What are ourdifficulties?

To have the money to  p r in t  the
nex t  Spira l  we need a good
return from the sa les  o f  each
i ssue ,  now on  sa le  a t  bookshops
and ga l l e r i es  o r  which you can
wr i te  t o  us  f o r  pos t i ng .
Therefore we need to  contact
as  many women as  poss ib le  whosee the need for  th i s  publica-t ion ~ and w i l l  buy and help us ’  Subter ranean ev idence  may be seen

in  femin is t  homes round these l l  i t .
‘ country;  shelves o f  feminist

and women ' s  books ,  magaz ines  and
What you can do records, d iar ies,  walls of  visual

ar ts .  This inf luence i s  hardest
to measure ,  .but i t  does  provide
fo r  women re inforcement ,  v igour ,
humour, changing models from
vict im to self-respect ing sur-
v i vo r ,  and changing l i f es ty les
and futures.

Buy g i f t  subs fo r  mothers ,
f r i ends ,  women a r t i s t s  o f  your
acqua in tance.  Take out  a sub

l awyers '  wa i t ing  rooms . . .
a r t  ga l l e r y ,  s t a f f r ooms ,  p lay-
cen t res ,  c lubrooms,  s ta t i one r .
Ask your l oca l  l i b ra ry ,  a r t  ga l~

I n  the  s i x t i es  w r i t e r s  such as
Sy l v i a  P la th  and Jane t  Frame

le ry  o r  . . . ?  i f  they have a imp l i c i t l y  ra i sed  words ,  the
sub ,  and i f  no t ,  suggest  they so l id i ty  o f  wo rds ,  thus a r t ,  to
ge t  one .  the h i ghes t  l i f e  f o rm ,  a k i nd

o f  ind iv idua l  exo rc i sm  o f  pa in
and negat ion .  In the seven t i es ,

Judy Chicago and Mar i l yn  French
suggest  imp l i c i t l y  that  a r t  i s
one expression o f  l i f e  exper ience
common to a l l  women.  Both
a r t i s t s  show femin ism to be  no t
the so lu t ion but  the  st ructure
informing l i f e  and a r t .  Emer-
gent American wr i te rs  such as
Rita Mae Brown and Bertha Harr is
offer ser iocomic si tuat ions in
which women a r t i s t s '  humanity
exposes  a s t e r i l e  techn ique-
f idd l ing  (male) ar t  es tab l ish-
men t ;  a New Zea land poe t ,
Rachel McAlpine in her Chat
wi th  God the Mother!  shows one
d i rec t i on  o f  f em in i s t  i n f l uence ,
a changed sp i r i tua l  focus.

Where ar t  and po l i t i c s  meet  i s
a widening re fusa l  by women to
be  bound by t rad i t iona l  con ten t
even when us ing  t rad i t iona l
sk i l l s .  Por i f  we de f i ne  po l i t i cs
as  the express ion  o f  a ph i losophy
o f  l i f e  and i t s  government ,  we
are a l l  pa r t i c ipan ts ,  a l l  po l i -
t i ca l  be ings ,  w i t h  a s take i n
the necessary  changes o f  that
philosophy. The women's art
environment made for the 1977
United Womens Convention was a
rebe l l i on  aga ins t  t rad i t iona l ly
de f i ned  "exh ib i t i ons " .  As
women a r t i s t s  lock  t o  t he i r
common exper ience they see the
need fo r  a l l  women's c rea t iv i t y
to be recogn i sed ,  they see  that
i t  ex i s t s  everywhere ,  i f  on ly



spasmod i ca l l y  i n  pub l i c .

To  pub l i c i se  t he  sub te r ranean
changes  o f  consc iousness  i t  i s
necessa ry  t o  poo l  ene rg ies ,  t o
g roup ,  to o rgan i se ,  and document
women ' s  wo rk .  The  Ch r i s t chu rch
env i ronmen t  showed t ha t  an  a r t
w i t h  common env i r onmen ta l ,  thus
po l i t i ca l  o r i g i ns ,  mus t  be a
democ ra t i sed  a r t ,  i t s  p rocesses
demys t i f i ed  so that  i t  can com-
mun ica te  w i th  i t s  ances t r y ,  t he
common - and  uncommon - expe r i ence
o f  women. As  we l l  as  a r epo r t
o f  t he  env i r onmen t ,  t h i s  th i rd

i ssue  gathers  a var iety o f  women
poe ts  f rom around the coun t ry .
The g rea tes t  response  to Sp i ra l
has  been  f rom poe ts .  I t  may be
that ex i genc ies  o f  t ime ,  space ,
and mater ia l  inhibit a fu l l - t ime
fami l y  nur turer  f rom more expan=-
s i ve  ac t i v i t i e s ,  i t  may be that
we  need more women-d i rec ted
out le ts  f o r  wr i t t en ,  v isua l  and
performing a r t s .  Sp i ra l  welcomes
repor ts  o f  such  ven tu res .

1 From Come to  the Dinner Party
Rachel  McAlp ine Pub .  Caveman ' 78 .

Paulette Barr

Thanks
We have been ass i s ted  with th is
and t he  p rev ious  i s sue  o f  Sp i ra l
by g ran t s  f rom the  NZ L i te ra ry
Fund .  We wou ld  l i ke  to thank
a l l  women who have supported
Sp i ra l  and i n  par t i cu la r  Jane
Stewar t  and Lou ise  Lewis  f o r
gene rous  g i f t s .

Credits
Pub l i shed  by  Sp i ra l  Co l l ec t i ve :

Pa tsy  Keene ,  Anna Ke i r ,  Ruth Lawley,
Hea the r  McPhe rson ,  Wendy P res tney ,
T i f fany  Tho rn ley .  .

Layou t :  Lynne Ciochet to

Cover :  A l l i e  Eag le  & Lynne Ciochet to

Fundra is ing :  Gladys Gurney ,  Les l i e  Car r

Reg is te red  a t  the  Ge .0 .  We l l i ng ton  as  a magazine.
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I can ' t  s t and  t he  qu ie tness  o f  t he  n igh t
c l ock  t i c k i ng
t ypewr i t e r  c l ack ing
ca t s  t ongue  l app ing

I can ' t  s t and  t he  s t i l l ness  o f  t he  n i gh t
immob i l e  mob i l e
ca ta ton i c  t r ee
g rey  s tone  ma iden

S ing  me a l i e
S ing  me a l i e
Te l l  me tha t  one day  t he re  won ' t  be

sch i zoph ren ia
i nces t
se l f -mu t i l a t i on
o r  egg  bound  ban tams

S ing  me a l i e
S ing  me a l i e
Te l l  me I ' l l  neve r  d i e .

Dea res t  l i t t l e  s i s t e r  w i t h  you r  r osebud
l i ps  and  b r igh t  young  eyes ’
I p l anned  t o  t e l l  you  t on igh t
abou t  l i f e
abou t  men  how they  rape  bea t
& opp ress  us
Abou t  l ov i ng  women l ov i ng  you rse l f
bu t  t on igh t  l i t t l e  s i s t e r  I 'm  s i l en t
& my hea r t  i s  heavy
w i t h  t he  pa in  o f  t r y i ng  t o
l ove  myse l f .



Anzac Day 1978
Six old schizophrenic men walked across the field
They were wearing their best hospital issue sports jackets
and were carrying a wreath -
a wreath for their physically dead comrades I thought.
But their faces were saying something -
something I fe l t  as  I fingered the crumpled poppy hidden
in my uniform pocket -
something I fe l t
as I squirmed uneasily.

Born  Ju l y  1953  - Sun  i n  Cance r ,
Moon i n  L i b ra ,  Sco rp io  r i s i ng .
T ra in i ng  as  a psych ia t r i c  nu rse  -
shou ld  reg i s te r  May ' 79  i f  a l l
goes  we l l ,
I n t e res t s  a re  as t ro l ogy ,  f em in i sm,
po l i t i c s  and de tec t i ve  nove l s  -
Ma rsh ,  Ch r i s t i e ,  A l l i ngham and
Saye rs  (no  co inc i dence  t ha t  t hey ' r e
a l l  women) .  S ince  read ing  V io l e t t e
Leduc ,  Co le t t e  and  Ge r t r ude
S te in  have  had  a des i r e  t o  t rave l
t o  F rance ,

Olive Winchester

Etiquette atthe Circus
She ran  t o  t he  c l own  -
t ouched  h i s  bus t  o f  ba l l oons
he jumped away. -

She wa l ked  t o  a ho rse  =
pushed  swee ts  t h rough  i t s  ye l l ow  t ee th  -
i t  ne ighed  i n  ange r . -

Sad l y  she  wen t  home .  =
What t i c ke t  buys  t he  r i gh t
t o  t ake  l i be r t i es?

in

Fettered to Mother

Don ' t  say  -

' You  shou ld  be  g ra te fu l ,
f o r  a l l  I have  done  f o r  you r .
Birth, Care, Happiness.

Don ' t  l ook  -

And  hope  t o  see
resemb lance  t o  you r  l ove r .
For  I am me - no  o the r .

Don ' t  ask  -

Fo r  l ove ,  r espec t  and  t hough t
I can  g i ve  no th i ng  o f  myse l f
unsough t .

3
A

3

Born  Oc tobe r  5 th  1919  i n  London ,
Eng land .  Came to  N .Z .  i n  1951 .
Have  son  33  and  daugh te r  31 .
I n te res t s ,  peop le ,  an ima l s ,
r ead ing ,  w r i t i ng .  (No spec ia l
o rde r . )  A l so  l ove  danc ing  and
ea t i ng  bu t  one  mus t  have v i ces  . .
to g i ve  balance.



Vo
gh

 
sy

5 
Hy

Anne McDonell

A Visit
Near l y  a cen tu r y  o l d ;  f r a i l
bed - r i dden  and  w i t h  mudd led  memory
she l i es  t he re ,  va l i an t l y  a t t emp t i ng
a conve rsa t i on  w i t h  t he  g rand -daugh te r
whom she has  f a i l ed  t o  r ecogn i se .
L i ke  t he  g l ass  i n  a ka le i doscope
he r  memor ies  m ix  and  m ing le ,
neve r  f o rm ing  t he  same pa t t e rn  tw i ce .
Who i s  t h i s  s t r ange r  by  he r  beds ide

wi th  whom she  i s  f o r ced  t o  conve rse
and t o  sha re  he r  sac red  memor ies?
I t  bo the rs  he r  t o  en te r t a i n  s t r ange rs .
" I 'm  i n  a home where  t hey  f i x  o l d  peop le , "
she t e l l s  me as  i f  t o  say

-"Why no t  come back  l a te r  when t he i r  j ob
i s  done .  Then we ' l l  have  t ea  t oge the r . "
I b l ow  my nose ,  k i ss  he r  f u r rowed  f o rehead

and  has ten  t o  t he  wo r l d  whe re  I am recogn i sed .

Hate -A Protection
Despe ra te l y  I seek  t o  ha te  h im ,
de f i n i t e l y ,  f i na l l y ,
t o  f ee l  an  emo t i on  fo r  h im
wh ich  I can  comprehend.
B lack  i s  unde rs tandab le
l i ke  wh i t e ,  wh i ch  i s  imposs ib l e
bu t  t h i s  g rey  con fuses ,
encou rages  f a l se  hope
t hen  ma l i c i ous l y  dea l s
i t s  hand  o f  hu r t .

Sunday Morning

I l i e  i n  bed  w i t h  my
co f f ee  pe rched  p reca r i ous l y
upon  t he  shamb les  o f  shee t s
and t oas t  crumbs d ropp ing
l i ke  g rave l  t o  a r i ve r  bed .
The ch i l d ren ' s  r eques t  sess ion
ceased  some t ime  be fo re
to  se t  f r ee  an  exube rance
one cou ld  ha rd l y  i gno re .
I f l i c k  t h rough  t he  pages
o f  a l i b ra r y  book ,  l ong  ove rdue
know ing  now  tha t  I ' l l  neve r  r ead  i t .
Peop le  amb le  down  ou r  avenue
on  t he i r  way t o  morn ing p raye rs .
I f ee l  annoyed  as  t hey  rega rd
my py jama  c l ad  ch i l d ren  w i t h  s ta res
o f  sympa thy .  I c l ose  t he  b l i nd .
I t  shu t s  ou t  t he  v i ew
bu t  no t  t he  d i scomfo r t ,  phys i ca l  and men ta l
wh ich  p l agues  me .  Bu t  I knew
when I dec ided  t o  l i e  in
t ha t  t h i s  i s  what  i t  wou ld  come to .

I am the mother  o f  t h ree  ch i ld ren
aged seven to ten  yea rs  and am
working f u l l  time as  a speech
t he rap i s t .  I am a l so  a teacher
o f  speech  and drama (non -
p rac t i s i ng ) .  My i n te res t s
i nc l ude  wr i t ing  poet ry  and p rose
fo r  adu l ts  and ch i l d ren ,  d rama,
and home l i f e  with my fam i l y .
I am a l so  involved wi th  the
Toas tmis t ress  o rgan isa t ion .

My work has been broadcas t  and
pub l ished by Schoo l  Pub l i ca t i ons ,
Eve ,  Home Jou rna l ,  Ou t r i gge r ,
Thursday ,  Aus t ra l i an  Schoo l
Magaz ine  and o the rs .



Gladys Gurney |

"You sa id  you thought  sometimes I
was  a s i l l y  o l d  woman bu t  t hen

aga in  you  l oved  me . "

S i l l y  o l d  woman danc ing  a l l  n i gh t
you  ho ld  you r  own w i t h  t he  young

more  o r  l ess ,
more o r  l ess  my f r i end

and  have  ano the r  d r ink
l ean  awh i l e .

Wise  o ld  woman you  l end  you r
ea r  t o  t he  p rob lem my f r i end

Th i s  t h i ng  i s  l ess  o r  more
’ more o r  l ess .

Sha l l  we mak ing  i t  more  re ta i n  i t ?
Mak ing  i t  l e ss  d i v i de  i t  w i t h  me,

I t ake  a ha l f .

Sha l l  we f i nd  a t r i be
and  d i v i de  i t  and d i v i de  i t  aga in

un t i l  t he  p i eces  become so  sma l l
t hey  d i sappea r
more  o r  l ess .

S t rong  o l d  woman
"Anyone f o r  i nd ian  w res t l i ng? "

"Sha l l  we d i g  t he  ga rden
o r  have  ano the r  bee r? "
l ess  o r  mo re
more  o r  l ess .

Lov ing  o l d  woman
Your  arm he ld  many a ch i l d
Your  own  - mo re  o r  l ess .

Sad  o ld  woman
remember ing  l one l y  t imes  w i t h  no -one

jus t  t he  t hough t  com ing
some t imes  l essee
some t imes  more .

S i l l y  o l d  woman }
you  t ook  i t  and  you  ho ld  i t
more  o r  l ess
l ess  o r  mo re .

Bu t  t hen  aga in  you  l ove  me
l e ss  o r  mo re?
more  o r  l ess?

Amazon Song

S ing
S ing  me
S ing  me a song
S ing  me an  Amazon Song
S ing  o f  t he  l a teness

o f  t ime
o f  r eg re t s

o f  l oves
and  o f  t hose  no t  l oved
o f  r evo lu t i on  coming

no t  f as t  enough
o f  young ones  g row ing

no t  f as t  enough
o f  my pass ing

too  qu i ck l y
t oo  s l ow l y

o f  my m iss i ng
o f  you  and  you  and  you

and  t he  hugg ing  and k i ss i ng
o f  you  and  you  and  you

the  s l eep ing ,  weep ing
w i t h  you  and  you  and you

o f  t he  p i cn i cs ,  pa r t i es
co ld  days ,  we t  days

ho t  days ,  r o t t en  days
o f  our power ,  s t r eng th

o f  ou r  weakness  and opp ress ion
o f  our  hopes,  dreams

wi l d  c razy  schemes
S ing  me on  and on  and on

o f  t he  ch i l d ren  we ra i sed
hop ing  ye t  f ea r i ng

o f  t he  neve r -end ing  ca r i ng .
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S ing  o f  ou r  c rea t i v i t y
des t royed  o r  i gno red
o f  t he  f i gh t  f o r  r ecogn i t i on
o f  cu r  a r t i s t s ,  w r i t e r s ,  mus i c i ans

s low l y  band ing  t oge the r
ga the r i ng  t he i r  wimmin s t r eng th

S ing  o f  ou r  t r ave l l i ng  s i s t e r s
mee t i ng ,  g ree t i ng
o f  v i s i ons ,  m i ss i ons
S ing  on  and  on
S ing  o f  t he  anc ien t  ones

who d ied
S ing  a dea th  song

fo r  t hem
o f  t he  know ledge

o f  t he  power
o f  f ea r  c rea ted
in  t he  hea r t s  o f  men

S ing  o f  t he  f l ames
o f  bod ies  des t royed

bu t  no t  sp i r i t s
S ing  o f  ou r  r e l i g i on

p rese rved  sec re t l y
t h rough  i t  a l l

S i ng  l oude r  and l oude r
S ing  t ha t  t he  sp i r i t s

who  depa r ted
wi l l  hea r

and  re tu rn
S ing  ou r  Amazon song

shake ,  b reak
t he  pa t r i a r cha l  f ounda t i on
then  s i ng  w i t h  j oy

and  bu i l d  aga in
S ing  o f  r enewa l

o f  r eb i r t h
S ing

S ing  me
S ing  me a song
S ing  me an Amazon Song.

10

I am a Sag i t t a r i an  woman who l i kes
peop le .  I w r i t e  poe t ry  very
spasmod i ca l l y .  I a l so  l i ke  t o
d raw o r  pa in t  spasmod i ca l l y .  I
look a t  my poe t ry  now and i n  i t
see  . t he  p rog ress ion  o f  my l i f e
f rom a convent iona l  suburban
3 ch i l d ren ,  one  mor tgage e t c .
l i f e  t o  a r ea l i za t i on  o f  myse l f
as  a pe rson ,  a woman, a woman
r e l a t i ng  to women and now a
woman re l a t i ng  t o  a cause ,  a
woman's dream hence the
"Amazon Song" .

Jocelyn Herrick

The Dead Complaint of Winter

i wan ted  t o  w r i t e  a poem
‘ abou t  t he  bu l l doze r
and i t s  d r i ve r

bo th  damaged a ma in  bow
o f  t he  red  beech
ou ts i de  t he  w indow

i wan ted  t o  d rag  them back  he re
to  con f ron t  t h  sp l i t

i chewed my l i p ,  and  l e t  i t  s l i p .

11



Th i s  man  and w i f e
s tumb le  & shu f f l e
a long  l ea the r  coa t ,  No t re  Dame
phys ique ,  wh ing ing  each  s tep
l i ke  t h  i gno red  dog
who ge t s  f ed  regu la r l y
i admit ‘ i t

l o ve  i s  more than
wa lk ing  t oge the r
t h i s  we know
» Or  rea l l y  hope
wh ich  i s  t h  g rea tes t  o f  a l l
t ake  ano the r  l ook
here  i s i t ,  i t  was me
who sa id
you  wou ldn ' t  know
i f  i d i ed
€ i ,  did no t  know ,
the  s to r y  t u rned
pe rhaps
too  rea l
on  me

I am 23  yea rs  o l d ,  sepa ra ted ,
have l i ved  most  o f  my l i f e  i n
Christchurch and have wr i t ten
poetry on and o f f  s i nce  high
schoo l ,  my en joyment  comes f rom
Russ ian  and German l i t e ra tu re ,
the sea ,  my dog and th guy
i 'm  separated f r om.  have j us t
completed year  one o f  th  l i be ra l
s tud ies  cou rse  a t  can te rbury .

12

Alison Jackman

1 .  "Tecoma" ser ies (charcoal and wash) 53 cm x 35 cm June 1975
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2.  "Matai Va l ley ,  Nelson" (charcoal and watercolour)

34  cm x 41  cm June  1975

3 .  "Mata i  Va l l ey ,  Nelson"  (pen and i nk )  35  cm X 42  cm Ju l y  1975

v
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Photo: Jackie Su l l i van .

Born 1952
Educa ted  a t  day land  Co l l ege ,
Ne l son .
A t tended  Canterbury  Schoo l  o f
F ine  A r t s  1972 -1974 .
Re tu rned  t o  Ne l son  i n  March  1974 .
Nu rsed  mother  through t e rm ina l
i l l ness  and was work ing  a t
Waimea Po t t e r i es  a t  the t ime o f
her dea th  as  the resu l t  o f  a car
crash ~ Ju l y  1975 .

A l i son  Jackman .works :  co l lec t ion
Helen & Tony Jackman.
Pho tos :  Jan  Gea ry .

Whe the r  A l i son  was  pa in t i ng  o r
no t  was an i nd i ca t i on  o f  how she
was f ee l i ng  a t  the  t ime .  A l t hough
she f e l t  a de f i n i t e  need  to
pa in t  she  cou ld  no t  work when
rea l l y  dep ressed .  Perhaps t h i s
was because  so  much o f  he r  ene rgy
went i n t o  he r  work and when de-
pressed she d i d  no t  have th is
to spa re .

Near l y  a l l  A l i son ' s  work had i t s
beg inn ings  i n  l andscape  o r  p l an t
f o rms .  Her  ea r l y  pa in t i ngs
were  dark  bu t  evo l ved  i n to  use
o f  r i ch ,  o f t en  v i v i d  co lou r ,
sometimes w i th  addi t ions o f
sh iny  go ld  o r  s i l ve r  pa in t .

Lack ing  a h igh ly  deve loped  pro-
t ec t i ve  she l l ,  A l i son  was
eas i l y  a f f ec ted  by c r i t i c i sm ,
l os i ng  f a i t h  i n  he rse l f  and  he r
wo rk .  He r  g row ing  rea l i sa t i on
o f  and  f a i t h  i n  he r  own s t r eng ths
i s  r e f l ec ted  i n  he r  l a t e r  wo rk .
He r  pa in t i ng  had a lways  been
s t rong  and ene rge t i c  bu t  he r
l a te r  work seems more su re  and
f ree r  i n  s t y l e .

Fee l i ng  a need  to spend more t ime
pa in t i ng  A l i son  had begun  working
on ly  par t  t ime a t  the po t te ry .

Her  growing i n te res t  i n  l i ne  l ead
t o  the  se r i es  o f  l i nea r  b l ack /
whi te  landscape d raw ings .

The f l owe rs  we re  A l i son ' s  l as t
d raw ings .  She saw these  as
ind ica t ing  a new d i rec t i on  fo r
he r ,  invo lv ing as  they d i d  a
consc ious  s tu l iy ing o f  one ob jec t .

Anna  Ke i r
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Lea Barker

On Whose Shoulders I Lay My Burden
Las t  n i gh t  i t  was s tup id i t y
t he  ceremony o f  t he  p i l l s  and  booze
gua rded  enunc ia t i on
No poem wr i t t en
no  s tudy  done
no  l ov i ng

We spoke  o f  you
- t he  young  man  and  I -
and  he  l i ke  o the rs
f i l l ed  h i s  mouth  w i t h  dep ress ion
§ pu f f ed  i t  ou t  a t  me ,
t he  sad  ba l l oon ,
b loa ted  t o  bu rs t i ng  po in t
w i t h  se l f - impo r t

expo r t ,  you  have gone w i t h
my b less ing ,  w i t h  my
love  t ucked  somewhere  on
you r  pe rson  f o r  no  sn i f f e r  dog
to  f i nd .  I p l aced  i t  i n  t he
ce l l s  o f  you ,  t he  b i nd ing  a tom
be l l s  o f  you

i n  t ha t  sec re t  o f  a l l  sac red
p laces  whe re  t he  moon
i s  t he  measu re r  o f  t ime
€ t he  sun  a coun te rpo in t

con t rapun ta l
hey ,  Rapunze l
l e t  down you r  ha i r

Oh,  I neve r  cou ld ,  I neve r  cou ld
I was a f ra i d  t o  be  a l one  w i t h  you
a f ra i d  t o  be  i n  l ove
a f ra i d  t o  make t he  pub l i c  show
jus t  l e t t i ng  you  b rea the  g race fu l l y
bes ide  me
in  t he  i n te r va l .
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Kiss Miss Carol

Par t  o f  a g r im  subu rb in
the  young mother  w i t h  he r
manch i l d  & babe
i s  pegged  t o  l i nes  o f  napp ies
sa l t ea rs  i n  the  d i shwa te r
§¢ c ruc i f i ed  by  eve ry  c ry
t he  new  one  makes

6am feed
§ f eed  t he  worker  t oo
he ' s  gone by  7
t he  d i shes  done ,  t he  house  l uxed  .
t he  napp ies  soak ing
§ a cup  o f  t ea  be fo re  he r
wi th  he r  woman's da i l y

The day  l eng thens  as  she  l ooks
ahead  t o  f eeds  & t ea  & t e l l y
wh i l e  hubby ' s  a t  t he  pubby
w i th  the  b l okes  f rom work

The re  was  a f r i end  she  had  a t  schoo l
wi th  whom she shared  he r
sec re t  l us t s  - t hey ' d  g i gg le  a t  g ra f f i t i
bu t  t he  rea l  t h i ng  looms l i ke
l eg l ess  roas t s  ou t s i de  he r  oven
now and l augh te r  i s  a h i s t o r y .

Perhaps  t h i s  weekend
they ' l l  go  down to  see  h i s
pa ren ts  - he rs  no  l onge r  ca re ,
she ' s  woman now and w i f e
grown ou t  bu t  no t  g rown-up

She 'd  l i ke  t o  t ake  up ne tba l l
aga in  bu t  who 'd  l ook  a f t e r
baby  and  t he  t hough t  o f
f ac i ng  s t r ange rs
g i ves  he r  ch i l l s

No ,  she ' l l  s t ay  in he r  i nd i f f e rence
wor ry i ng  abou t  t he  p r i ce  o f  t h ree  chops
& pu t t i ng  o f f  ye t  aga in
the  ma te r i a l
she  l ongs  t o  buy  t o  make
a sun f rock
I ' d  neve r  wear  i t  anyway

17



t oo  f a t  . .
now  tha t  I ' ve  had  a ch i l d

Af te rnoon  d r i ps  soo t  i n to
the  f i r ep lace
€ l ook ing  up  she knows
the  c l ock  has  s topped  )
§ she  i s  t r apped  w i t h i n  t he  wan t i ng
o f  a w i f e .

The Girl In The Kent State Advertisement

(Fo r  Mary  Vecch io )

You were my v i r g i n  Mary
de f l owe red
by  an e j acu la t i on  o f  sho t
v i s i ons

I had  my own b i l l boa rd  o f  you
Newsweek-cove r ,  b l ack  edged
the  t ime  and  p l ace  o f  b i r t h  and  dea th

They say  you  were defamed by  f ea r
you r  b ru i sed  i nnocence  mu t i l a t ed
fu r t he r  by  t he  i nsu l t s  and  t he  t h rea t s
o f  peop le  l oa the  t o  be  moved
o r  move  f rom the i r  a rm-cha i r
TV-d inne r  (% baked )  i deas .
You ran  away t o  mus i c
§ l ove  t ha t  f e l l  t o  t rade
T r i ed  f o r  t he  c r ime  we are
fo r ced  t o  commit
(we a re  a l l  hap less  hooke rs )
j u s t  as  t hey  a re  hope less  hacke rs
a t  t he  t r ee  o f  t r u th .

I t  was  we who  f i r s t
no t i ced  i t s  f r u i t s
& i t ' s  f o r  t ha t  we ' r e  no t
f o rg i ven .
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The Dead Ceremony

Ce l i ba te  the  sun !
On autumn g rass  g reen ing
on  seagu l l ' s  backs  p reen ing
wh i le  I wa i t  fo r  you .
I am s t rong
I w i l l  say  goodbye
I w i l l  wa l k  away unswerv ing
unne rv i ng  . . .  yes  i t  i s
your  shape w i t h  coa t  ou t l i nes
the  l y r i c  o f  your  s t ep .
The  shadows  even  a t  noon
a re  l ong  & you r  head
r eaches  me l ong  be fo re
you r  a rms  do
£nd somewhere i n  t ha t  b l as ted  t i ny
space o f  t ime
be tween  your  shadow me l t i ng
on  my f ee t
and you r  subs tance  me l t i ng
i n  my mouth
I g row to  l ove  you  once aga in

BUT
I t ' s  a dead ceremony t h i s
t he  speck led  eggs o f  eyes
t he  t racery  o f  f l esh
the s tubb le  o f  you r  manhood
What do  you  see  in me
An o rde red  mind?
Some ce r t a i n  t a l en t?
B ig  b reas t s?
A w i l l i ng  p l aye r  o f  your co -s ta r  pa r t?

IS  YOUR L IFE  A TV MOVIE?
Yes ,  i t ' s  a dead  ceremony t h i s
f rozen  in to  f rames
§ l ocked  w i t h  l i gh t - f ound  sound
some zee - ra te  mov ie
w i th  coun t l ess  repea ts
p lav i ng  i n  you r  ve ry  own home:

:SEX :

"Turn  i t  o f f  da r l i ng "

and

"Le t ' s  go  t o  bed . "
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Anony-ms Memories of a Childhood 1
My cous in  and I
s l ep t  t oge the r  i n  a f ea the r  bed
w ide  as  t he  land
so f t  as  a s i gh .

: Our n i gh t  wo r l d  w i t h i n  wh i t e -wash  wood wa l l ed

Endurance Test sunporch
soa  LL  apered  w i t h  photo cu tou t s

When they  mere  embryos  w i t h i n  t he  p i t  Born  n i ne teen  t h i r t i es  week l i es ,

h e r  wom . : p i c t u res  o f  a m idge t ' s  ma r r i age ,
she  nu rsed  and  nou r i shed  each  g row ing  momen t ,  t he  t h i r t y - t h ree  s tone  f a t  man

ge l s  up smok ing  h . , and  c i r cus  bea rded  l ady

a lone  owed her dose o f  v i tam in  c and i n  company o f  va r i ed  o the r  pub l i c  f r eaks  who,

ss  . f o r  t he  adm iss ion  p r i ce  o f  t h ree  penn ies
endu red  a lmos t  chee r fu l l y  t he  sc i a t i c  pa in  : we re  gawked  upon
f o r  t he  g l o r y  o f  t he  com ing  b i r t h .  now,  f o r  no th i ng ,

: . awked  down  a t  us
i t h  devo ted  pa t i ence  she fo rgave  t ee th i ng  S igg l i ng  i n  t he  cand le - l i gh t

pan t rune  . shadows o f  ou r  ch i l d  f i nge rs

1a owed ou t  s l eep less  n i gh t s  g ro tesque  shapes upon  t he  wa l l .
a te r ,  k i ndy  pa r t i es ,  sa l t  and f l ou r  dough Outside dark  breezes s t i r r ed ,

and as they  grew the i r  wo r l d  grew w i t h  them whispers among d ry  cabbage-tree leaves
wh i l e  he rs  l os t  d imens ion .  wh i l e  t h rough  t he  wa l l

Adol  . comfo r t i ng  mumble mumble

olescence sprang w i l d l y ,  uneven, o f  grown-ups ta l k  when chi ldren are in bed.
c lench ing  and  l oosen ing .  v
I n  t he  m idd le  o f  t he  see -saw
she he ld  t i gh t  t o  he r  ba lance  2
and  t h rough  i t  a l l
a lways  had  H i s  t ea  ready  Ge ran iums  g rew  a round  t he  po rch  s tep  on  wh i ch  we sa t ,

f o r  H im  } our  sma l l  bo t t oms  warmed on  sun  bu rned  wood ,

a f t e r  H i s  Hard day ,  : bare stubby f ee t  browned and f r ee
soo thed  t he  qua r re l l i ng  word bea t i ng  a happy  rhythm on  so l i d  packed  d i r t  pa th

and  g rew  a l i t t l e  t i r ede r  ou r  senses  eve r  a l i ve  t o  s i gh t s  sounds  and  sme l l s .  . }

a l i t t l e  co lde r  a l i t t l e  o l de r .  Cunn ing ,  we ch i l d ren  cou ld  d i ve  and  h i de  unde r  mass i ve  r i ch
g row ing  rhuba rb  l eaves  when  t he  ca l l  came to  wash  f o r  t ea ,

When t he  nes t  was  ba re  i nnocen ts  who  neve r  s to l e  g randads '  chew ing  t obacco

he  made  he r  a pebb le  ga rden  and ,  s i t t i ng  unde r  t he  app le  t r ees ,  ou rse l ves

and a nea t  squa re  lawn chewed t he  so l i d  weed w i t h  b rown

to  ca l l  he r  own d r i bb l i ng  f rom the  co rne rs  o f ,  our  mouths

to  occu  gasp ing  back  i n  cur  chok ing  t h roa t s
py  he r  days .  ) 5 -

Passersby see he r  s i t t i ng  s ta r i ng  a t  t he  SO ces  ama pa in
s tones ,

p l uck ing  sh reds  o f  g rass  r i r e  f rom each  o the r
wonde r i n  ow i t  all b . g I r o  2 .
where  i t onae  gone .  egan  as  we s i cked  t he  nauseous  sp i t  up

and  i f  i t  had  eve rebeen  a t  a l l .  and  ove r  ou r  ba re  f ee t  and summer d r y  g rass .

20 
21



Ade le ,  my s i s t e r ,  was  a l ov i ng  be ing
2 f oun ta i n  o f  emo t i on
when  she  spoke
words  seemed  to  r un  o f f  t he  edges  o f
he r  sen tences .
To s tand ,  unw i t t i ng l y ,  upon  an  an t
b rough t  shadowed angu i sh  and pa in
i n to  he r  b rown eyes .
W i tness  t o  su f f e r i ng  o f  ch i l d ren  and
an ima l s
was  a lmos t  t oo  g rea t  a bu rden
she  cou ld  no t  t u rn  as i de  and  i gno re
ye t  ne i t he r  cou ld  she save t he  wo r l d .
One day  she  swa l l owed  a bo t t l e  o f
Ha rmony  co lou r  r emove r
wh i ch  se rved  t o  r emove  pa r t  o f  he r  t h roa t
bu t  l e f t  he r  s t i l l  a l i ve
and  eve r  mo re  vu lne rab le .

THEY ca l l ed  he r  dep ress i ve .

Old Peoples Home
They a re  mak ing  baske t s  aga in  t oday
w i t h  l ash ing  sw i r l i ng  mov ing  tw i s t i ng
un re len t i ng  s t r i ps  o f  cane.

When I was a ch i l d
I had  n i gh tmares
go rged  w i t h  l ash ing  sw i r l i ng  mov ing  tw i s t i ng
un re len t i ng  what  - -  snakes? cc i l s?  - -  s t r i ns
o f  cane - - .
I canno t  make  baske t s
t hey  rem ind  me o f  my n igh tmares .

You  mus t  make  baske t s
o r  you  w i l l  d i e  because  you  have  no th i ng
to  do
you r  hands and you r  m ind  w i l l  w i t he r
and d i e .

Bu t  I am o ld .
I f  I have  t o  make  baske t s
then  ra the r
l e t  me d ie .  LJ
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Therapy
T inky  t oes  - why d i d  you  wan t  t o  k i l l

you r  husband  -
Bu t  I neve r  d i d .
You he ld  t he  kn i f e
I was pee l i ng  po ta toes .
Pee l i ng  po ta toes  aga ins t  h i s  s tomach  -
He mus t  have  s tood  t oo  c l ose  t o  t he  s i nk .
Did  you  no t  push  t he  kn i f e  i n t o  h im  -
I was t r y i ng  t o  k i l l  a po ta to .  He mus t
have  s tood  i n  t he  way .  I have  t h i s  t h i ng ,
each  now and aga in ,
we l l ,
t o  be  hones t
eve ry  day  l a te l y
I wan t  t o  des t roy  t he  s i nk  t he  bench  the
d i shes  t he  beds ,  r i p  down  the  cu r t a i ns ,
jump on  t he  vene t i ans ,  smash t he  dus t y
w indows ,  bu t  t hey ' r e  a l l  dead ,  t oo  many
o f  t hem,  day  a f t e r  day ,  su r round ing  me ,
wa l l s  and windows and ash ing  f i r ep laces
a l l  dead
I wan t  t o  r es t  i n  l imbo
I have  f a i l ed .

You  he ld  t he  kn i f e  -

Yes ,  bu t  I neve r  used  i t .

No  bende r  o f  t he  i n te l l ec tua l  m ind ,
I have  no  t a l en t  t o  p lay  w i t h  c r i s s  and
c ross  wo rds .
Abs t rac t i ons  bo the r  me
as .  i ndeed  t hey  shou ld
I can  neve r  t h i nk  t hem through
too  s imp le  a t r a i n  o f  t hough t
t ha t  does  no t  dev ia te  f rom the  ra i l s
bu t  r a the r  i nc l i ned  t o  s top
a t  t he  nea res t  s t a t i on
look  a round  a wh i l e
than  s l i de  on  i n  one  d i r ec t i on ,
ne i t he r  l e f t  o r  r i gh t
ye t  l ack i ng  t he  t enac i t y  o f  dogma t i sm . .

THEY l abe l l ed  me pass i ve ,  un reso l ved .
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The Women’s Environment
at the "77 Women’s Convention

The Beginnings
We,  the CHRISTCHURCH WOMAN
ARTISTS GROUP, a re  o rgan i z i ng
an exh ib i t ion over  the per iod

130 May-9 June 1977 ,  t o  co inc i de
wi th  the Un i ted  Womens Conven- ’
t i on ,  and f o r  a few days  a f te r -
wards.  The time f rom the 30th
May to 3 rd  June w i l l  be  used  f o r
set t ing up the  exh ib i t i on ;  f rom
3 rd  June to 6th June (Convent ion
Weekend)  w i l l  be  open to women
on l y ,  then open to the pub l ic
for  the remain ing th ree  days
The Ga l l e r y  cons i s t s  o f  th ree
bas i c  l eve l s ,  w i th  o ther  asso -
c ia ted  spaces  o r  rooms (5  a reas
a l toge ther ) ,  which can be in ter -
pene t ra ted  as  l ink ing  a reas ,  o r
a l te rna t i ve l y  sc reened  o f f  i n to
more in t imate spaces,  to the
persona l  p re fe rence  o f  the
a r t i s t s .

The overa l l  theme o f  the exh i -
b i t i on  i s  to t ransform the ex i -
st ing ga l le ry  spaces in to a con-
ducive environment to  reveal
someth ing o f  the na tu re  o f
woman's c rea t i v i t y .  We w i l l
use  the  th ree  f l oo rs  o f  t he
ga l l e r y  as  symbo l i c  l eve l s ,  w i ta
the mezzan ine  o r  top f l oo r  rep -

‘ r esen t i ng  the 'Head '  o r  sp i r i t ua l
l e ve l ,  the Mai r  ga l le ry  and l s t
f l oo r  l eve l s  ( incorporat ing the
p r i n t  r oom)  as  t he  'Hea r t '  and

"tine g round  f l oo r  as  t he  'Body ' .
Beg inn ing  on  t he  g round  f l oo r
with the  f ee t  o f  women's exper i -
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ence — thei r  varicose ve ins ,
cook ing,  wash ing ,  family serving
s i tua t ions ,  womans pr ide a t  home/
wo rk .

The Reality 1
Over a year  o f  mee t i ngs  the p ro -
j e c t  evo lved.  We envisaged a
c rea t i ve  space wh ich  would make
a s ta tement  about our a r t ,  i t s
p rocesses  and everyday environ-
men t ,  which are bare ly  separab le .
We would each c la im a space to-
warcs a woman- t ransformed a rea .
Our t hes i s  was that  a r t  i s  a
process  which de r i ves  from our
l i ves ;  that woman's a r t  i s  an
o rgan i c  growth f rom he r  environ-
nent  and exper ience ;  that as
the domestic environment i s  her
a r t ,  i t  should be so recognised
. that  a r t  mus t  be  re -

de f i ned  to i nc lude  the exper i -
‘ence o f  ha l f  the populat ion.
The group had d i f f e ren t  back-
grounds ,  exper ience  and t ra in -
ing  i n  a r t  s k i l l s .  Mos t  had
heavy domest ic  commit tments .
There were inev i tab le  i deo log i -
ca l  d i f f e rences .  Some mee t i ngs
were  hard  go ing ,  o f t en  w i th  ch i l d
d is rup t ions .  Success fu l  meet ings
happened when we had organ ised
ou r  thoughts and i n  tu rn  p re -
sented them,  the  n igh t  An i ta

organised ou r  g ran t  app l ica t ion
be ing  one .

Be tween  the  mot ion  and  t he  ac t i on
fe l l  the  re fusa l  o f  our  A r t s
Counc i l  app l i ca t i on ,  the drop-
P ing  ou t  and mov ing o f  seve ra l
members ,  the  a t ta inment  o f  new
en thus ias t s .

We seemed a sma l l  group a t  se t -
t ing up t ime ,  and that  bu i l d ing
seemed la rger  and more echo ing
than remembered. But  as more
and more women came br ing ing
their embroidered sneakers ,
qu i l t s ,  card igans,  d resses ,
memorabi l ia ,  Amazon t - sh i r t s ,
unframed pa in t i ngs ,  photographs,
ske tches ,  another k ind o f  energy
rose - not f i l l i ng  a space but
c rea t ing  one .

Hea the r  McPherson

Pho to :  Janet  Hart Photo: Sandy Ha l l
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The Reality 2

We were i nsp i r ed  by the  WOMANSPACE

ventures  o f  an  American Femin is t
Ar t  Group and  connec t i ons  we 'd
g radua l l y  made toge the r  about
ou r  woman a r t i s t  expe r i ence .
Ou r  group began  p lann ing  f o r  the

woman's envi ronment  w i th  a sense
o f  want ing t o  r evea l  the na tu re  o f

woman ' s  work and expe r i ences
f rom a f em in i s t  pe rspec t i ve :
where  we cou ld  make pa rod ies  on
pub l i c  images o f  women, make
r e fe rences  to ou r  vu lne rab i l i t y ,
our  power l essness  and our power-

f u l ness ,  show woman's se l f -
images ( coun te r ing  the heav i l y
popu la r i zed  images o f  woman by

man) ,  work  communa l l y ,  make
t r ibu tes  to women's co l labora t ive
ab i l i t i e s .  The i deas  f o r  the
env i ronment  came ind iv idua l l y
and co l l ec t i ve l y  as  both a pa in -

f u l  and r evea l i ng  p rocess  o f

recogn i z i ng  ex te r i o r  opp ress ion .

We wan ted  t o  b reak  taboos  that

we re  and  a re  so  s t r ong  f ew  o f  us

r ea l i zed  they ex i s ted .  We asked
ou rse l ves :  HOW IS  IT  THAT WOMENS

VIEW HAS NOT BEEN SHOWN IN  THE

ART HISTORICAL VIEW? ALWAYS THE

MALE IDENTIFIED VIEW OF WOMEN

FOCUSING ON HIS STRENGTH HIS
ACTIVITY HIS WORLD HISTORY.

A lways  removing women f r om com-=

mun i ca t i ng ,  sha r i ng ,  v i sua l i s i ng ,

d rama t i s i ng  he r  r ea l i t y .
We asked ou rse l ves  how REAL
to woman i s  Ruben's Rape o f  the
Sabine Women. How removed such
images o f  women a re  f rom women ' s

expe r i ence -in ma le  my tho log i ca l
d i sgu i se .

we wan ted  to see  t hose  images  t aken

back  by women. We wanted and want

a who le  rede f i n i t i on  o f  the  images

we have been  f ed  by  t he  ma le  wor ld
~
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about f ema leness .  By  us .  The
C .S .A .  expe r i ence  was  the s ta r t
o f  th is  v i s i on ,  I be l i eve ,  o f
sha r i ng  a t o ta l i t y  o f  f em in i s t
a r t  po l i t i c s  and women’s creat ive
expe r i ence .

I t  was more than j us t  a ga l l e r y
space showing women ' s  wo rk .  I t
was more than a p l ace  o f  happen-
i ngs .  ‘ I t  was a p l ace  whe re  women
s tayed ,  where we  t a l ked  and danced
and sang ,  sha red ,  c rea ted  and
l i s t ened  to each  o the r .  Where
a l a rge  number o f  women connected
on many l eve l s  and communicated
in  many ways that the pat r iarcha l
cu l tu re  d i sa l l ows .  A space we
created to be t rue t o  our own
impu lses .  The genera t ion  o f
experience that reached out  and
reverberated in new asser t i on  o f
and repossess ion  o f  womanhood. A
space we created to  g i ve  each
other  an  i ns i gh t  i n t o  the  emot io -
na l  aspec ts  o f  woman he re  i n  t h i s
country 1977.  We wanted i t  to be
a dynamic  focus  f o r  the 2000  odd
women at tend ing the  U .W. ' s  Conven-
t i on .
Jus t  be fo re  we go t  a l l  the reques ted
work in to  the bu i l d i ng  some o f  us
star ted to pan ic .  The p lace  d i dn ' t
f ee l  ' f i l l ed '  enough .  Lou i se  Lewis
had wi thdrawn her wo rk .  That  was
a g rea t  d isappo in tment  as  her  work
i s  so  b rave  i n  i t s  i n t imacy  and
b r i l l i ance .  Jenny  McMahon arr ived
and o f f e red  to show her work .  Her
f ive  large colourfu l  hess ian  paint-
ings were hung on the end wa l l  o f
the Mair ga l l e r y .  I t ' s  a big
square space  and Jenny ' s  big
pa in t i ngs  rece i ved  a 40  f t .  v iew-
ing v i s t a .  Th i s  i s  a s imp l i f i ca -
t i on ,  bu t  I remember f ee l i ng  they
looked l i ke  w i ld  p r im i t i ve  s i gns  -
co loured - l i ke  Peruv ian  mats  o r
t apes t r i es .  He r  work became a

way.

v i t a l i z i ng  l i nk  and then  a lmos t
mag i ca l l y ,  many women arr ived
with i t ems  to share and d i sp lay :
work j eans  and embro ide r i es ,
pos te r s  and drawings and photo-
g raphs ,  domes t i c  a r t i c l es  and
ch i l d ren ' s  a r t  that  began to shape
the  building i n  a truly growing

Jenny ' s  la te  arrival made me fee l
as  i f  that large back focal  wall
was strongly but t ressed by her
vibrant work .

We had ta lked a lot  i n  our women
ar t i s t s  group o f  ways  man-made
environments negated nature and

' woman ' s  na tu re .  We had talked
o f  making statements that cha l -
l enged the  concre te  and syn the t i c .
The a l i enness  o f  art ga l le ry

" spaces.  Cushions and ma t t r esses ,
the ch i l d ren ' s  p l ay  th ings and

- ac t i v i t i es ;  the atmosphere,
_ ra ther  than any pa r t i cu la r

c rea ted  s t r uc tu res ,  he lped  to
t ranscend that space .

Ang ie  brought he r  water  co lou rs ,
Sand  Ha l l  he r  pho tos ,  Ros ie  her

‘ pot pourr is and l i f e  photo co l -
l ec t ion  jumbled i n  a cardboard
box .  I saw Shonagh car t ing a
marble bus t  o f  a woman into the
main ga l le ry  and dress ing i t  i n
a velvet patchwork jacket  she 'd
made.  A l i  Kennedy brought her
woodturning creat ions t o  town.

The environment was no longer
something that  was being ‘ con -
t r o l l ed '  by o rgan isers  but rather
i t  g rew as  each  woman came and

cont r ibu ted - i n  many  ways i t  never
rea l l y  stopped - the exh ib i t s
a lways  seemed to  be  chang ing .
Di f fe ren t  happenings and the women's
t hea t r i ca l  rehearsa ls  c rea ted  a
f lex ib i l i t y  and momentum to  the

event  wh ich  made i t  very exc i t i ng .
I t  was a p l ace  where communicat ions
between women rea l l y  happened.  I n
my def in i t ion  that  communication
i s  o f  po l i t i ca l  importance to the
growth o f  femin is t  v i s i on ,  ac t ion
and a r t .  Here the b lock that
women da i l y  su f fe r  i n  iso la t ion
was being removed to reveal a
commonality. We were dropping
the myster ious veneer o f  ' p ro -
fess ional ism'  that seeks only an
e l i t e ,  to include women o f  d i f -
fer ing c l asses ,  races  and sexual
o r ien ta t ion .  To  provide rea l
keys to our own and each o the r ' s
communicat ions.

I remember Joanne ' s  ' f i r s t '
pas te l  drawing and a typed shee t
pinned underneath explaining how
she fe l t  i n  exposing her a r t  and
t he  sca r i ness  o f  r i s k i ng  a c rea t i ve
s ta temen t .

The environment provided v i sua l
l inks to what was going on i n
each o f  our l i ves .  Obscur i t ies
were p inpo in ted and r evea led ;
you cou ld  stop r i gh t  there  and
read a scr ibbled interpretation
to personal symbols rather than
scratch your head and move on
unenlightened. Here we had con-
sciously worked on  ideas o f  open-
ness .  We invi ted women t o  s tay
and part ic ipate i n  our environ-
ments ,  rather than g lance a t  the
work on  the wa l l s ,  g lance  a t  the
catalogue and shu f f l e  on .

I n  our women a r t i s t s  group we
recognized tha t  someth ing B IG
and powerfu l  and female  i s  m iss ing
in  our ma le  dominated cu l t u re .
We sha red  and exchanged our
f ee l i ngs  o f  l oss  and sense  o f
potent ia l  woman wor th .

We worked on  making s ta tements
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about our  domest ic  nurturing
Selves - we ta l ked  o f  making
domest ic  ' p i eces '  w i th  washing
mach ines ,  s t oves ,  cook ing ,
napp ies ,  the interrupt ions and
ab ras ions  and the rhythms and
cyc les  o f  be ing  nur tu re r  and
c rea t r i x ;  the  ' f ee t '  o f  women's
exper ience:  ch i ld ren and man-
se rv ing  s i t ua t i ons .  We wanted
to emphas ise no t  on ly  the hum=—
drum iso la ted  exper iences  but
the unsigned creat iv i ty  o f  women
who a r t f u l l y  work  t he i r  s k i l l s  i n
cake deco ra t i ng ,  mend ing ,  i r on ing ,
growing and prepar ing food -
proceeding through a womb- l ike
( b i r t h )  cavern  up the s ta i rwe l l
i n to  a maze which would pene t ra te
in to  a var ie ty  o f  ac t i v i t i e s  and
s t ruc tu res ,  incorpora t ing  both
a r t  work  and con t i nuous  pe r f o r -
mances ,  our  domest ic /sp i r i tua l /
cycl ic /emot ional  body sexual  and
po l i t i ca l  s t r ugg les  and asp i r a -
t ions  were to be  p resen ted .  We
worked very hard co l lec t i ve ly
on ways we could create the
womb-l ike s ta i rwe l l .  We met at
the ga l l e r y ,  v i sua l i sed  and drew
the space and we d iscussed toge-
ther ways i t  could be  done ,
whether we 'd  use  ne t t i ng  and so f t
spongy mater ia l  cover ing i t ,  how
we could bu i l d  an armature that
would express  the emerging pro-
cess  o f  b i r t h  and t r ans i t i on .

I remember r ea l l y  want ing that
space to  work - and to be  used i n
that way - a p l ace  women went
th rough t o  a r r i ve  i n  the women ' s
env i ronment :  a sensua l  exper ience
we each had con tac t  w i th  as  we
went up o r  down the s ta i r s .
Co l l ec t i ve l y  i t  became a s t r ugg le
and f i na l l y  Rosemary Johnson,
very  p regnan t ,  under took the
f i na l  v i sua l i z i ng  and t ranslat ion

v
30

o f  the area.

Rosemary had ass im i la ted  a l l  our
ideas  and came up w i th  what I
exper ienced as  a br i l l iant  and
s imple  so lu t i on .  Our combined
ideas  had go t t en  too f i dd l y  and
techn i ca l  but  Rosemary ' s  p i ece
was designed to be  eas i l y  insta l led.
I t  wasn ' t  exac t l y  the v i s i on  I had
had - I don ' t  suppose i t  was ’  any-
one ' s  but  i t  was an  incred ib le
t ranslat ion o f  our needs .  I was
very stimulated by the process o f
ta lk ing o f  our  v i s i on  and  how
Rosemary, l i ke  a sha(wo)man o r
w ise  woman or  tr ibal  a r t i s t ,  in-
te rp re ted .  I t  was  a s imp le  con-
s t ruc t i on ,  va r i ous  co loured  p i eces ,
some pat terned,  some p la i n ,  o f
very l i gh t ,  f l imsy fabr ic ( l i ke
summer n i gh t i e  ma te r i a l )  cu t  and
layered in to  hanging pane l s ,  th ree
part i t ions t h i ck ,  up the s t a i r s .
The sensat ion o f  the  f i lmy
mater ia ls  brushing aga ins t  my

face  as  I went through them re -
ca l led for  me a sense o f  female-
ness  I might have known before or
on  be ing born o r  when I was a ve ry
smal l  i n f an t .  The s ta i rwel l  was
qui te  uncanny i n  the way i t  pro-
voked an ee r ie  modern ,  s l igh t ly
synthet ic  but  pr imi t ive sense o f
mother / in terna l /dense/ forgot ten/
emerging woman sens ib i l i t y .

Hea the r ' s  s t r uc tu re ,  j us t  up and
in to  the ma in  ga l l e r y ,  a f t e r  coming
through the  s ta i rwe l l ,  was some-
thing I f e l t  nervous about before
and dur ing  i t s  cons t ruc t i on .
Heather i s  a poe t ,  she j o i ns  words
and cons t ruc ts  images that  amaze
and i nsp i r e  me ,  but  I had not
seen  he r  hand l ing  hammers and na i l s
and power too ls  be fo re  and ,  see ing
the determined bu t  not ve ry  exper-
ienced way she handled a saw -

‘ a l l  my 'man ' s  environment - g i r l

Photo :  Jane t  Hart

cond i t i on ing '  expe r i ences  and
doubts came, f lood ing me wi th
memories o f  the frustrated n i l -o r -
l i t t l e  carpent ry  sk i l l s  L had
s t rugg led  w i t h  unaided as  a woman
art s tudent .  "Damn a l l  those
typing and cook ing and sewing
sk i l l s  one l ea rns  fo r  ones  fema le
' r o l e ' ,  I ' d  ra ther  have known how
to build something e f fec t i ve ly  that
would s tand up ! "  Heather  pe rs i s t ed
w i t h  he lp  f rom G ladys  and E l l y  and
Anna and her  small son and her en-
vironment appeared. I saw her
pa in t  a poem on  the s l an t i ng  ' r oo f ’
f rame and I ' go t '  wha t  he r  v i s i on

Photo :  Janet  Hart

f o r  the  p i ece  had been  on  about a l l

the t ime .  'W i t h  the scraps o f  the
patr iarchy . . . ' A r t i s t ,  forager
p i ck i ng  th rough f ragments  o f
symbols and events  out - there-and-
inside-and-before-and-for-the-
fu ture-and-who-Heather -was- r igh t -
t hen ,  was  a l l  t he re  t o  see :  her
home, her  typewr i te r ,  her ch i l d ' s
world a l l  taken i n  under the open

roo fed  ut. as  ob jec t s  v ib ra t i ng

w i t h  an  essence  o f  he r  immedia te
rea l i t y .  I had a s l eep  on the divan
there one morning when the ga l l e r y
was open and a woman came up to
the  s t ruc tu re  and ben t  down to
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touch me ;  she  was s l i gh t l y  s t a r t l ed
when I moved ,  th ink ing  I had been
a l i f e - l i ke  scu lp tu re .  Yes I am
r ea l ,  and  so  i s  Hea the r ' s  env i r on -
men t !
A l l  the  assemb led  work  was  hung and
placce. as  much  as  poss ib l e  i n  a
way t ha t  ' be t t e r  o r  bes t '  va l ue
j udgemen ts  became  unnecessa ry :  1

l i ked  t he  way  Ang ie ' s  f i r s t - eve r
wa te rco lou rs of f l owe rs  were  taped
up nex t  t o  Jaque l i ne  Fahey ' s  f r amed ,
m ind / f ee l i ng / re l a t i onsh ip  p rob ing
f i gu ra t i ve  o i l  pa in t i ngs .  I l i ked
the  equa l  we igh t  bo th  o f  t hose
wonen had .  Showing ndm-p ro fess iona l
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and p ro fess iona l  a longs ide  each
other was a statement o f  validation
beyond convent iona l  a r t - t as te -
pro fess iona l  s tandards .

An inc red ib le  range o f  overwhelming
and t rans fo rm ing  expe r i ences  f o r
me happened see ing  Joanna Pau l
assemb le  he r  wo rk .  ‘'Unpacking the
body . '  The t o ta l i t y  and i n tens i t y ,
the vu lne rab i l i t y  and strength o f
Joanna ' s  work made me c ry  i n  i t s
rawness  and t r u th fu l ness .  I t
deserved  a thorough documenta t ion .
Joanna  connected words and images
and  ac t i ons  and ob jec t s  t o  make

decipherable symbols about the
huge  expe r i ence  o f  nu r t u r i ng ,  o f
motherhood,  c rea t r i x ,  o f  c rea t ion
o f  l i f e  force — o f  temporality and
ongo ingness .  They  a re  too f l u i d
to t ry to w r i t e  abou t .  I w ish
she would assemble i t  again so
i t  could be f i lmed ,  photographed
and recorded. She had a number
o f  pink painted f rames w i th  a
whi te  pa in ted  ob jec t  hanging
wi th in  each :  a wh i te  pa in ted
bread kn i f e ,  a wh i te  painted
co lande r ,  a wh i t e  pa in ted  f l u t e ,
and word p i eces  l ink ing  these
whi tened household ob jec t s :
a sensed  code o r  a lphabet  o f
archetypal woman 's  essence .

For my own part I wanted to use
my exhib i t ion space to f ee l  com-

fo r t ah le  enough  to be  v iewed by
women who might not  ord inar i ly  en-

‘ coun te r  a r t ,  to f ee l  as  comfor tab le

as  those who do .  I pu t  mats and
cha i rs  and cushions i n  my area to
c rea te  a f ee l i ng  o f  the space  be ing
not j us t  mine but everywoman's,  to
stay i n ,  r ead ,  ea t ,  l ook ,  s i ng ,
ta lk e t c .  Ruth brought me two
hay bales ( I  wanted ear th  sme l l s ) .
I used them to d i sp lay  A rgen t ' s
photos ,  then I hung my home env i -

ronment pa in t i ngs .  I showed t he ’
Amer ican  Amazon Odyssey  pos te r
w i th  two women on  a w inged ho rse ,
and i n t e r spe rsed  the pa in t i ngs
with some photographs o f  myse l f
as  a ch i l d  ( t o  g ive  a sense  that
th is could  be  anybody 's  g i r l  ch i ld
grown up ) .  I hung a se l f  portrait
above a fu l l  length m i r ro r .  A Judy
Grahn poem hung next  to one o f
the se l f  po r t r a i t s .

' I 'm  no t  a ho le
I 'm  a who le  mounta in
I 'm  no t  a good l ay
I 'm  a s t r a i gh t  r azo r  . . .

I was showing the tex tu re  o f  my
l i f e ,  t r e  sexua l ,  some l esb ian
loveraiiing d raw ings ,  t he  ga rden : -
compos t ,  sprout ing s t r awbe r r i es ,
potpourr i ;  the garden cane chair -
to be sat  i n  - in front o f  a
c i rcu la r  painting o f  the same. I
showed abst rac t  and l y r i ca l  coloured
o i l  pa in t i ngs  and I prov ided a key
to one o f  them - as  c l ose l y  as
poss ib l e ,  not ing and mapping and
wr i t ing  what the ' j ou rney ings '  o f
l i ne  and texture and co lour  mean
to me. I d i d  i t  because I f ee l
'mode rn '  a r t  i s  not  eas i l y  under-
stood or  r ead .  And I want i t  to
mean something t o  the women I
care about,  even i f  they a ren ' t  used
to looking a t  i t .  I don ' t  want
to STOP pa in t ing  abst rac t  expres-
s ion is t  pa in t ing - I ' d  ra ther  make
a path i n ,  so  that th is  r ea l i t y
becomes par t  o f  more women ' s
expe r i ence ,  f ee l i ng  comfor tab le
i n  read ing  and unders tand ing  our
own symbo l s .

I used  tab lec lo ths  embroidered by
Pear l  when she was a young woman to
cover two ‘ ' a l ta r '  tables - se t  wi th
spr igs  o f  pa rs l ey  i n  wa te r ,  a moon
goddess symbol and a ka le idoscope .
I showed my b room,  my pe l v i c  x ray ,
my sc i a t i ca  l i n imen ts ,  wa lk ing
s t i c k  and su rg i ca l  co r se t  -~ and
pain t ings  and a drawing re la ted  t o
an  i n j u r y  and the p rocess  o f  hea l -
ing I was  go ing th rough.  I showed
my mother Goddess  pa in t ings  and a
large o i l  paint ing ca l led  ‘com-
memorating women who work i n  da rk ,
ar t i f i c ia l l y  l i t  concrete bu i l d i ngs . ’
I wanted a l so  t o  make a na tura l
f ib re  she l t e r  reca l l i ng  pr imi t ive
woman - i n  touch with her body ,
mens t rua t i on ,  c rea t i v i t y ,  the moon ,
seasons ,  cyc l es  ~ a tepee ca l l i ng
on  the  repossess ion  o f  ou rse l ves .
Ngahuia and A l i  he lped me make i t
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Pho to :  Toni Shuker

out  o f  f l ax  s t i c ks  and l eaves .
I t  was  a sp i r a l l i ng  con temp la t i ng
womanspace ,  anc ien t  mens t rua t i on
hu t ,  med ic ine  whee l ,  hea l i ng  p l ace ,
i n  keep ing  w i t h  the s imp le  wo rk i ngs
o f  na tu re .  A ce leb ra t i on  and a
rem inde r  t ha t  l i f e  i n  conc re te
bu i l d i ngs ,  t he  madness  o f  t h i s
macho  money  mad soc ie t y  i s  not  the
co re  o r  sp i r i t  o f  ou r  woman se l ves .
The re  was an  amaz ing  response  f rom
women to  the  t epee .  I t  wasn ' t  j us t
l ooked  a t .  I t  became a p l ace  and
pa r t  o f  many women the re .  We
sang  and danced  and  p l ayed  around
i t  - as  our womansc i f le .
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How much  t h i s  en t i r e  event  cou ld
be  te rmed po l i t i ca l  women ' s  a r t ,
depends on  what you mean by a r
and po l i t i c s .  :

Mos t l y  the images and messages  we
made were  no t  s imp l y  i l l u s t r a ted ,
c rude p ropagand is t  s t a temen ts ,  bu t
i ns t ruc t i ng  and r evea l i ng  and
o f t en  sha t t e r i ng  s ta tements  about
womanhood.  They adm i t t ed ,
pub l i c l y  to p r i va te  par ts o f
women ' s  expe r i ence .  Th ings  we
are  used to  concea l ing  about our -
se l ves ,  t o  p rese rve  our  ' d i gn i t y ’
o f  wh ich  we a re  robbed daily.
I n  i t se l f  I think th is  i s

' po l i t i ca l ' . - When women beg in
sha r ing  p r i va te  expe r i ences
sa fe l y  we beg in  t o  seek  and ho ld
onto  ways i n  wh ich  that k insh ip
( power )  can  be  fos te red  and  ma in -
t a i ned .

Probab ly  not  a l l  the  women who
came to  the C .S .A .  ove r  that
weekend f e l t  t o t a l l y  comfor tab le

‘w i t h  what  was showing and what
was  happen ing .  We we re  p resen t i ng
rea l  images tha t  do not  cor respond
to  the i l l u s i on  o f  pa t r i a r cha l
k iw i  l i f e .  There  were images
for  a l l  women. There was O l i v i a
Spence r -Bower ' s  water  co lou r  o f
an  e l de r l y  woman,  Zus te r ' s
e t ch ings ,  Rhondda Boswor th ' s
and Jan Gea ry ' s  photographs,
pa tchwork ,  c roche t ,  sew ing .

I think what cou ld  be  seen  and
fe l t  was  some l i nked  unders tand ing
between women about  ou r  common
oppress ion  - unpaid l abou r ,  ch i l d
ca re ,  house ca re ,  be ing  i n t im i -
da ted  by  ma le  wor ld  va lues .  I t
wasn ' t  t i l l  l as t  year  we ac tua l l y
d id  someth ing about  i t .  I hea rd
a l o t  o f  women say  'why  haven ' t
we  done  t h i s  be fo re? '  WHY INDEED?
A l l  women a re  po ten t i a l  r ape
v i c t ims .  Our ma le  dominated
cu l t u re  has  va r i ous  ways o f  en-
s l av i ng  us  and deny ing  us  a woman ' s
cu l t u re .

I l i ked  the  women ' s  env i ronment
because we made i t  a sa fe  p lace
for  women to  exper ience a v i s i on
o f  a pro-woman cu l t u re .  Where
the  p rocesses  o f  f em in i sm and

change  cou ld  be  expe r i enced .  I
see  f em in i sm as  more than t he
demands f o r  women ' s  r i gh t s .

I t ' s  a sense  o f  who we  w i sh  t o  be
as  women.

The  env i ronment  was ' po l i t i ca l !
i n  the  way i t  provided a p l ace  fo r
women to sha re  and communicate
w i t h  a gu t  l eve l  i nvo l vemen t .
We c rea ted  spaces  f o r  the  d i a l ogue ,

‘ pu t  t he  po l i t i c s  o f  women ' s  com-
mun ica t ion  i n to  ac t i on .  Un less  we
feel and know what we  want  and how
we  w i sh  to change  we w i l l  no t  move
from where we  a re .  Our f em in i sm,

( t ha t  i s  a much more  who le  to ta l
v i s i on  o f  what f ema leness  i s  than
the  man ' s  wor ld  a l l ows ) ,  i s  i n f used
in  ou r  a r t .  I see  t he  WHOLE woman
s t rugg l i ng  to su rv ive  i n  a l l  women ' s
a r t  - the  message o f  t ha t  s t r ugg le
fo r  l i be ra t i on ,  sp i r i t ua l ,  emot iona l
and sexua l  i s  communicated as  we
share  i t .  And i t  becomes a c l ea re r
message  the  more we c rea te  women ' s
spaces  to do  i t  i n .  Perhaps  we
shou ld  have d i s t r i bu ted /had  more
l i t e ra tu re  a t  t he  t ime  on  the  who le
a r t  HERSTORY, a r t  HISTORY cond i t i ons .
Ce r ta i n l y  t he re  a re  l a rge  gaps to
be  exp lored e .g .  the  way the
co l l ec t i ve  ma le  psyche promotes
woman/oppress ive /sexua l / consc ious—
ness  i n  H IS  IMAGERY. And we  need
more  v i sua l  gu ides  and s tud ies  i n
th i s  count ry  t o  show how women
have been  taught  through ma le  a r t /
mus i c / cu l t u re  t o  submi t  to ma le
needs .

There  i s  so  much e l se  we could have
done ,  so  much  ye t  to do . . .

The c ruc ia l  po l i t i ca l  f ea tu re  o f
t h i s  exh ib i t i on  t o  me was tha t  we
made woman-pos i t i ve  s ta temen ts  i n
a space  and age where  i nc reas ing
a l i ena t i on  happens be tween  women
and between a r t i s t  and communi ty .
We p ro tes ted  about  t ha t  a l i ena t i on
and we  d rew  together  t o  fo rm a

" p l ace  where women and ch i l d ren



cou ld  b reak  those ba r r i e r s .  I t ”
i s  important  women fur ther  cha l lenge
the narrow l im i ts  o f  what the
patr iarchy al lows us  c rea t i ve l y .
Why do  our  bookse l l e rs  and l i b ra r i es
s tock  so  few women a r t i s t  books?
The ga l l e r i es  so  few women ' s  works?
e tc .  e t c .  These  a re  th ings  that
MUST change. In order fo r  WOMAN'S
VIS ION TO BE SEEN, HER RIGHT TO
CHOOSE, we  mus t  c rea te  spaces  f o r
that t o  happen.

The woman ' s  envi ronment was such
a space .  May the re  be  many many
more.

- A l l i e  Eag le

Reality 3
My i dea  was  a hut f ramework ,
9 '  by  9 ' ,  (ancient  w i cca  measure-
ments) to  symbol ise  the ha l f -
bu i l t  structure o f  the femin is t
des the t i c .  Open t o  inspec t ion
and to sky .  (O r  skylights)
F lax  on  one wa l l  as the natural
mate r ia l ,  an Indian quilt over
one end o f  the roo f ,  be low i t  a
couch covered wi th  my mo the r ' s
handsewn patchwork gu i l t ;  round
the l i n te ls  natural and c ra f t
ob jec t s  - b l ue  po t t e r y  bow l ,
she l l s ,  p inecone,  dr ied sunf lower
heads ,  a f i shbow l  w i t h  pa in ted
paper  f i sh  made by Anna .  My
typewr i t e r  on  a p lank  ac ross
two b r i c ks .  Domest ic  ob jec t s :

c lo thes  baske t ,  sewing baske t ,
t eapo t ,  my son ' s  f a t  Gonk made
by a f r i end  o f  my mo the r ' s ,  a
patchwork cush ion  made by F ran ,
f r i ends '  and my own drawings .

Gladys helped br ing  the timber
i n ;  she and E l l i e  he lped na i l ,
saw  and ba lance  the Ag f rame .
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Sa t i s f y i ng  wo rk .  On  the  f ront
I pa in ted :  From the scraps o f
the patr iarchy I make myse l fanew - to redef ine the poem as
open as  a door less frame and
r iches  in i t .
I had  wanted to b r ing  my wash-
ing machine as a cent ra l  item
o f  the environment but  t rans-
por t  cos t s  and two week ' s  dep-
r ivat ion made me decide perhaps
no t .  -
The structure became.a meet ing
p lace  f o r  sma l l  g roups ,  a p lay-
house for  the ch i ld ren .  A v i r -
tual convention committee meet-
ing was held t he re .  Messages
were le f t  i n  the typewriter.
And the environment ove ra l l :
the t a l l  bare main ga l le ry  was
perhaps no t  as  t ransformed as
we had f i r s t  env isaged but  was
warm, i n t ima te ,  humanised as no
o the r  a r t  show I have seen  . . .
w i th  patches o f  beauty and power.

Rosemary's entrance drapery se t
the mood - the de l ica te  colours
and tex tures f e l t  in t imate ,
making a myster ious enc losure.
The ' cou r t s '  stay in my mind:
A l l i e ' s  teepee surrounded by her
l i f e  a r t i c l es :  broom, straw
ba le ,  compost;  the powerful
moon images o f  her  pa in t ings;
Anna 's  trees and a l ta r - l i ke
treasure cab inet ;  Joanna 's
g r i e f  exp lorat ion,  memor ia l
whi te  ob jec t s  hanging from
p ink  boa rds ;  body d i ag rams ,
brown pregnant be l l y ;  Jack ie ' s
mandala mat  in the cent re  o f  her
dual images;  a few on ly  o f  the
r i ches . . .

‘And i n  the main ga l le ry  the wash-
ing pegged among int imate sketches,
photographs, g rey  c roche t  shawl

Michael de Hamel
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through which O l i v i a ' s  paint ing
o f  t he  o l d  woman l ooked  down . . .

Then  t he re  we re  t he  c rowded
even ings  o f  t a l k ,  mus i c ,  poe t r y ,
hugs ,  danc ing  . . .  days  t a l k i ng ,
a rgu ing ,  anx ious l y  coun t i ng
penn ies  . . .  t he  f ew  wa i t i ng
spaces  . . .  and  th roughou t  the
conven t i on , a f oca l  po in t  o f  new
c rea t i ve  ene rgy .

Hea the r  McPherson

The Reality 4
My reac t i ons  to  the  women's a r t
env i ronmen t  a re  so  t i ed  t o  my i n -
vo l vemen t  i n  i t s  o rgan i sa t i on  and
to  my f ee l i ngs  o f  t he  t ime  tha t
even  now I f i nd  i t  d i f f i cu l t  t o
see  t he  who le  t h i ng  i n  any k i nd
o f  pe rspec t i ve .

I had been invo lved  i n  he lp i ng
o rgan i se  t he  show s i nce  the
beg inn ing  o f  t he  yea r :  con tac t -
i ng  poss ib l e  con t r i bu to r s ;
a r rang ing  f r e i gh t ;  wo rd ing  pub-
l i c i t y  no t i ces .  I saw the  who le
i dea  as  be ing  impo r tan t ,  knew I
cou ld  l ea rn  by  be ing  i nvo l ved ,
and ,  as  I was wo rk i ng  on l y  pa r t -
t ime ,  had  t he  space  wh ich  o the rs
l acked .

Desp i t e  t h i s ,  the  rea l i sa t i on
tha t  o the r  women somet imes  ex -
p ressed  en thus iasm more eas i l y
t han  committment was f r us t ra t i ng .
Once we ac tua l l y  moved  in to  t he
ga l l e r y  many women became exc i t ed
by  t he  poss ib i l i t i e s  and  a l l
so r t s  o f  good  t h i ngs  began  to
happen spon taneous l y  - p roo f ,  I
suppose ,  t ha t  i t  i s  much eas ie r
t o  i den t i f y  w i t h  a p rac t i ca l
r ea l i t y  r a the r  t han  # abs t rac t

38

idea .  I f  a women's show on  th is
sca le  was a t tempted aga in  I
wou ldn ' t  wor ry  about  numbers
but  wou ld  advocate  beg inn ing  wi th
a core group o f  4-5 women and
t r y ing  to make  dec i s i ons / so l ve
prob lems /de lega te  respons ib i l i t i e s
co l l ec t i ve l y .  Th i s  wou ld  a l l ow
women ou ts ide  t he  co re  group to
become invo lved as  they f e l t
they  wan ted  and  as  t he i r  o the r
commit tments a l l owed .

The  o the r  p rob lem seemed to  me
to be  l ack  o f  t ime .  I f e l t  t h i s
as  l ack  o f  t ime  t o  t h i nk  about
o r  work on  my own con t r i bu t i on ;
a f ee l i ng  o f  l os i ng  my c rea t i v i t y
and  becoming bogged down i n  p rac -
t i ca l i t i e s .  Gene ra l l y ,  so  much
o f  ou r  energy  and t ime seemed
to  be  consumed by t ry ing  to
assu re  t he re  wou ld  be an  exh i -
b i t i on  - nego t i a t i ng  t o  ge t  the
ga l l e r y ;  wr i t i ng  submiss ions
fo r  g ran t s ;  o rgan i s i ng  work
and pub l i c i t y  - ra ther  than
th ink ing  about the  concepts,
i deas  i nvo l ved .

Lack o f  t ime and money and numbers
compromised o r  changed many i deas
par t i cu la r l y  those re l a t i ng  to
bu i l d i ng  environments wh ich  re f -
l ec ted  our consc iousness  and the
rea l i t i e s  o f  ou r  l i ves .

Good t h i ngs : -

That  the  ga l l e ry  became a cent re
fo r  women ra ther  than f o r  the
work  - a p l ace  to be ,  to s i t
around and t a l k ,  and t o  come
back  t o .

That  women d i dn ' t  j u s t  come and
l ook  but took par t  i n  c rea t ing
the env i ronment  - by t he i r
responses  t o  the wo rk ,  t he i r
en thus iasm and  the  spon taneous
th ings that happened - the s i ng -

ing and mus i c  and en joymen t .

That  so  .many women who hadn ' t
p rev ious l y  seen  women ' s  work
i n  such a context  o r  thought
much about women ' s  cu l tu re
came and were  invo lved ra the r
than a l i ena ted .

The l as t  minute th ings that  hap-
pened t o  make the environment
come a l i ve  —- women b r ing ing  i n
kn i t t i ng  and photos f o r  the
washing l i ne  and boa rds ,  making
co l l ages ,  making connect ions  . . .

Anna Ke i r

Unpackingthe Body
I had never  unders tood sc ience
and was even  proud o f  the f ac t .
I d i s l i ked  sc i ence ,  techno logy
and de tes ted  the in t rus ion o f
the manmade in to  the na tura l
o rde r .
0 .K .  Bu t  too s imp le :  as  I
found when confronted w i th  an
in fan t  wi th a hope less l y  ma l -
formed hea r t .  The inevi ta-
b i l i t y  o f  a heart  ope ra t i on .
I was a f ra i d  o f  s t r i k i ng  an
att i tude and sacr i f i c ing  a
l i f e .  So  dur ing  the 9 months
and my 2 months wi th he r  i n
Green  Lane Hosp i t a l  I worked
hard  to choose and to under -
s tand .  I had to unders tand i n
order  to accep t .  And having
accepted I had to understand
in  o rder  t o  sha re .
Even a f t e r  the operat ions the
death  and the mourning I
returned to books and l i b ra r i es .
I had d iscovered the internal
log ic  and beauty o f  sc ience .
A lso  I think I s t i l l  sought
communion w i t h  my ch i l d  i n

probing the intimate sec re ts
o f  the body .  I thought the
p iece  that  came out o f  6 months
morn ings  reading in the med i ca l
l ib rary  a t  Dunedin was  about
sc i ence :  anatomy, phys io logy
a b r idge  between the languages
of  sc ience  and imagination. I
think I was a l so  building a
shr ine/ temple/body f o r  my dead
ch i l d .  How poignant ly  those
etymolog ies  occu r red :
INFANS- UNSPEAKING/EMBRYO
A FRUIT/FETUS - 1 BEAT
The work i t se l f  cons i s t s  o f
l i s t s  o f  anatomical  words with
the i r  Greek  Lat in  Anglo Saxon
o r  Sanskr i t  roots and the root
mean ings .  In systemat ica l ly
uncover ing these mean ings  I
found a poet ry  o f  the body .
What was opaque and a bar r ie r
became on unpick ing t ransparen t :
a l ens .  Near ly  a l l  the termino-~
logy o f  anatomy h inges  round 7
o r  8 bas i c  symbols (a rche types ,
pe rhaps ) .  These images - cup -
sword - t ree  - wheel  - house -
th read - r i ng  I made man i f es t
by hanging i n  f rames (STROMA)
corresponding ob jec t s ,  painted
whi te  to remove them s l igh t l y
from normal r ea l i t y :  a
co lander  ( i nc i den ta l l y  a very
ancient  a r t i f ac t )  - a wooden
handled kn i fe  - a b ranch -
key e t c .  Above these i tems
i n  the i r  f l e sh  co loured  f rames
hung the l i s t  o f  terms and
etymolog ies .  What was in the
p ink  wooden CHEST was the hub
and node o f  the exe rc i se .

I f  there i s  a t hes i s  somewhere
i t  i s  that knowledge and fee l ing
must  run toge the r .
To me these  l i s t s  and frames were
dry bones - in respect to the



sp lendid  f low o f  imagery and l i f e -
blood the res t  o f  the exh ib i t ion
he ld .  To  my  p leasu re  some
peop le  responded no t  s imp l y  w i t h
' I  see '  but  wi th  emot ion.  j

Joanna Pau l  i - \ 1 tran Je

Rosie Scott

Vn
Birth = - ; Honea

[ER TYR TY

BIRTH i s  a t r ans i t i on  f rom one
form o f  ex i s t ence  t o  ano the r ,  i n
a long  cyc le  o f  me tamorphos is ;
a human ex i s tence  be ing  bu t  one
b r i e f  s t age .  B i r t h  i s  s i gn i f i -
can t  as  a beg inn ing  o f  a new
consc iousness ,  o f  a beg inn ing
to  a new sequence o f  expe r i ences .
The passage  in to  the wor ld out -
s ide  i s  made through a narrow
tunne l ,  and through the phys i ca l
ba r r i e r  o f  the ce rv i x .

Each  layer  o f  the  hanging f ab r i c
represents  a d i f fe ren t  aspec t
o f  t h i s  t r ans i t i on : -
t he  p i nk  pane l s ,  imped ing  f l esh ;
the da rk  i n t e r va l  pane l  an un -
known o r  fo rgo t ten  a rea ;  the
mauve panel  which has to  be
passed  by ,  to the  pat terned out -
s i de  pane l s ,  wh ich  l ead  t o
emergence  i n to  the  ou ts ide
WORLD.

Rosemary Johnson
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Janet  Har t

Jack ie  Su l l i van

Loneliest Sunday of My Life

Wai t i ng  i n  my sma l l  house a l one ,
Hop ing  someone w i l l  come,
The rad io  murmur ing
to  i t se l f  i n  t he  k i t chen ,
and me wan t i ng  t o  be  anywhere e l se .

Wa lk ing  the  g rey  Sunday s t ree t
two k i ds  p lay ing  foo tba l l
i n  the park
t r ees  as  bare and co ld
as rags,  my hands
as  co ld  as  i ce .

Waking a l one  on  Sunday morn ing
the  conc re te  ya rd  th ru  t he  w indow,
s l i ppe rs ,  t h ree  j e r s i es ,  co f f ee ,
a Sunday  newspape r .  The  hea te r
c lose  t o  my f ee t  l i ke  a l i t t l e
warm ca t .

Harsh as  w in ter  w ind
the  ca rs  roa r  pas t ,
I am l i s t en ing  i n  t he  dusk .
An o ld  man coughs j us t
ou t s i de  my doo r ,  and  wa i t s  -
I wou ld  l i ke  t o  say ,
come i n  and  warm you rse l f ,
I am as  l one l y  as  you .



I n  you r  l as t  l e t t e r ,  you  sa id  you  wep t
when  you r  p regnan t  ca t  was  s tuck  beh ind  t he
wa te r  cy l i nde r  i n  you r  c rummy ba th room.
AND THINGS L IKE  THAT you  w ro te  i n  b l ock  l e t t e r s
a t  t he  end .
What d i d  you  t h i nk  when you  sa t  i n  t he  wa i t i ng  room
and  a l l  t he  peop le  s ta red  so  i nd i f f e ren t l y ,  and  you
i n  ano the r  wo r l d?
Did  you  weep  as  you  wa l ked  down  the  road
f rom the  shop?  P lease  t e l l  me
were  t hey  i n  you r  hand  o r  bag ,
and  d i d  t hey  ra t t l e  when  you  wa l ked  so  f as t?
And  t hen ,  l i t t l e  s i s t e r ,  t he  unspeakab le
Because  t hen  you  swa l l owed  eve ry  one .  Dea res t ,  we re  you  a f ra i d
as  you  l ay  t he re  a l l  a l one ,  t he  noon  t r a f f i c  ou t s i de
and  f ee l i ng  s l eepy?
D id  noone  know  how  a lone  you  we re ,
was  you r  ca t  t he re  w i t h  you ,
o r  had  she  gone  t oo?

I have  no t  become more beau t i f u l
The  yea rs  have  added  a sub t l e  s t r a i n ,
A sha rpness to my mou th  and  cheekbones .
My face  i s  tw i s ted  w i t h  dep r i va t i on  and
The eccen t r i c  t im id i t y  o f  a ma iden  l ady .
No woman l y  g races  t o  so f t en  my sad  se l f
The stamp o f  f a i l u re  i n  my anx ious  eyes .
I s t umb le  t h ru  my  t ime ,  & mos t  keen l y
Fee l  t he  l oss ;  t o  come so  f a r  & t hen  t o  c rack
The s i ng le  qua l i t y  I do  have ;  on l y  that
gent leness which h ides  complete despair.

Born 1948. Graduated MA in Feel  very involved with le f t -
Eng l i sh  f rom V i c to r i a  Un ivers i t y .  wing po l i t i cs  espec ia l l y  a f te r
Done  pub l i sh i ng  and  newspape r  the  l a tes t  Abo r t i on  B i l l  f i a sco
work i n  London and Sydney, (a l though have not  been act ive
then four years soc ia l  work in due to physical  isolat ion and
Auckland and Melbourne.  Now small k i ds ) .  Have had two
l i ve  on Waiheke I s l and  w i t h  the s tor ies  published i n  I s l ands ,
f a the r  o f  ou r  two smal l  daugh- and some poems i n  P i l g r im .
t e r s .  L i ke  read ing ,  mus i c ,  Would l ike to  wr i te full-time
ga rden ing ,  w r i t i ng .  Do some as i t  i s  very important to me -
journalism fo r  the local  paper but so fa r  seem to lack  the
and a ve ry  par t - t ime degree by dedicat ion and single-mindedness
co r respondence .  > necessa ry .
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Merlene Young

Pictures of an Afternoon

ea r l y  a f t e rnoon  saw you  on  t he  beach
ha i r  a mass o f  cu r l s /  l i p s  cu r l ed  t oo
and a l l  t he  l and  l ay  back  a t  f he
f ee t  o f  t he  sun  t o  b reak
the  co ld  f i nge rs  o f  w in te r

win te r  he re /  t he re  m idsummer
t oge the r  wou ld  autumn p reva i l
t he  sme l l  o f  you r  ha i r
a l i ve  and  aware

an  a f t e rnoon  i n  t he  pages  o f  a magaz ine
a so l i t a r y  t r ave l l e r  s t epped  ou t
t o  meet  a w ide -eyed  mode l  g i r l
and  wound up b l eed ing  -
t he  ca r  was a w r i t e  o f f

ob i tuary  o f  a s t a r  s t udded  rock  ' n  r o l l  ca ree r

t he  e l v i n  k i ng  began
i n  t he  s t r ee t s
and l e f t  f o r  t he  moon
i n  t he  shape o f  Pan

wh i l e  a l one l y  l ove l y
Sco t t i sh  fa rmer
s t r i des  t he  h i gh lands
I am aware  o f  changes

r ead  t he  runes
in  a d r i f twood  newspaper

l a t e  a f t e rnoon  sound
o f  wood be ing  chopped
f o r  t he  f i r es  o f  tomor row
the  sme l l  o f  ca t t l e  on  t he  road
and  t he  d i s t an t  c r y  o f  a ch i l d
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s ta r f i sh  pe rmea tes  sand
w i th  i t s  mag i c  wh i l e
the  sun god  s t r i des
a long  t he  moun ta ins
w i t h  a f l am ing  head
b rush ing  as ide  t he  m is t s
l i ke  ob t rus i ve  cobwebs

ac ross  t he  f r ozen  ra i nbow
i n  t he  shadow o f  t he  sun
we  l ay  down  on  t he  ea r t h
to  t as te  t he  a f t e rnoon
and sp read  t he  sky  l i ke
a b l anke t  ac ross  t he
back  o f  yes te rday

Mina

when  I became  aware
o f  t he  go lden  au ra
su r round ing  you
and when you  spoke
my mag i c  sec re t

. I knew  we we re
on  a co l l i s i on
cou rse  fo r  heaven

to  know tha t
t he  mee t i ng
was i n tended
and  t he  sp i r i t
was  p resen t

I t r od  l i gh t l y
on  you r  memor ies
and  spoke  so f t l y
o f  t he  fu tu re
for f ea r  o f  i n j u r i ng
the  d i v i ne  bu t  f r ag i l e
wh i t e  f l owe r  t ha t
g rew  f rom ou r  l ove .

Wy

ue

t he  waves  s t r e t ched  ou t
t he i r  l acy  f i nge rs
p igeons  f l ew  i n  un i son
and  t he  moon and  sun
came  ou t  t oge the r

co ld  l i p s  on  t he  f l esh
canno t  k i l l  t he  pa in  ye t
t he  dog  barks  a t  no th i ng :
as  t he  sp i r i t  moves
so  do  I

a l l  a round  my l ove rs  eyes
are  b i g  s ta r s  and the
un i ve rse  i s  my f r i end

Concrete Karma.....Or Disaster in Darwin

i n  t he  t r ees
a long  t he  coas t

t he  h i pp ies  bu i l t  t he i r
happy  t r ee  homes/ bu t  t he

t ownspeop le  came  w i t h  an  axe
t o  g r i nd  and  bu l l dozed  them over

l a t e r  when  t he  wra th fu l  w inds
b lew  and  knocked  down

the  houses  i n
the  town

i t  was
an
ac t
o f
god

the  insurance man sa id

Warning Light
LJ]

we a re  go ing  t o  t he  p rom ised  l and
to  p i onee r  and  seek  f r esh  pas tu res
as  we p repa re  fo r  depa r tu re  no t
unannounced an  a r r i va l  a t  t he  doo r
l i ke  an enemy f rom the  pas t
o l d  words  to  g ree t  a t i red  wor ld
famine

dep ress ion
doom :

and d i sas te r
nour ished on  greed f l ou r i shed  on  ha te
feas t i ng  s t i l l  on ignorance and p r i de
b ib l i ca l  b ru ta l  but  r ea l  and now

wake up wo r l d  o r  t he re  w i l l
be  no  day l i gh t  t o  save

en l i gh tened / t he  ch i l d ren  o f  t he  sun
have  a l r eady  depa r ted  t ak i ng  t he  t ime
to  l eave  a l l  t he  c l ocks  beh ind .
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4 -TyTT T

Alison Wright

Lemon Balm . . . . .

S leep  weculd be  bes t
j u s t  a gen t l e  c l os i ng  o f  eyes
a rhy thm ic  b rea th i ng
l imbs  re l axed
m ind  f l oa t i ng
we igh t l ess
i n
i n
i n
i n
i n

space
a neve r  end ing  a lchemy
co lou rs  d reamed  bu t  neve r  cap tu red
pa t t e rns  p l ayed  on  t he  b l i nk  o f  t hough t
a f o reve r  r es t

where t he re  i s  no  dawn ing
no

. no
no
no
no
no
no
no
no

morn ing  r i s i ng  up r eady  t o  ba t t l e
ch i l d ren  t o  demand
ca rs  t o  b reak  down
bosses
bus t i c ke t s
t r a i ns  runn ing  ea r l y
watches  s l ow
t r a f f i c  snak ing  ou t  i t s  da i l y  cu l t us  r i t e
end less  gu lps  o f  j ob  hungry  days

consuming sac r i f i c i a l  o r  r e l uc tan t  s l aves

Yes s leep  wou ld  be  bes t
dea th  i s  no  way ou t
o f f
why
why
l a y
t r y
why

Yes
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e rs  no  eupho r i a
s ta r t  t he  body  cyc le  pu l sa t i ng  ye t  aga in
se t  a new mo t i on
a new l i f e
a f r esh  s ta r t
draw b i r t h  ou t  o f  dea th

s leep  gen t l e  s l eep  swee t  swee t  s l eep

14 years gone. .....
a t  2 o ' c l ock  i n  t he  morn ing
a l l  I wan t  i s  a cup  o f  t ea
you  have  o the r  t h i ngs
on  you r  m ind

a t  2 o ' c l ock  i n  t he  morning
I have a poem coming  on
you  have  o the r  t h i ngs
on  you r  m ind

at  2 o ' c l ock  i n  t he  morn ing .
when t he  n igh t  r i de rs  f l y  dark ly
through s tonewa l l i ng  san i t y
and d i p  i n t o  shadows o f  dreams
when t he  a i r  r oa rs  w i t h  t he  qu ie t  b rea th  o f  s i l ence
and  nobody  ca res  why :
t he  l os t  ch i l d ren  o f  t omor row  cry

a t  2 o ' c l ock  in t he  morn ing
I s t i l l  love you
bu t  I have  o the r  t h i ngs
on  my m ind

As to who I am and what I do  . . .
af ter  vowing that work mus t  s tand
a lone ,  I do  underneath my res i s -
tance ,  ag ree  that i t  i s  sa t i s f y -
i ng  to read about  fe l lowoman and
draw strength from likeminded
f ee l i ngs .

I am recen t l y  entered the  madness ,
though been i n fec ted  f o r  many
yea rs  th rough t hea t re  work  and
have come to  the conc lus ion  that
i n  the beginning r ea l l y  was the
word.  Now the quest ion i s  . . .
what was THE word? Inbetween
search ing I 'wo rk '  a t  an  u l t ima te
a r t  . . . l i f e ,  be l i ev i ng  i n
one  t r ue  t r u th  . . . death /
b i r t h ,  one  t r ue  beauty . . .
s i l ence .  The journey i s  one long
he l l  and one long heaven . . .

but who can t e l l  which i s  which
and exper ienc ing the which i s  one
l ong ,  eececeeeeeeeece . . . and
as  you can see ,  when put  in to
words i s  one long b l l l l l l l e r ck  .

I love my guys and g i r l s  . . .
every rumbubbling, dewfaced
sou l fu l  . . . what more  can 1
say to  you . . . L i f e  i s .

I f i nd  i t  so  d i f f i cu l t  to  ge t
down to  de ta i l s  o f  me .  but  fo r
this moment there i s  no more . .
nothing . . .
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I am Giving Birth to Myself
Wendy Laks

Women's poetry  and the  femin is t
movement .  The  second i ns ta lmen t
o f  a paper done fo r  pa r t  o f  a
Mas te rs  deg ree  i n  Soc io logy  a t
Waikato Un i ve rs i t y .

I t  i s  character ist ic o f  the
women poets  o f  the la te  1960 ' s
and 1970 ' s  that the response  t o
the i r  s i t ua t i on  i s  one o f  anger.
There i s  the same ou t l i n ing  o f
t he  prob lems t ha t  women face  i n
a pat r ia rcha l  soc ie t y  that
cha rac te r i zed  some o f  the  women
poe ts  o f  t he  m idd le  o f  the
twen t i e th  cen tu r y  bu t  much
o f  t he  despa i r  has  been  re -
p laced  by  anger and de f i ance .
As  Nancy  Jo  Ho f fman  has  sa id ,
"among the  fema le  poe t s  where
we seek images o f  the inner
wor ld ,  we have cons i s ten t l y
seen  the consequences  o f  des -
pa i r i ng  womanhood i n  eccen -
t r i c i t y ,  madness  and su i c i de . "
(1972 :49 )  Th i s  has  been
la rge l y  t r ue  un t i l  the l as t
t en  o r  so  yea rs  wi th  t he
mushrooming o f  the  women ' s
movement .  A l though the  poetry
s t i l l  communicates pa in  there
i s  much pos i t i ve  s t r eng th ,  and
even hope .  Susan  Suthe im
sugges t s  i n  he r  fo l lowing poem
that  anger i s  necessa ry  t o  a
sense  o f  se l f  t ha t  wcmen a re
look ing  f o r :

today  I found my t emper .
I sa i d ,  k
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you s tep on my head
for  twenty seven years you s tep

on my head
and though I have been trained
to excuse you for your inevitable
c lumsiness
today I think
I p re fe r  my head to  your c lumsi -

ness .
today I began
to f i nd
myse l f .
( i n  Bass and Howe, 1973:297)

I n  "Mons te r "  Robin Morgan does
not dwe l l  on  the  su f f e r i ng  o f
women but  i ns tead  ca l l s  f o r  a
revo lu t i on :

I 'm  not about t o  run  down the
l i s t

o f  rapes  and bu rn ings  and bea t ings
and sm i l es

and su lks  and rages and all the
’ o ther  crap

you ' ve  laid on  women throughout
your history

(we had no part i n  i t  =- although
god knows we t r i ed )

« « « women . . . mus t  now invent
a revo lu t i on

so  to ta l  as  to des t roy  ma leness ,
f ema leness ,  dea th .

(1972:81~86)
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Some poe ts  th rea ten  revenge :

When I t h ink  o f  the  P res iden t
and the  l aw ,  and the  problem o f
feed ing  ch i l d ren ,  I l i ke  t o
think o f  Ha r r i e t  Tubman
and he r  revo lve r  . . .

I want men  t o  take us  ser iously
. + + I want them to f ea r .
I want them to know
that there i s  always a time
. « + for  retr ibut ion
and that time
i s  beginning.

( " I  Like to Think o f  Harr iet
Tubman” ,  i n  Bass  and Howe .
1973:307-309)

Above,  the  poe t  i s  no t  j us t
f ee l i ng  he lp l ess ,  she  i s  angry
and has  be fo re  he r  t he  image
o f  Har r ie t  Tubman who " l i ved
to red ress  her  g r i evances " .
Barbara L ipschutz i s sues  a
warning to men :
We wa tch .
We wa i t .
We grow i n  s t reng th .
We have stockpi led
Secret  weapons.
We wi l l  not declare
An amnesty.
We watch.
We wait.
Beware.

( "To  Men Re Women" ,  1974 :10 )

Jean Tepperman, l i ke  many
fem in i s t s ,  see  the image o f  a
witch as a pos i t i ve  one and the
tone i s  one  o f  de f i ance :

I want my b l ack  dress.
I want my ha i r
cu r l i ng  w i l d  around me .
I want my broomst ick

f rom the  c lose t  where I hid i t .
Tonight I meet my s i s t e r s
i n  the g raveyard .
Around midnight
i f  you s top  a t  a red l i gh t
in the wet  c i t y  traffic,
watch for  us  aga ins t  the moon.
We are screaming,
we are f l y i ng ,
laughing, and won ' t  s top.

( "Wi tch"  in Bass and Howe, 1973:
333 -334 )

Women poets  o f  the la te  1960 ' s
and 1970 ' s  a re  beg inn ing to
speak about the i r  sexua l i t y  and
t h i s  aspec t  o f  t he i r  poe t ry
a l so  d i s t i ngu ishes  them from
t he i r  p redecesso rs .  Very
o f t en  t he re  i s  a tone o f  ange r ,
but  more  l i ke l y  there  i s  a
tone o f  ce leb ra t i on .  Barbara .
L ipschutz  exp resses  he r
f rus t ra t ion w i th  her  lover
and he r  ange r :

- . . years ago ,  when you d i dn ' t
need an anatomical  chart

to f ind the parts o f  my body
which give me pleasure
I was much too ret i r ing
To ins is t  you do i t
My way.
So now, o f  cou rse ,  i t  makes per-

fec t  sense  that you should be
threatened

Make that chagrined
When I t e l l  you  that I don ' t

l i ke  what you ' r e  do ing  . . .

( "We Haven ' t  I n  Th ree
Weeks", 1974:11-12)
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A l ta ' s  poems of ten express her
b i t te rness  but  she has  a way o f
us ing  humour which i s  very
e f f ec t i ve :

euch,  are you having your period?
why d i dn ' t  you te l l  me?

I shouda him ina  dark.
He  cou lda  thot b loody shee ts
look ma a v i rg in

( i n  Bass and Howe, 1973:294)

Al ta  enjoys her sexua l i t y :

he  asked me what I was fantas iz ing
when I beat o f f

i n  h is  f r i end ' s  bathroom
and I knew what I was supposed

to say  so  1 sa id
" I  was thinking o f  you dear ”
but that  was a l i e .
I was j us t  look ing  a t  my pret ty

t i t t i es
and fee l i ng  genera l l y  good.

( i n  G i l l ,  1973:17)

Women poets a re  explor ing many
other a reas  o f  the i r  exper ience
and I w i l l  br ie f ly  d i scuss  some
o f  t hese .  As  I have previously
suggested the main theme o f
the feminist  movement i s  the
search for a new ident i ty for
women, a new image.  This  i s
a theme o f  many poems. One book,
i n  f ac t ,  i s  t i t led  "Woman I n
Search o f  He rse l f "  (Toni  Ortner
Zimmerman, 1973) The idea o f
‘woman g i v ing  b i r th  t o  he rse l f ’
i s  a common one :  (Adr ienne R i ch )

your mother  dead  and you unborn
your  hands  g rasp ing  your head
drawing i t  down aga ins t  the

blade o f  l i f e  *
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your nerves the nerves o f  a
midwife

learn ing her  t rade

( "The  Mir ror  i n  Which Two Are
Seen as  One" ,  1975:195)

There are several poems about
or dedicated to Sylvia Plath.
There ‘ a re  poems about the poe t ' s
mother ,  and her children, and
a l l  ch i l d ren :

why i s  i t  this way? 1
th is  wo r l d .
that  we have to |
give up our l ives r
to  protect  ’
our beau t i f u l  ch i ld ren
whom the world
c l ea r l y
doés  not  ca re  about?

(Susan  Gr i f f i n  "The  Snow" ,
1973 :56 )

Many poems ment ion we l l  known
women: Nina Simone, Angela
Dav i s ,  Harr ie t  Tubman, Susan
Anthony,  Gertrude S te i n ,
Margaret Mead e t c .  There are
poems on  abor t ion ,  pregnancy,
and childbirth. There i s  even
a poem ca l led "On P i ss i ng " :

For
tha t ' s  how i t  i s ,  boys :
Women sha l l  p i ss  i n  the open like

men;
L ike  women.

(Luc i l l e  I ve r son ,  1974 :12 )

There i s  much s i f t i ng  over o f
pas t  experiences i n  a new
l i gh t :

I p ie rced my ears
for somebody e l se
l os t  weight
fo r  somebody e l se
stud ied yoga .
Now i say  no
for myse l f .

( "Totem” by  She i la  Raesch i ld ,
1974:42)  :

The poems are  very o f ten spoken
as one woman would speak to
another o f  her day ' s  chores and
activit ies and feelings or as
a woman would speak t o  her
husband o r  lover:

You grind your teeth in your
s leep .

The sound i s  l ike a t r a i n ' s
brakes o r  gun f i r e .

(She i l a  Raesch i l d ,  1974:22)

A man 's  pants
hang i n  the bathroom
I search them
for  money
( t he re  i sn ' t  much)
thinking
th is  makes me a criminal

( th ie f )
I take what there i s .

( i b i d : 9)

Women st i l l  write love poems but
with new awareness:

But now a t  this la te  hour,
I have a p r i ce  o f  my own to se t ,
For peop le  i n  l ove ,  even women,
Cannot  mainta in
Hyste r i ca l  b l indness
Foreve r .

( "Hys te r i ca l  B l indness"  by
Barbara L ipschu tz ,  1974:7)

Pr io r  to the l a t e  1960 ' s  women
had begun to explore the fema le

‘ exper ience  but i t  was not until
the growth o f  the second wave
o f  femin ism that a p ro l i f e ra -
t ion o f  women's poetry occurred.
This poetry  i s  not  s imply
descr ib ing women's s i tuat ion
but  i s  a way o f  changing one ' s
def in i t ion of se l f  - by ex-
p ress ing  what has been  la rge ly
un-named. Th is  expression i s
a communication t o  other women
and men which serves to change
society as we l l .  As one woman
art ist  sa id  "By  expressing our
sense o f  se l f  through a r t ,  we
chal lenge prevai l ing ideas
about women." (Judy Chicago,
1975 :64 )  Thus women ' s  poetry
must not be $een as merely a
re f lec t ion  o f  the woman's
movement for the poetry i t se l f
i s  a f fect ing the woman's move-
ment and society as  a whole .
Women a re  wr i t ing poetry as
one way o f  grappling w i th  the
ins ights that the movement has
brought fo rward ,  and as  a way
o f  communicating with other
women.  Each  woman ' s  d i s -
cover ies  a re  shared and thus
a f fec t  a l l  the women who read
her words .  As one poet w r i t es ,
" .  . . t h i s  i s  a r evea l i ng ,
essent ia l ,  transforming ex-—
perience to  be  living and
wri t ing, during this change
i n  the consciousness o f  women
. « « The r isks other women
take i n  their wr i t ing ,  cast ing
o f f  the Academic shroud over
our  f ee l i ngs ,  naming the un-
speakable,  moving w i th  courage
in to  new forms and new per -
cept ions,  make me able to  wr i te
what be fo re  could no t  be
wr i t t en .  I n  every  sense  we
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do  not work a l one . "  (Susan
Gr i f f i n  i n  Lark in ,  1975:93)
The poets  then see  themselves
not as  so l i ta ry  a r t i s t s  but
as part o f  a dialogue wi th
o the r  women . "  (F ran  Winant  i n
Gi l l ,  1973:116) As V i rg i l i ne
Smal l  has  po in ted  ou t ,  one  o f
t he  ma in  a t t r ibutes o f  femin is t
art  i s  the "concern  wi th
c la r i t y  and sharing o f  intimacy
rather than obscur i ty and ego-
t i sm . ”  ( i n  S i l ve rmar i e ,  1975 :
114) Th is  poetry  i s  a communal
p rocess  - i n  the  sense  that  i t
i s  o f t en  pub l i shed  and  p r i n ted
by  a sma l l  g roup o f  women,  i t
i s  addressed  t o  o ther  women
who prov ide the feedback ,  and
who perhaps a re  s t imulated to
wr i te  themse lves .  One poetry
anthology pub l i shed  i n  Nash -
v i l l e ,  Tennessee  was the  resu l t
o f  the  women the re  be ing  en-
couraged to w r i t e  by  Rob in
Morgan who had  come to  town t o
read  he r  poe t ry .  The i r  book i s
ca l l ed ,  "The Night Robin Morgan
came to  Town" .  The int roduct ion
to the  anthology "Woman to
Woman" i l l us t ra tes  we l l  the  an t i -
e l i t i s t  and ant i-commodity
o r ien ta t ion  tha t  many women
have towards t rad i t iona l  a r t :
"Many peop le  have quest ioned
why "Woman to Woman" g i ves  no
individual c red i t s  t o  poets
and a r t i s t s  fo r  the i r  wo rk ,
even  though we be l i eve  very
st rongly  that  women deserve
recogn i t i on  as ind iv idua ls  and
that  women have  been  anonymous
too  l ong .  We know tha t  ' f amous '
women a re  used  as  tokens  i n  t he
publishing wo r l d ,  and our
at tempt  i n  "Woman to Woman" i s
to r e j ec t  t he  exp lo i t i ve  s tan -

dards o f  tha t  wo r l dgand  at  t he
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same time re jec t  the divisions
which fame c rea tes  among women
« +» « We be l i eve  that any

poet ry  o r  drawing that ta l ks  to
people  i s  good a r t ,  l i v ing
ar t  . . . Th is  book was com-
p i l ed  for  many reasons ,  the
most  important be ing to  g i ve
women a chance to get their
poetry and drawings published -
not for the sake o f  honour or
p res t i ge ,  bu t  for the sake o f
r each ing  o ther  women wi th  what
they f ee l .  Women who w r i t e ,
d raw,  pa in t ,  dance and j us t
l i ve  have something to  say and
what they express should be
avai lable to  other women at
aminimum o f  cost  and a minimum
o f  hass les  to them.  . . Another
purpose o f  t h i s  book i s  to he lp
br ing women together much in
the  way i t  has brought the
women who worked on  this book
together  i n  a concre te  bond -
as  s i s t e r s .  . . "
The  emphasis  he re  i s  on art as
communication, as part o f
every woman ' s  l i f e ,  as  par t  o f
a network o f  women. Newsle t ters
and d i rec to r i es  he lp  women to
ge t  i n  touch w i t h  o ther  w r i t e rs
and out le ts  fo r  the i r  work .
An ex tens ion  o f  the  shar ing
process  o f  femin is t  poetry i s
the poetry read ing which is

very popular i n  the Uni ted S ta tes .
As one poet desc r ibes  these
r ead ings :  "The poe ts  have
become pe r fo rmers ;  the i r
' r ead ings '  a re  no longer  ad-
vert isements fo r  the wr i t ten
word bu t  a re  cu l tu ra l  r i t es  o f
passage ,  geared  to engage the
‘aud ience ’  as  s i s t e r  per formers .
These r i tua ls  a re  taking p lace
wi th  l i t t l e  pub l i c i t y  except
word o f  mouth,  w i th  nominal o r
f r ee  admiss ion ,  and frequent ly

with the  agreement that any
women may share her wo rk . "
(Si lvermar ie,  1975:114)  This
i s  a l so  an  extension o f  the
e f fec ts  that women's poetry
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I changed my t hes i s  f rom s tudy-
ing the f em in i s t  movement i n  N2
to  a t heo re t i ca l  t op i c  on the
founda t ions  o f  soc io l ogy  wh ich
fasc ina tes  me ,  bu t  wh ich  I am
s t i l l  working on and go ing s low ly
c razy  wi th i t .

A b iograph ica l  note  - 2? -
we l l ,  more  and  more  I 'm  mov ing
away f rom academic  work  - I would
be  happ ier  t o  see  one o f  my
poems in Sp i ra l  than the essay !
I am ve ry  i n t e res ted ,  i nvo l ved ,
commi t ted  to womens hea l t h  i n
t he  b roades t  sense  o f  the  word -

have s ta r t ed  a se l f  he lp  hea l th
g roup  and p l an  a therapy/support
g roup .
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go form, I t  is  implicit in
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~ gendrils; " i t  ik found in sea shells, jn hair = “1

4 Cy Se t  and fur crowns, in sunflower heads .  I t  can be '  a
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‘ i s  a schematic image of  the evolut ion o f  the universe.

- Iv  « i s  a mystic symbol.

. inite. I t  r i ses  from and f a l l s  into the cefitre.

hieroglyph i t . ‘denotes cosmic ‘forces i n  motion o r  the relation-,: *

ship between “dnity and mu l t i p l i c i t y .

. c i p l es :

I n  i t s  expanding and .  dontract ing labyr inth i t  i s  the pat tern

. . and moko.

‘ personi f icat ion o f  wisdon (her  temple the Par thenon)  ,’ 

whose matr iarchal  predecessor, the  Great  Goddess

created her own subs tance .

- -  o f  rising and expanding creativity:
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 pignts - i n  petal patterns, leaves and ~

whirlpool - or  the way the water goes down the sink.

‘ I t  i s  snake ,  sp r i ng ,  e l ec t r i c  co i l ,  fern f rond.

~ | s t ruat ion,  mendpause. The creative spiral  r i s i ng  c lockwise

I t  i s  our Fimo?

I t
AE i s  the earth's ‘rotation, the moon ' s :  o rb i t ,  sun ,  nebula, web?

© I t  containsthe c i rc le  which i s  inf-

As  an Egyptian

I t  un i tes opposite p r in -

stasis and motion, chaos and order, matter and energy.

. o f  magic dances, o f  hea l ing and ecstasy, the nmiotif o f  mandala’

I t

L i s  woman's b io logical  rhythm, the ‘moon cyc le , _pubescerice men -

\ was attributed to Pa l l as  A thena ,  among Greek.  d i v i n i t i es  the



ADDENDA
T i t l es  o f  Women's Environment Pho tog raphs .
P .  25 .  Top r igh t -  The Mair Ga l l e r y -  Magg ie  read ing the  poe t ' s

Woman Crea t ion  Saga.
Lower l e f t -  Rache l  McAlp ine read ing her poe t r y .
Lower r i gh t -Hea ther  McPherson read ing  her poe t r y .

Pp .  26 -27 . -  Women i n  the  t epee  space .
P.  31. Top l e f t -  "From the bottom o f  a pond f i xed  s ta rs  govern a

l i f e "  by  Anna Ke i r .
Top r igh t -  A l ta r  p i ece  by Anna Ke i r .

. 32 .  Top left-~ Ben ' s  cu r ta i ns  by Fran Dudd ing .
Top r i gh t -  Ngahu ia  and D iane ;  photo by Sandy Ha l l .

34 . -  Autumn he re ,  Spr ing  there by A l l i e  Eag le .
37 . -  Co lande r  by  Joanna  Pau l .
40 .  Top r i gh t -  Un t i t l ed  by Joanna Pau l .

Lower  r i gh t -  B i r t h  P iece  by Rosemary Johnson.
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Sp i ra l  Co l l e® t i ve  reg re ts  that  the  p r in te rs  d isa l lowed us  poet ic
l i cense  t o  pr in t  t he  t i t l e  o f  one poem and the l i ne  o f  another .  Th i s
was ou t s i de  ou r  con t ro l .  We apo log i se  t o  t he  poe t s  and our r eade rs
and he reunde r  g i ve  the  fu l l  t i t l e  and line.
P .  49 .~  "We Haven ' t  Fucked in Three Weeks"
P .  50 . -  I shou lda  fucked him ina  da rk .
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