Poefry

New Zealand
Yearbook 2
November 2015




Poetry New Zealand
Yearbook 2

[Issue #50]

(November 2015)



Poetry NZ Yearbook 2
[Issue #50] (November 2015)
One issue per year

Managing Editor: Jack Ross
editor@poetrynz.net
Administrator: Bronwyn Lloyd
subscriptions@poetrynz.net
Social Media: Matthew Harris
Webmaster: Warren Olds
web@poetrynz.net
Advisory Board:
Thom Conroy Jen Crawford
John Denny Ingrid Horrocks
David Howard Alistair Paterson
Tracey Slaughter Bryan Walpert

website: http://www.poetrynz.net
blogsite: http://poetrynzblog.blogspot.co.nz/
archive: http://poetrynz.blogspot.co.nz/

Submissions: The submission dates for each issue are between May 1st
and July 31st of each year. Submit either (preferably) by email, with your
poems pasted in the body of the message or included as a MSWord file
attachment; or by post, to the address below, with a stamped self-
addressed envelope, and contact details in your covering letter.

Subscriptions: You can subscribe electronically at any time, either at the
web address listed above, or by sending a cheque to the following address:

Dr Jack Ross

Poetry NZ

School of English and Media Studies
Massey University, Albany Campus
Pvt Bag 102 904

North Shore Mail Centre

Auckland o745, NZ

Subscription rates: New Zealand Overseas

One year (1 issue) $NZ 30.00 $NZ 45.00
Two years (2 issues)  $NZ 55.00 $NZ 80.00
Libraries (1 year) $NZ 45.00 $NZ 60.00

Libraries (2 years) $NZ 80.00 $NZ 90.00


mailto:editor@poetrynz.net
mailto:subscriptions@poetrynz.net
mailto:web@poetrynz.net
http://www.poetrynz.net/
http://poetrynzblog.blogspot.co.nz/
http://poetrynz.blogspot.co.nz/

Poetry New Zealand
Yearbook 2

[Issue #50]

(November 2015)

Edited by
Jack Ross

Featuring the poetry of
Robert Sullivan

with essays by

John Geraets, Janet Newman & Alistair Paterson

& reviews by
Mary Cresswell, Hamish Dewe, Rachael Elliott, Johanna
Emeney, Matthew Harris, Bronwyn Lloyd, Elizabeth
Morton, Jack Ross & Richard Taylor

Auckland:
School of English & Media Studies
Massey University, 2015



ISSN o114-5770
Copyright © 2015 Poetry NZ

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording or otherwise without the written permission of the
publisher.

Managing editor: Jack Ross

Cover design: Anna Brown

Cover image: © Karl Chitham

Typeset in Constantia 14 pt type.
Printed and bound at The Printery,
Massey University,
Private Bag 11222,
Palmerston North



Contents

7 Jack Ross
FEATURED POET
11 Robert Sullivan
13 -

14 -

15 -

16 -

17 -

18 -
19 -

20 -

21 -

22 -

23 Jack Ross
OTHER POETS
39 James Ackhurst
41 Gary Allen
42 John Allison
43 Bill Angus
44 Ruth Arnison
45 Nick Ascroft
46  Sandra Bell
48 -
50 Tony Beyer
51 -
52 Jane Blaikie
53 Joy Blair
54 Peter Bland
55 -
56 Liz Breslin
57 Iain Britton
59 Jennifer Compton
60 Ruth Corkill

Editorial:
What is New Zealand Poetry?

Bio/Bibliography

1. Condom on The Iliad

2. I am Michael Joseph Savage
3. I am Colonel Wynyard

4. I am Pomare II

5. Daddy

6. Nana

7. The surge black fissure

8. Sensory Garden

9. Mara kai

10. King Tawhiao’s Garden
An Interview with Robert Sullivan

A Rhinoceros

The deposition

Dead Reckoning

God knows what the dead bequeath
Not talking

Dumplings

The Miners

Juanita and the Girls’ Home

Field (i.m. John O’Connor 1949-2015)
Memento

Exchange

Seeing the Wood for the Trees

Tell Me More

The Unicorns are Back

Adlestrop
Fontainebleau - NZ
Giving Up on the Quarrel

Autumn in Highgate



100
101
102
103
105
107
108
109
110
111
112
113
114
115
116
117

Sue Cowan

Mary Cresswell
Jeni Curtis
Jonathan Cweorth

Belinda Diepenheim

Eric Dodson

J. T. Drazin
Doc Drumbheller
David Eggleton
Rachael Elliott
Michael Farrell
Sue Fitchett
Anna Forsyth
Kim Fulton
Rhian Gallagher
John Geraets
Susan Green
Siobhan Harvey
Felicity Heaven
Sue Heggie
Alice Hooton
Gail Ingram
Sophia Johnson
Leonard Lambert
Jon Lepp

Simon Lewis

Olivia Macassey

Carolyn McCurdie
Andrew MclIntyre
Dawn McMillan

dear teacher

Bridges at Konigsberg

The Road Goes West

The Cherry Tree

Voyager Two, 1977

Gravitas

Legal High

Dough Boys

A Chance Meeting
Half-Price Proverbs
Methusalem

1992

By the Wind

the blink of an eye

Hungry Jack’s Sated Poet
Paris, 2013

Learning to Read

The Year Between

five beauties

Pukekaroro

Serving Notice upon the Prime Minister
Spaceboy Relative to His ...
My Love

Anzac Day in Greytown
Hallucinations of the Blind
Autumn Falling

Over Breakfast

Driftwood

Darwin’s Dice

When approaching a farmer’s door:
Big Noters

A Sense of Place

Burnt Umber

Do Not Trust These People:
Dance in the Local Hall
The Black Hole

Sometimes when the rain stops
Mr Maclntyre



18
19
122
122
123
124
125
126
127
128
129
130
131

132
133
134
135
136
137
139
141

142
143
144
146
148
149
151

152
154
155
156

159
160

161
163
164
165

Mary Macpherson
Vana Manasiadis
Owen Marshall

Margaret Moores

Martha Morseth

Elizabeth Morton

Heidi North-Bailey
Keith Nunes
Stephen Oliver
Alistair Paterson

Milorad Peji¢
Sarah Penwarden

Mark Pirie
Kerry Popplewell
Joanna Preston

Vaughan Rapatahana

Nicholas Reid

Dikra Ridha

David Romanda
Brittany Rose
Dagmara Rudolph
Ken Ruffell

Nurul Shamsul
Kerrin P. Sharpe

Emma Shi

Charge
from Quantum Physics Tells Us ...
White Dog

Release

She was not pregnant
Lambton Quay

Consider the metaphor
Dream I

Cerberus

The Audience

Winter, Kings Cross

an escalation

Broken

Cold Harbour

Vehicles are Sold

Landscape with pictures
Ocean Beach

Charmed

Lady-in-Waiting

A Thoughtful Optional Extra
At sparrow-fart

Portrait of Great Aunt Lavinia ...
Nightfall

he wahi hi mohoao

kaore wareware

From the Sky Tower

The Trail

The Last Day in My Country
The Flower Beneath Baghdad
Fast Food

Angel

To Dad

Mummy?

Streets Ahead

The Liberation of Wine
cleaning the stables

my teacher has no lungs
fingers stained with chlorine



skipping dead insects across the ocean
Emperor’s New Clothes

Day Breaks in Dressing Gowns

Where

Omitted Entries from Lonely Planet Guides
On the road to euthanasia

In retrospect

Flowers

I Have Cut Off My Own Head

Sonic Sisters Sestina

Richard von Sturmer from Songs for a New Identity

166 -

167 Jaspreet Singh
170 Elizabeth Smither
171 Kenneth Steven
172 Michael Steven
175 Marc Swan

176 -

177  Richard Taylor
178 -

179  Vivienne Ullrich
181

183  Jen Webb

184 -

186  Sue Wootton
187 -

188 Karen Zelas
COMMENTS

189 John Geraets
204 Janet Newman
212 Alistair Paterson
REVIEWS

224 Mary Cresswell
233 Hamish Dewe
237 Rachael Elliott
239 Johanna Emeney
244 Matthew Harris
248 Bronwyn Lloyd
251  Elizabeth Morton
255 Jack Ross

264 Richard Taylor

Metamorphoses
Desire Lines
Kids
Forgiveness
Elusion

Retrospective: briefly, briefly ...
Prose Poetry: A Series of Abandonments
Poetry, Science and the Real

Diana Brodie / Brentley Frazer / Vaughan
Rapatahana / Maureen Sudlow
Charles Brasch

Miriam Barr

Kerry Hines / Nina Powles

The Places Behind the Place

Lies we tell ourselves

Stephanie Christie / Anna Jackson
Mary Cresswell / David Eggleton / lain
Lonie / Jane Summer

The Gold Leaves

BOOKS & MAGAZINES IN BRIEF

269

274 Contributor Notes

Jack Ross



Jack Ross

Editorial:
What is New Zealand Poetry?

One of the courses I teach - at Massey University’s Auckland campus - is
Travel Writing. This year more than half of the students in my class were
born and brought up outside New Zealand. I know, because I asked them
at our first meeting.

Amongst many other students from many places, there are three
young Arabic women in the group. One’s from Egypt, another from Syria,
and the third from Saudi Arabia. They couldn’t be more different.

My Egyptian student is a free-thinking thrillseeker, a wild child,
capable of jumping in a cab and jetting off anywhere at the drop of a hat.

My Syrian student dresses and speaks like a pretty typical teenager.
One of the class assignments is to write a piece about travelling on
Auckland public transport, and hers was about bussing in to Auckland
Uni with a more orthodox friend who nevertheless spends thirty minutes
each morning styling her hijab to look as chic as possible.

My Saudi student is married, with two small children. She wears a
hijab, and is clearly more conservative in her beliefs and attitudes than
the other two. Her local travel adventure was to be handed a mobile
phone by the bus-driver and told to explain to the person at the other
end (a Chinese woman who thought she’d left something behind when
she got off a few stops before) that he couldn’t discuss it with her while
he was driving.

Perhaps the question above should be, not so much “What is New
Zealand Poetry?” as “What is New Zealand?” It’s a pretty diverse place
these days: not much like the little seaside suburb I grew up in.

So much the better. It’s one of the perks of my job that I do get to meet
and listen to such a cross-section of the young people of Aotearoa New
Zealand, be they African, Asian, Arabic, American, European, Maori,
Pakeha, Polynesian or any variant on the above.

So, after all that preamble, what is New Zealand poetry? It’s probably
something that an editor of Poetry NZ needs to have a stated position on,



given the journal’s title (in each of its various permutations over the
years). And yet it’s surprisingly difficult to answer.

Does it mean poetry written in New Zealand, by no matter who, in
whatever language? That would at least have the virtue of simplicity. But
then what of poems written by New Zealand nationals (or long-term
residents) abroad? Surely that, too, is New Zealand poetry?

In the most comprehensive attempt (to date) to debate the nature of
our body poetic, Paula Green and Harry Ricketts’ g9 Ways into New
Zealand Poetry (Auckland: Vintage, 2010), the authors say in their
preface:

While this book celebrates what poetry can do, we are exploring
this idea within the context of New Zealand poems across time,
culture, age, gender, style and geographical location ... We have
only explored poems written in English as neither of us are
experts in the other languages of New Zealand (in particular
Maori).

That was also the approach taken by the last major attempt to provide a
single-volume coverage of the whole canon: Jenny Bornholdt, Gregory
O’Brien, and Mark Williams’ Anthology of New Zealand Poetry in English
(Auckland: Oxford, 1997).

There’s a certain undeniable convenience to confining oneself solely to
the English language. As Governor William L. Harding of lowa put it, in
response to criticism of his WWI regulation banning church services in
foreign languages: “There is no use in anyone wasting his time praying in
other languages than English. God is listening only to the English
tongue.”

[ can’t say that I feel particularly comfortable with the idea, though. As
[ understand it, our nation is based on a partnership between (on the one
hand) the tangata whenua, the people of the land, and (on the other) any
and all subsequent immigrants to the country. This agreement is
embodied in that deceptively simple document known as the Treaty of
Waitangi.

It would be nice if one could believe that the Maori and English texts
of the Treaty say exactly the same thing. That is far from being the case,
however, as William Colenso warned while it was being drafted.

Nor was it signed by everyone. There were significant hold-outs in
various parts of the country: the Urewera, for instance, and much of the

1 Quoted in Bill Bryson, One Summer: America 1927 (London: Doubleday, 2013): 187.



South Island. They could justly claim that whoever the Treaty covered, it
wasn’t them.

Nevertheless, for all its faults and omissions and blind spots, the
Treaty remains the foundation of our state, and we can'’t ignore the
principles of bi-culturalism embodied in it.

So, while I welcome the concept of New Zealand poetries rather than
New Zealand poetry: the rich gamut of cultures and languages which now
exist in our islands expressing themselves in many languages and forms -
in the original and in translation, in dual-text and oral form - I continue
to feel that no definition of New Zealand poetry which attempts to
sideline or depreciate poetry and song in Te Reo can be taken seriously.

It’s the principal subject of poetic interest for audiences outside New
Zealand, and so it should be: we’re fooling ourselves if we think
otherwise.

I was therefore fascinated to hear what Robert Sullivan, our feature
poet, had to say on the subject (in the interview printed on pp. 25-40 of
this issue). As a Pakeha New Zealander, I took particular note of his
comments about “the need to represent one’s own stories.” He does,
however, specify that:

when I was younger I used to think if you’re not Maori you shouldn’t
be using Maori terms because you don’t understand the significance,
but I've changed my mind about that. I think it’s better to promote the
use of the language. But bringing it into poetry — well, readers of
poetry can be quite pernickety. They’ll look it up, and they’ll actually
deepen an understanding of Mdori poetics.

There were a great many submissions for this issue of Poetry NZ
Yearbook. It took us a long time to read and consider them all, and while
we included as many as we could of the excellent poems you sent in,
there is, inevitably, a limit to this process.

As a result, and to shorten the length of time some contributors have
had to wait for a decision, we’ve decided to confine submissions in future
to a three-month period: from May 1st to July 31st of each year, in fact:
beginning in 2016. This will enable us to have a clearer sense of the
dimensions of each issue before making our final choices.

Another reason for this change is because I'm very happy to announce
that Poetry NZ will in future be published by Massey University Press.



While this will not affect the editorial policy or present direction of the
journal, it does have certain implications for our production schedule.

Poetry NZ Yearbook will, in future, appear towards the beginning
rather than the end of the year, so the submissions collected in 2016 will
actually appear in PNZ Yearbook 3 (February / March 2017). This does
mean a longer interval between Yearbook 2 and Yearbook 3 than we
would have wished for, but we hope that the establishment of the new
Poetry NZ Poetry Prize (details of which will shortly be announced
online: on the PNZ website and elsewhere) will provide enough
stimulation to bridge the gap.

One of the first submissions I received for the present issue was from
veteran actor / poet / Renaissance man Peter Bland, who wrote: “It
occurred to me that I hadn’t contributed to Poetry NZ (ex NZ Poetry
Yearbook) since 1958!! So I thought it was high time I tried again.” I have
to say that it’s remarks like that which really brighten up an editor’s day:
the continuous chain of poetry yearbooks and bi-annual issues from 1951
to 2015 (with occasional gaps, admittedly) becomes quite awe-inspiring
to contemplate.

It is, however, with equal excitement that I welcome so many new
voices, young and old, local and international, to this issue of PNZ.

As far as the poetics section goes, the essays and reviews, I thought I
should explain here why some books have received full reviews and
others only a brief notice. This is principally due to the date the books
arrived. Titles which came in after our submissions deadline of 31* July
have been “noticed” rather than reviewed simply because of the time
required for any reviewer to read and absorb a book.

The distinction, I should stress, is never based on any pre-conceived
opinion that one book is more important and worthy than another. I did
my best to organise reviews of all the books received before that date.

[ have, however, not commissioned complete reviews of separate
issues of journals: these are clearly important publications in their own
right, but it’s doubtful whether they can be said - except in rare instances
- to have the unity of purpose of a book of poetry. They do, however,
certainly merit as full a notice as we can possibly give them.

— Dr Jack Ross, Massey University, 8-12 October 2015
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1. Condom on The Iliad

[ didn’t see it land on the Fagles translation until later
by the bed. For hours, empires rose and fell

with my bad entendres. It was a waste of good latex,
like my first proper date -

we went to see The Meaning of Life

(the one with the lovely sperm song)

and even had a restaurant meal

but we were only sixteen,

and [ wasn’t on top of my game cause

I took this girl out despite Mum

telling me not to, so I couldn’t get off the bus

to walk her home and give her a kiss

which is what I really wanted, and not talk

about the Python lyrics

because I'd be late home.
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2. I am Michael Joseph Savage

and glad to have helped your Dad out

in his darkest hour, and your Mum too.

Whose darkest hour is it? Pops

needs constant hospital care. He knows enough
to say he doesn’t want to be a burden

on his family and that he should

go into care, says Mum crying.

Thank you Michael Joseph.

We couldn’t have afforded it

without you.
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3. I am Colonel Wynyard

and can see my old house from Robert’s flat.
It doesn’t have a plaque from the Historic Places
so I'm slightly worried they might bowl it
just like they bowled Robert’s old house
which lies beneath the new Med School
extension. My old house is perched
quite close to a motorway at the end
of Grafton Gully. Yet [ know
Robert, my grandson going forward
six generations, gets a lot out of that house
as he looks from his flat balcony.

I do.
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4. I am Pomare I1

and not quite myself given

the French knitting that is DNA.

[ gave our daughter’s hand away

to Wynyard'’s son, George, believing

the colonel would keep us from further trouble.
He did. It’s true. The pa of the signs of peace,
Puketohunoa, remains unburnt, unbombed.
My wife’s Uncle has written

a stirring haka, “Ka Mate”

which will bind us.
I have died but I live.
That’s whakapapa.
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5. Daddy

almost has dementia. That’s why

he’s in hospital care about a 5 minute drive
from Mum. When [ was little he’d drive us
to Cornwallis and we’d pick pipis but he’d carry me
from the surf up to the grass so my feet
wouldn’t get sandy. We got caught

in the harbour once in the dinghy -

our motor gave out so he rowed us

for a couple of hours at least

back to the jetty. He got sunburnt.

Dad always got sunburnt cause

he was always a shade of pink.

His hands were blistered. I remember

him soaking in the bath after

in our flat in Grafton, but we

had been on an adventure.

Thanks, Dad.
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6. Nana

kept monarch butterflies everywhere -

in her garden, in glass terrariums, as caterpillars,
chrysalises, and as bright birds of insectdom.
She bicycled throughout Otaki, looked after

her brother, my Uncle Bob, who my father

is named after. She was an avid lawn bowls
player. I remember Christmases where our Nana
and my aunts did the cooking. It was the only time
of the year we would say grace. I think

Nana had a cat but I can’t remember.

I do remember her talking to me

about being Maori, which was quite

something because Nana’s on the Pakeha

side of the family, but my Nana knew

she was Maori too because of her mother

and it helped me. Thanks, Nana.

I remember her laugh, beach time,
our big Conlon family, and the Otaki sunshine.
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7. The surge black fissure

is when I know I've got there -
thanks Allen! I saw two ghosts

at my grandfather’s funeral
hovering like black piano keys

in front of my grandfather’s house.
[ saw them. My grandparents

once billeted the artist Arnold Wilson
at their home in Karetu

and now he has gone too

into the fissure. I press

my fingers into the grass

on the hill where my family’s pa
sits. I hear the creek

playing like Thelonius Monk.
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8. Sensory Garden

Mum bought Dad a battery radio. He needs a TV though.
[ remember him listening to the races every weekend,
but I didn’t know he was a bookie.
I'm a book maker of sorts too.
His sort meant we’d go to the gallops and the trots -
our Ford Zephyr was called Galloping Gertie which I guessed
was a racehorse until I googled it and found a ragtime tune.
Our friends’ horse was called Speedy Demo - named after
their Dad’s wrecking business in Arch Hill.
Our dinghy’s name was The Queen Mary. Dad always
had his eye on bigger things. His favourite shower song,
“I would say such wonderful things to you.
There would be such wonderful things to do
if you were the only girl in the world
and I were the only boy.”
Now Dad’s in a rest home in Upper Hutt.
It was good to talk to him this morning
even if it was only on the phone.
I'm writing this in a scent garden
sheltering from the rain.
It’s spring but the flowers
aren’t heady yet.
I'm gazing on the tiny leaves
of an olive tree.
Titoki Street is so calm,
not like my Grafton childhood
and our fears driven by money.
Yet Mum and Dad got married.
Like Kylie Minogue. Lucky.
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9. Mara kai

Living on the other side of the Museum now

is the adult side. Grafton is where I was a child.
The things I know now I wish I knew then!

This sensory garden does invite the skin and ears.
I can hear the soft rain, cars swishing and thrumming,
the odd bird, splashes and drips, cool spring

on my soles even through my shoes,

the pressed warmth of the back of my left knee

on top of the right one, gentle movements

of the olive leaves, native and exotic bird calls -
some like ref whistles, others on slower patterns,
tyres like Velcro tears, birds like quiet

microwave ovens, muffled roaring vehicles,
circling wheels and spray.

[ see the results of rain

by the splash of puddles, and see

the occasional drop from a leaf - that sort of rain -
the occasional cluck. The breeze

is like a big beer fridge.

The sunlight and the starlight know this.
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10. King Tawhiao’s Garden

The entrance to the king’s food garden
was the old tree surrounded by carvings
on Pukekawa, opposite Auckland Museum,
where he defended the city

from the great tribes to the north.

[ am but a dolphin diving in the backdrop
of this tree, swimming through the earth.
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Jack Ross

An Interview with Robert Sullivan
[audio recording - 6 September, 2015]

o Alistair Paterson told me he awarded you first prize in a
nationwide secondary school poetry competition in the 1970s.

Yeah, it was a long time ago, and Alistair’s very fond of saying to me that
he discovered me. I think I'd already been accepted by Landfall back
then. But those young writer’s prizes, they really encourage the young
voice, and I don’t think I would have been as confident about putting my
stuff out there if | hadn’t had that boost early on, so thanks Alistair!

¢ So were you already sending out poems to magazines when
you were at school?

No, I just sat on my work. Actually most of my work went into writing
letters. I had this penfriend, Dermot Delany, in Dublin, and we’d write all
these rather intense things that teenagers talk about. It was good fun.
Now I think that constant penmanship did help with my writing, funnily
enough. I didn’t really come from a very bookish household.

¢ When did you start thinking of yourself as a poet, as opposed
to just somebody who wrote poems as well as other things?

I was never very confident, except that I had this primary school teacher,
Mrs. Ngaea, and she had our class do an exercise about writing what we
saw in the sky. So we all sat outside in a group on the grass, and I talked
about being a boy hunting an alligator lying in the grass. And she made
such a big song and dance about it that I really felt that I was a poet,
from the age of ten. I was absolutely certain.

That was really my big Ah-ha moment, but then of course I didn’t have
the talent to back that up. It wasn’t until I got to uni, my first year at uni,
that it really started happening for me. I just started knocking on
people’s doors in the English Department. I was actually only eighteen,
but I was quite serious. So I knocked on Albert Wendt’s door, because
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he had a visiting professorship that year. And Michele Leggott’s, and Alex
Calder’'s - anyone who'd see me, basically. I knocked on Ranginui
Walker’s door in Maori studies.

For quite a shy young man I had a purpose. I wanted to get the best
information, I was quite driven. [ was obsessed - I like to think it was the
way Ezra Pound was obsessed. You can see it in his essays. That’s one of
the books that Alex Calder told me to read, the Selected Essays. I still rely
on it a lot.

¢ I've been reading some of the new poems that you've sent me,
and it struck me that those, as well as a lot of your other
poems I've read, are based on genealogy and whakapapa. Is
that a matter of personal choice, or do you see that as an
essential part of your job as a poet?

[ guess it’'s part of the tale of the tribe - coming from a collective
background, even though I'm now in a terribly nuclear set-up. I'm a
Westerner. [ don'’t live in my Mum’s village. And yet, that’'s where most
of my thoughts go to and these ones I've just sent you, Jack, they're my
Dad’s side.

It’s Father’s Day today. My father’s been quite ill. He’s in a rest home.
So it’s got me thinking about the Pakeha side of my family a lot more: the
Conlons, which is my Dad’s surname. I guess I've always drawn on the
idea of being Irish. I haven’t actually paid attention to the detail of being
Irish in New Zealand.

My wife, Anne Kennedy, she’s always been completely Irish, one
hundred percent Irish, and she really draws on that in her work. And I've
really just made some little gestures, like the odd reference to Yeats and
Heaney.

¢ But you call yourself Irish in your bio-notes.
Yeah, Galway Irish. I think I offended an Irishman, actually, overseas,
while I was in the States. I put up a little poster and it said “Galway Irish”

and I could have got away with that at home. I didn’t quite understand; I
still don’t understand.
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¢ That you were making a claim that he thought you had no
right to?

Yeah. I've been to Galway Bay, and I've been to Roscommon, where my
grandfather’s from.

¢ There are poems about Ireland in Voice Carried My Family,
but I guess fewer poems from that side than from the other
side. That’s an equally important part of who you are?

[ think what it does ... it’s a bit like being a poet, you get to carry a licence
and wave it around to spout forth on all sorts of topics with no expertise.
I'm not into phoney wisdom, but that side of me, it’s still a mystery. It’s
not as deep, I guess, because I'm in the homeland of my Mum’s people.
I'm not even in my Dad’s Maori homeland, because he’s part Maori. He’s
from the South Island. I just don’t know enough about that side of the
family, about his Maori roots.

e That diaspora, that feeling of exile you get from Colonialism,
is a problem for a lot of writers in the British post-colonial
countries: Canada, Australia, New Zealand ...

Yes, I read a book called Zong, by Glenys Phillips, and it’s a kind of slave
narrative, about a ship full of slave women, on their way to the
Caribbean, which I guess was a staging post for the slave trade then. In
storms, they'd just toss them overboard, and that book really consists of
the sound of them sighing. There’ll be long stretches made up of the
letters S O. Sometimes S O S. Sometimes O S. It’s dotted all around the
pages, and sometimes that diasporic, that post-colonial experience just
isn’t utterable in ordinary language and so the S O or the S O S is
perhaps all you can say that’s sensible: sensibly.

e I've been looking at the recent anthology of Maori Poetry in
English you co-edited with Reina Whaitiri. In the
introduction you say “the major criteria for inclusion in Puna
Wai Korero was declaring tribal affiliation/s.” That seemed a
really interesting sentence to me, and I thought you might
like to enlarge on what you meant by that.

25



Now, hearing it read back to me, I think really the main thing is
declaring that you're Maori. If a writer in some way expressed that they
were Maori, we would have included them. It does sound as if having a
tribal affiliation is another layer, but really we were just looking for a
sense of identity as being a Maori writer. 'm aware of other writers who
have Maori whakapapa who don’t actually acknowledge it, or who aren’t
confident enough to assert that identity. So they don’t. They're quite
prominent writers, so | guess that filter also brings out a sense of being
Maori as an identity within the poetry. Whether it’s voiced or unvoiced,
it will always be there to some extent. So that is a bias of the collection, I
suppose.

¢ It’s often said that a large number of contemporary Maori no
longer have a tribal affiliation, or no longer know their
affiliation. So, in effect, they would almost have to research
their genealogy in order to qualify?

Yes. Though it never cropped up as an issue so far as I could tell. We put
the call out through our networks: like Toi Maori Aotearoa. It’s possible
that someone might have missed out on a call because they felt they
weren’t affiliated with an iwi, but I don’t think that actually occurred.
Theoretically it could have done, I suppose.

¢ For me that ties in with something I heard you say last year at
a conference in Wellington. You gave a keynote speech, and
afterwards one of the Australian delegates asked you to
explain the “Parihaka story” (for want of a better term), and
you replied that it wasn’t your story to tell, because your
affiliations are with Northland, and it’'s a Taranaki story
which you didn’t feel confident to expound. Is that a
reasonably accurate account of what you said?

[ think so. I've always had this funny feeling - it’s a feeling, rather than a
theory - about the need to represent one’s own stories. Like I have my
own family story, my own ancestors. There’s been a significant book of
poetry, Atua Wera, by Kendrick Smithyman. That whole book is about
one of my ancestors, and I felt quite perplexed. Because I loved Kendrick,
but I also felt quite conflicted, as if someone had reached into my family
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album and decided to tell that story before I could. So I try to practice
what I preach in that regard.

¢ And yet, if one were to continue that argument, it’s a fact that
you contributed a poem to the 2001 exhibition catalogue
Parihaka: The Art of Passive Resistance. That’s different from
telling the story?

Yeah, there I just relied on public accounts, historical accounts, whereas I
felt that, because - as you know, Kendrick was a fantastic researcher. I
used to use the university library back in the days when you had cards in
the pockets at the backs of books, and you'd see the signature Kendrick
Smithyman on almost all of the cards.

e I believe there was once a bet in the Auckland University
English Department: to win it you had to go into the library
and find a book that Kendrick hadn’t taken out.

But I actually think that he had some archival material too. Some of the
things he was saying in that collection were just too mysterious for
words. And it’s a great collection, and it did fire me up for some other
work, anyway.

o Star Waka was your response to it, to Atua Wera?

Yes, it was.

e Star Waka is a very personal collection. It’s speculative at
times, but it’s always based in your life, your connections. So
it was the kind of poetry it was that was your response to Atua
Wera?

[ liked the structure of Atua Wera, the numbering sequence, it got me
thinking how to reproduce something like that in Star Waka. You know,
the astronomy, the mathematics, the sequencing in that book owes
something to Atua Wera, actually: the very clever way Kendrick would
dip between different numbered sequences, shift it around temporally.
So that’s what I tried to do in Star Waka. 1 borrowed that technique.
That’s the main connection, actually, and then me feeling fired up to tell
my story. There are lots of influences on that poetry.
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¢ I share very strongly your sense that certain stories belong to
you to tell, and certain others don’t. I'm always quite
surprised that some writers don’t feel any embarrassment or
difficulty in telling stories which it seems to me aren’t theirs
to tell. For instance, if I were to write a poem about a slave
ship going from Liverpool to the West Indies, I could couch it
as an historical narrative maybe, but I don’t really feel that
it’'s my story to tell unless I had a relative who was a slave
captain. Then it could become my story: my shame to expiate.

Yeah, when I was younger I used to think if you're not Maori you
shouldn’t be using Maori terms because you don’t understand the
significance, but I've changed my mind about that. I think it’s better to
promote the use of the language. But bringing it into poetry - well,
readers of poetry can be quite pernickety. They’ll look it up, and they’ll
actually deepen an understanding of Maori poetics.

We just had a High School competition, and this wonderful young
poet, Emily Fan, she just won first prize, and she’d studied Maori, and
she’s not Maori, but she used this term me te wai korari, and I had to
look it up, and it’s about the sweetness of the flax flower, the nectar
inside it, and I thought “what a strong image”.

Because her poem is about the flattery of a too brief relationship - a
suitor was flattering this young woman - her name was Hinemoa, in her
poem, and you could see all of that just in that little flax flower image
coming from the Maori, and flax is actually a symbol for the family in
Maori poetics, and also the song of the bellbird is in a famous proverb to
do with flax, so I could see lots and lots of things just in that me te wai
korari term in an English-language poem by a non-Maori poet. These
things are just beginning.

¢ And yet, there is a kind of clichéd use of Maori which surely
isn’t that, isn’t based on a close study of the language or deep

knowledge of Maori tradition.

Yeah, I actually don’t go out of my way to read that material. I don’t
really know about that. You mean like in Kowhai Gold, that anthology?

¢ Yeah, as far back as that, but also as far forward as, say, James
K. Baxter, though of course you could argue that he did have
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quite a strong knowledge of Maori protocol and language.
Nevertheless, he did seem to think that it was more or less
his job to be the spokesperson.

Yeah, funnily enough. But I was too young when Baxter died. I was a
toddler, so I really don’t know enough about his kind of person. He had a
Maori family. His wife was a prominent Maori writer, J. C. Sturm. I
always wondered about that with Jacquie, though. Perhaps he did get in
the way of her writing.

¢ [ guess the reason I'm interested in pursuing this idea is just
because I wonder if we've reached a point where European, or
European-descended poets have to learn to back off certain
subjects? perhaps what we need is more Maori writers writing
about New Zealand than European writers trying to imagine
the Maori experience of New Zealand.

Yes, we're in an interesting time because Patricia Grace and Witi
Thimaera are still flourishing. And in the States you've still got Native
American writers like Louise Erdrich and Sherman Alexie, he’s a younger
one, and N. Scott Momaday.

[ don’t want to talk out of turn. But, you know, it’s still very selective in
the States. Sherman Alexie would be about it. There’s Joy Harjo, in
poetry, as well, so there’s some other voices, but Sherman Alexie seems
to have had the consecration. He’s acceptable. Even though he writes
about rather crazy things, rather desperately crazy things.

e Yes, and he deliberately writes in a kind of pop culture
context and he’s done films as well, very successfully.

Whereas here, Alan Duff’s a bit younger than Witi and Patricia, but we
haven’t had ... there are a number of novelists, and poets.

e But there are complex figures like Taika Waititi.
Yeah, he’s great.

¢ He is himself, he does his thing, he can’t really be typed, but
nevertheless he’s a strongly Maori artist.
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Yes, he’s a storyteller. I should remember that, too, that film is so
important now, yeah, and there are some really big films in Maori and
Pasifika as well.

¢ [ think you also said at one point that the idea of the Puna
Wai Korero anthology was so there would cease to be three or
four Maori poets that everyone could think of, but a lot
more?

Yes, it’s against that kind of consecrating system: it works everywhere in
the world, you know, there’s this system of prizes, and publications and
publishers and booksellers, and it all wheels in around itself and it’s self-
perpetuating. What it means is that it doesn’t allow other voices to come
into that wheel. I'm borrowing this idea from Bourdieu: what he calls
“the field of cultural production.” I've just finished my PhD. It’s all done,
and I'm going to graduate at the end of this month!

e [ gather it was a fairly long process?

It was very long, surprisingly long. I should get an Academic book out of
it, though, hopefully.

o Will that be about Maori poetry?

It’s actually about Maori and Pasifika poetry, because I'm looking at the
Moana as a metaphor for reading the poetics, and using a term like “field
of cultural production” leads to more of a sense of that production,
because, you know, it’s not an Aqua Nullius, it’s actually quite a storied
ocean that we come from. The ocean is more like a highway than a
barrier to cultures, so I just felt that using the rhythm of the tides to read
Moana, Pacific, poets’ work seemed quite apt because it’s our
conversational rhythm, it seems to come out of the culture more - at
least in the English language poetry. The indigenous language poetry is
more formal, quite ritualistic. I had a lot of fun, doing lots of close
readings.

e I was going to ask you at some point how you handle the

connections between being a teacher, an Academic teacher,
and a writer as well. I mean, you must spend an awful lot of
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time working on other people’s writing as well as working
within the Academic system. Is it an uncomfortable fit?

When [ was a lot younger. But, you know, I've always been a fan of Ezra
Pound and I always say “make it new” in every creative writing workshop
that I run, every single class: and I also believe in his dictum that “only
emotion endures.” And it’s really passion that I'm enabling. The passion
should already be there, but you've got to make sure that it’s got a life, to
know how to grow it. Lots of other role models kick in: it’s a bit like
coaching. I really do think that being a teacher is very like being a coach.
And if you know that the student’s listening, they’ll go far.

It’'s not because of what you say, your own success. I think your
students should always be more successful than you if you really want
them to flourish. It’s not really about you as a teacher, and your ego, it’s
about showing them that the ego isn’t a healthy place to be, about not
being too ego-driven. 'm losing myself now in my thread, but I think it’s
very important to be a passionate writer, even if you're being terribly
cynical in your poetic or your approach or kaupapa: the themes that you
cover. It must fire you up.

As long as you show them that, and they see it, that’s all they need.
You don’t need to tell them what to write or even how to write, because
they’ve got their passion, they've got the rocket fuel.

e In Russia they used to have this phrase: “the cult of
personality.” It always seemed to me that there’s a sort of
cult-of-personality teaching, where people aspire to be gurus,
and to build themselves through the admiration of students.
Many people see this as almost the ideal of teaching, whereas
I tend to agree with you that it’s really the negation of
teaching. Unless you at least hope that your students surpass
you, you're not really teaching at all. You have to try to enable
what’s already there, to come out.

Yes, I think that’'s why Bill Manhire is so successful, actually. I don’t
know Bill very well, but it appears to me that he parks his ego, or he
doesn’t appear to have an ego as a teacher. And he brings it out through
the workshop process.

¢ Yes, and I think that while people may imitate Bill Manbhire,
or try to imitate him, I don’t think that’s ever been his aim.
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[ don’t know enough about his former students, but I haven’t really
detected anyone who actually captures what he does in his own poetry.

e No, I think that in a sense the idea of a Manhire school is not
so, because even if you could follow his teaching methods, he
doesn’t really have any followers in his poetics.

He’s a unique voice, yes.

e What you were saying before about the field of cultural
production, and the star system: the writer as brand, if you
like, is also true of Academia. Yet you too could be said to be
the beneficiary of that. After all, you are constructing a poetic
career.

Yeah, I've been a poet since | was quite young - a serious poet since I was
18.

¢ And you now have a considerable body of work.

Yeah, I've slowed down actually, partially because of the PhD, but I used
to have this rule of thumb, I'd bring a book out every three years. I
thought three years is enough time to let things gel. But just my own
books: it’s been five years since my last book. I bought two books out in
2010, so I'm allowing myself something there.

e That career as a whole, obviously you can’t foresee the end of
it, but do you feel that you've gone places you wouldn’t have
foreseen in your early writing?

Oh, God, yeah. When I first started writing poetry, I was just writing in
my bedroom. I must say that apart from - well, I had a poster of Brooke
Shields, but I'd also made up a poster of one of Bill Manhire’s poems: “An
Outline”. I was just obsessed with poetry.

And I could never have imagined doing the things I've done: travelling,
and meeting other poets, and, yeah, it’s been a wild buzz actually. I could
never have imagined.

32



You know, if you'd gone to a career-path High School counsellor and
told them that you wanted to be a poet, I don’t think that they would
have encouraged that.

¢ [ suspect not! Sorry to keep harping on about the subject, but
another thing you say in the introduction to Puna Wai Korero
is: “In most previous anthologies of NZ poetry, Maori poets,
while there, have been given only cursory acknowledgement.”

Why is that?

Now another part of my PhD, also borrowed from Bourdieu, is this idea
of “habitus” - you know, this idea that a person just focuses on their own
world, basically: the world that they come from. So if the editors aren’t
Maori they won'’t be focusing on Maori poetry, I'm afraid. And if they're
not Pasifika or they're not Asian New Zealanders, or they're not women,
theyll tend to see what they want to see. And I think that’s what’s
happened in the past with our big anthologies. There hasn’t been a big
one very recently: not for poetry. You know Curnow did that 1960 one,
the Penguin, there are some Maori poets in there, in Te Reo.

¢ And in the 1985 Penguin one, more comprehensively.
Yes, that’s better.

e [ don’t think there were any poems in Te Reo in the 1997
Oxford one: the title specifies New Zealand Poetry in English.

No, and that was partly the inspiration for this anthology. When Oxford
was still here they asked me to put together one, but I sat on it for a long
time. And I'm really pleased with the result. We've got about sixty Maori
poets in this one volume. And actually there are more that I've
discovered since we published this. I dearly hope that we do get this
second chance.

You know, the story of Maori poetry in English and the story of
Pasifika poetry in English is, I think, one that still needs to be told. In the
Maori case it’s bounded by being within New Zealand. We've got an
Australian outlier now, and there’s always been a London one. It’s just as
small as we want it to be or as big as we want it to be. I just don’t like the
historical belittlement of our literature.
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o English-speaking people have always been resistant to having
to learn another language.

True.

¢ And continue to be. So can you foresee a renaissance of Maori
poetry in Maori as well as in English?

Oh, it’s always been there. You just have to look at the National Kapa
Haka competition, Te Matatini, there’s lots of new compositions in that.
They might call it dance, but the lyrics are all poetry. And it’s flourishing.
It’s got its own spot on Maori television, and the crowds that they draw ...

It’s not just haka that are being performed, there are waiata, there are
love songs, there are tangi. Although I don’t want to wax too eloquent
about the health of it. The health of the language itself is at risk. I've
enough Maori to know that.

What bugs me is, you know, that there isn’t bilingual signage
everywhere. Because a Maori speaker like me, if I don’t see bilingual
signage | forget, quite rapidly, the few Maori terms ['ve got. So any
fluency I've got just goes out the window.

e In your anthology you also mention Apirana Ngata’s classic
compilation Nga Moteatea: the Songs, and while it’s a
magnificent book, what fascinates me about it is that while
the publication was started in the 1950s, it was only finished
ten years ago: with CDs, and complete translations, and all.
It’s almost like the national epic of New Zealand. Why did it
take so long?

You're right. It is a cultural treasure, and it should have had some serious
funding earlier on to make it happen. Although the expertise was hard
won. We've had some wonderful editors of those volumes, like Pei Te
Hurinui Jones, Hirini Moko Reed, Jane McRae ...

o Is that expertise lessening, or is it growing?
I think part of the problem is that I come out of an English Studies
context and I'm not really an expert on the Maori studies context in that

way. | went to a Maori Studies conference, a national and international
conference. | didn’t present a paper, [ was just there, and actually there
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were lots of panels on poetry. There was even a Hawaiian session, for
instance.

[ think, within that kind of Maori studies context, or Indigenous
Studies context, poetry is part of the weave of knowledge. And so that
holistic indigenous frame of reference does draw on poetry quite
constantly, it’s constantly renewing itself.

And because I just live in a Western, English-language context I know
that I don’t know enough about that. But I do like to think that having
collections like Puna Wai Korero or Nga Moteatea does put fruit on that
tree called biculturalism.

I'm a Northern Maori, though as you know with a bit of South Island
Maori in me too, and our people were the first people in the treaty. We
were the first signatories, and I like to think that that contributes to a
kind of partnership that should flow into all areas of life, and actually
poetics is one of those areas.

It’s a way of thinking that we draw on on the great occasions: life and
death and marriage: births, even. And if we don’t, in a few years our
poetics, with our tangata whenua kind of conscientising, will be lost, will
become a reason to lose our soul. I know that the word “soul” is a
dangerous term, but still ...

e Sois poetry.
Yeah, poetry is a dangerous term. There’s a level of care, not just ideas,
but it's the connection between ideas and the heart which is the poetic
space.

¢ Are there further things you'd like to put on record here?
Oh, Jack, you know you haven’t asked me about my political poetry.

¢ Do you want to talk about your political poetry?

[ don’t know.

e Well, there’s a quote here from Voice Carried My Family: “We
see their racism everywhere / It lives on.”

That’s from my poem about the foreshore and seabed controversy, that’s
where [ got quite political. You know, I was living overseas when that
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book, Voice Carried My Family, came out, and I was feeling terribly hurt -
which is weird, eh - about the foreshore and seabed stuff, and I got very
hurt. I think it was because I was reading the Herald Online.

e Neverread the NZ Herald!

[Laughs]| Well, it just seemed rather one-sided. I was getting quite cross,
so I kind of - yeah, I don’t know if my sense of New Zealand and my
sense of this place got a bit warped, because [ was overseas.

e But to be too nuanced can be a mistake, as well: sometimes
you need a bit of a manifesto ...

[ do think that foreshore and seabed legislation was a big mistake.

e It was a colossal political error. Though it remains mysterious
to this day, because no-one can explain clearly what the
previous law was and what the new one meant.

Yeah, it was the sense that the rule of law could be changed. That’s why I
think we need some kind of supreme court with a bit of teeth. We really
thought we had a deal.

¢ And that was the Labour Party.

And that particular Prime Minister, Helen Clark, which was a real
surprise. She was a very good Prime Minister, except in that one area.

¢ So do you think of a lot of your poetry as being politically
motivated?

It’s always conscientised. I'm aware of it. but it popped up then. It was
the foreshore and seabed that really hotted things up for me.

e That’s quite Irish, in a sense, because of the strong political
) «

tradition there: Yeats’s “1916”. It was always part of his poetry,
but especially after the Easter Rising had occurred.
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Yeah, that’s right. So I started to look around for other political poetries:
there was one about the Peterloo massacre, there was a protest and a
massacre in Manchester — was that Shelley?

o Imet Murder on the way - / He had a mask like Castlereagh.

Yes, and of course Swift and Pope. You know I started finding that these
people who are quite political; they're in the canon. Not that I'm into
canons, but I started thinking, why can’t I write some political stuff?

¢ Of course Pound wrote a lot of political poetry.
Let’s not go there. He’s a worry!
o He’s certainly scared a lot of people off politics!

That’s true. I've tended to find it mostly in poets before the war, except
for the Russians. So, yeah, I think we need to reserve that powerful voice
— we've let it go for this quieter, more social, polite discourse we tend to
have these days. In New Zealand poetry we risk losing that voice.

e And even in an alleged classless society the poetic voice
becomes very middle-class, complacent and privileged: the
voice of economic advantage. And while we may have our
right to speak, we don’t have the right to be the only ones
speaking.

No, and there’s a reactionary politics tucked in there.

I think I'd go further and say that the political dimension also brings in
an emotional claim - it constitutes a holistic claim on our attention. I
think that’s why people are drawn to biographies even though we know
we should be reading the text, that they’re not really about the writer.

¢ [ used to apologise for reading biographies, but not any more.

I read some of Andrew Motion’s poetry and it helped to have read his
memoir: quite a lot actually. It really opened an emotional door for me
into his poetry, which I don’t think I would have quite got otherwise.
And when Hone Tuwhare died, and I put together this “in memoriam”
special issue of Ka Mate Ka Ora, Michelle Keown’s piece talked about
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Christopher Caudwell, and how Hone had read Illusion and Reality and
that kind of blew my mind. I realised that he’d been reading very high
theory quite early on in his poetic career, and he knew Marxist
Modernist theory. In there, Caudwell talks about “affective significance”.
The idea that folks - just like with Bourdieu’s “habitus” - attach emotions
to the objects of everyday reality. And that’s what writers do, they imbue

objects with emotion.

Robert Sullivan
[Photograph: Bronwyn Lloyd]
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James Ackhurst

A Rhinoceros

Master: Bring me my rhinoceros-horn fan
Student: Sorry, master; it is broken.
Master: Then bring me the rhinoceros.

About poetry, old Wystan, you were rarely wrong:
how it rarely strays into the nets

of zealous lepidopterists,

but sometimes settles in the palms

of those who let things happen.

Just think of Icarus.

You were standing there,

spouting a load of summery air

about artists and creativity

and sticking your dull pin through me;

and then outside, the smoke from your cigarette
fluttering off,

you spoke of being in the moment, hippy shit,
and how each one is transient.

[ thought, she doesn’t know about MacNeice
or how he snared bright critters at the Prep,
but she has a pretty face

and a rhinoceros behind her.

Tempus fugit.

[ gave two dollars to a transient

who told a stream of dirty jokes

to my delight and your ambivalence.
What do you call two Irish gay blokes?

Patrick FitzMurphy and Murphy FitzPatrick,
and as I blinked around your pollen lipstick
I caught a transient in the corner of my eye
snatch out your wallet and then turn to fly;
[ gave chase, grabbed him in my two hands,
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and sure enough we found the leathery thing
cocooned in his dark pants;
unfolded it, to check its dormant bling.

And as in that adventure of my other life,

Lord Jim, the old German goes on about his lof,
and tells about the day he found upon his knees
a living emblem of all life’s romance;

so did [, having slain my enemies,

lying on your bed espy

a crappy cardboard cut-out butterfly -

it had been hanging over us all night,

a clumsy paradigm of all arrested flight.
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Gary Allen

The deposition

My father found the black dog in the desert

that was in forty-one

snuffling among the ruins and broken tombs of Kom el Shogafa
and it sickened him

like a gorged tick on the body

or foul water at the bottom of a jerrycan.

The deepest well is the mind,

the Arab hashish seller mocked him,

In the desert, the Jackal is death -

but my father had seen too much too soon
and vowed never to have children.

Here, the slab stones lie in upon one another

as if the mind has too much space under the disillusion of the sun
the cemeteries have become rubbish tips

of cans and bones and carrion

of the half-mad and the simply lost:

when the troopship left Alexandria

he thought it was over, but it followed him

sucking the marrow from his joints for over fifty years

keeping a dogged distance

a life of game show re-runs

on busted portable televisions with wire hanger aerials
where the mind runs on auto like a humming fridge
smiling like Berryman forever falling backwards

into the coal yard beside the Mississippi

or Mayakovsky on the subway riding round and round
with a bottle of meth’s and film scripts and persecution

until he was left illusory , shackled limbs under an orange sky
that hung above him, as he lay, all sharp angular bone

upon the sofa, already floating

through the dwarf pines and the yew trees

his voice remote, yet strangely sensitive

as he spoke into my ear, I never wanted you.
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John Allison

Dead Reckoning

Fifteen. Just fifteen. Young to be
wielding that double-barrelled Remington
in the ox-bow marshes

with my soon-to-be-drowned
best friend. The morning sunlight gleamed
bright as brass and all the ducks

were flying high. Disappointed
we turned for home. Along the stop-bank
squatted on a bare willow

branch, a kingfisher
in blue iridescent glory, its black-beaded
eye transfixed on anything

moving in the slack backwater...
The shotgun came too casually, so quickly
up to my shoulder

and those lucent brilliancies
tumbled to the ground and lay quivering
in shattered light. Only I laughed.

And did not weep about it until
many years later, seeing youthful Parsifal
shoot down the swan.

I am become the Fisher King.

The hour is late, the wound aches, and still
my friend is looking at me.
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Bill Angus

God knows what the dead bequeath

God knows what the dead bequeath:

An Irish girl’s good looks

The tall Moch Moén’s ginger gene

A conman’s love of books

The honesty of a conman’s son

A brave, determined life built

Through war, hard toil, disease

Wasting bitterness, and towards the end,

Blessed release.

A crowd-housed girl five times bereaved, now widowed,
The Angleseyman buried in iron-rich soil,

As her brothers, Frank, Joseph, Walter

Lay around Havringcourt since 1918

Her loss turned illness to gain

Through the deep agencies

Of her daughter’s powerful smile, her voice, singing:
How marvellous, how wonderful

And my song shall ever be...

So you've got to get out and live life: it’s there for the living;
You're a long time dead,

Oh yes, my lovely children’s children’s children,
You're a long time dead.
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Ruth Arnison

Not talking

We are not talking about babies.
And because we are not, they are everywhere.

We avoid town, after an acquaintance touched
my still bumpy belly, and said not long now.

A friend calls to visit with her baby daughter.
Daughter, a word we no longer own.

Baby tears blur our vision as we gently
cradle her photos.

We register her birth, then ask for paperwork
to register a death. Her name, her name.
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Nick Ascroft
Dumplings
Throw him out like dough on a flour-dusted table,

Put you wrists into it, your back-hh-sacrum, hips,
Get a knee up, weight your thick of your femur from
Up your upper leg to its lock: let him, in your knuckles

And short breaths, feel-ff-hh-ff-it, the dumpling
Furl of your pelvic girdle. Left to moisten, commingle,
They’ve been aching thirty minutes

Under a sultry towel, while you slit and drained
The bok choy (padk ts’oi: white vegetable-ff~hh-
Gamine little vegetable) and indexed it in ground pork,

Just a zaftig waft of scent to salve: dry sherry and
Ginger, sweat-odouring scallions, and its oil’s bitter sesame.
Throw him out like the dough of a dumpling skin,

Ease him onto his chest on a dusted table.
And engrossed in it, licking like a gecko, roll him.
The dowel works the handfuls of dough to skins

Of a half-moon, and furrows pleats of their outer arc.
Everything has waited to steam in clammy bamboo:

The soyabeans and wheat fermenting the salted months
To sauce; him, salty lipped, eyes like cold water and flour,
And a suppler dough in the lower boil;

And you-ff-parched-hh-ff-hand-feeding,

Arched-hh-one knee up on a kitchen chair.
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Sandra Bell
The Miners

1.
My mother did not

go to school,

instead she nursed her stepfather,

the victim of a mine disaster.

Still dreaming of the quick fix,

he used to fling his arm and point -

There is gold in those hills!

These were our stock, the working class

of Ireland, Wales, England who flung themselves
in the rain, the cold,

to the other end of the world for

the dream, the glisten of gold

that would change their lives

forever.

2.

It has been days now.

The ominous tolling

of time on National Radio:

What will it tell

us today of the miners?

We indulge in magical thinking,
imagine them holed up somewhere
dark cold and wet,

emerging with black faces triumphant
and brave, joyously

tipping water on their faces from plastic bottles.

3.

[ write a song for the miners

on accordion.

The chorus repeats

Bring them back bring them back bring them back
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4.
Their relatives appear on television crying
“Let’s go down now,” the brave ones say, “there is a safe window.”

5.
Another day of the most terrible waiting.

6.
They are putting a device down to measure the gas but it doesn’t
work.

7.
Australia sends a neutralising machine they poke into the entrance
and blow. It doesn’t work.

8.

There is another explosion.

0.

My Aunt recalls the day of the Glen Afton mine disaster.

A small child,

she watched as they bought the men out.

She knows the fate of the widows, who remarried, who remained
alone.

10.
Bring them back bring them back
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Juanita and the Girls’ Home

The night before you died,
sitting by your bed,

I read the stories

you finally

wrote,

of the tale that

was never fully told

of your incarceration

in the girls’ home.

Now,

what would be

considered normal

rebellion - wanting to leave school,
was then punishable

by lies and deceit,

as your parents drove

you to what they told you was

“a live-in job”.

[ wrote down the clues to the location
of your incarceration -

“The taxi drove thru Waikowhai” “At the end of Dom Rd Ext” “We
turned into the grounds of the Home of the Good Shepherd” “It

looked over the Manukau’....
And when I returned to the city,
I drove up Hillsborough and there it was,
in inner-city Auckland,

a pleasant-looking Spanish style villa,
its cruel and shameful

history forgotten, lost.

For a year you slept next to the dwarf,
intellectually challenged

and bad girls from down the line.
You all plotted escape.

Sometimes people just disappeared,
and you never got to say goodbye.
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[ remember you telling me that you had to bathe

in a long gown, and one day a nun burst in to the bathroom and you
were naked - which was a sin.

“You wicked girl “she yelled.

You worked in the laundry 8 hours a day, with the nuns

supervising your atonement ...

I read

“The Good Shepherd is a cloistered order, following the rule of the
3rd order of Mt Carmel - prayer, penance and manual labour,
poverty, chastity, obedience, conversion and instruction of the

y »

penitents ... the Magdalene’s

No wonder you loved to have a great time,
you embraced life,

but with a carefulness,

a dignity, a wisdom,

your irrepressible spirit.

I remember us staying up
until dawn,

smoking and drinking,
laughing and dancing,
What a time we had,
what a time we had!
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Tony Beyer

Field

i.m. John O’Connor 1949-2015

Hamlet was wrong of course
for which likeness to us

we admire and are

appalled by him

Pasternak was wrong too
when he wrote

that to live your life is not
as easy as crossing a field

there are home fields
naked with memory

it takes a lifetime to cross
if you have one
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Memento

a breeze passes through the house
like a bus arriving at its terminus

all shudder and then still

[ can hear the dog
scratching himself in the next room
and nearly the silent ant work in the walls

May is the death month for me
father and friends and too many
unanswered letters

I'm put in mind of Rembrandt’s great painting
The Anatomy Lesson of Dr Tulp

in which it appears that one

of the inquisitive white-ruffed burghers

has removed his dark clothes

and stretched himself supine on the table

to remind the others of what they will all become
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Jane Blaikie

Exchange

Red sausage vinyl in the white Ford
hours on the back seat, my sister
banished me past mid-roll saying

‘Men in white coats will take you away.’

Years later we met outside a locked ward -
our mother taken. Were we keen enough
to get her back? Yes, it seemed, as I echoed
my sister’s lie, ‘Our mother’s a lot better.’

At a new rest home our mother said
‘Someone’s about at night, stealing.’
Herself. That time a broken hip kept her
from the bin, off to hospital care

One year my sister home from vet school
tried to walk our cat on a lead. She took me
to the school’s laboratory — pound dogs

in cages, to be operated on til death

When our mother lay dying, an orange
fungus grew on her tongue and my sister
flew to Samoa, returning in time to make
a frame of pictures for the service

In a black and white skirt, my sister
greeted guests. She said we weren’t

to cry. It seemed a fair exchange for the
price she’d had to pay in being good
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Joy Blair
Seeing the Wood for the Trees

mallets thwack
croquet
a well-clipped lawn

willow rebounds
cricket on the green
playing the game

rifle butts\
sear
untried palms

trunks blacken
contort
truncate

flagpoles salute half-mastly
crutches parade
limbs reassemble

the wood

shrouded in tears
gives up its dead

53



Peter Bland

Tell Me More

Around a hearth

or village square
someone somewhere
is telling a story
about gods and kings,
but there has to be

a human journey

full of fears

and tears of grief
before the beggar
ascends his throne

or the servant girl

can bed her Prince.
Scheherezade knew
that her nightly stories
were merely glimpses
of a magic script

that goes on forever
writing itself. The real
plot is about redemption,
from evil spell

to transforming kiss,
a tale that’s always
beyond belief

until it gathers us up.
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The Unicorns are Back

galloping in packs

down lonely valleys

to the open sea

where mermaids

are gathering

on the rocks again,
singing sweetly

for the first time

in years. And dragons

are flying over

mountain tops,

melting the snow

with their breath’s

bright steam, while
centaurs have been heard
in the forests, sometimes
neighing, sometimes
swapping gossip,

and shepherds are finding
whole flocks of lost
sheep. Creatures we

only read about are returning
to try and find

the quiet places

they loved long ago

and once called home.
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Liz Breslin

Adlestrop

Where? Never heard of it.
Hold on, I'll Google it. OK.
Ad a strop. Like, had a mood,
geddit? Showing results for

Adlestrop, Titlestrop, Edestrop,
whatever. There. It’s off the A44.
All these old as station signs

on Images. But wait. Don’t

take a train - three changes
and a hike, says Maps - you're
just about quicker to walk. Hey,
they do locals tours. How’s that

for a game of all aboard? Tell you
what: street view. Look - it’s like

you're there. About the only one.
Now you don’t even have to go.
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Iain Britton

Fontainebleau - NZ

‘I'm going to Fontainebleau ... and I'll be back here Tuesday night or
Wednesday morning’ ... Journal entry (14 October), published in The
Journal of Katherine Mansfield (1927)

Katya is waiting
she sketches new tricks /
a glass font

for goldfish

for coral polyps
for dipping

the afterthoughts
of children

she pours in more water
acknowledges my birthdate
braille-taps numbers /
spells Fontainebleau

vividly in colours
spells Te Wairoa
a festival of light
and sound / jostles

for clear perspectives
of the lake / she
spins her parasol
and thinks of LM’s

letter from France /
which she reads /

57



which i read from Te Wairoa

tangelos talk

into their orange-ribbed
sacks / the sun

pulls up hills

macrocarpa
a buried village
from the ashes /

we pick mushrooms

wild mushrooms

we pick at their hoods
their fungal hoods /
we stand in whiteness

amongst the vents
of a newly-
scalped horizon

we explore the eruptive fields
of Raumoko /

two phantoms sharing
simplicities

i sleep in her bed
of charred enclosures
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Jennifer Compton

Giving Up on the Quarrel

During the goodbye kiss
- he stoops a little, I tilt up my face -

ecstatic divinations
of solitary pleasures.

His - Telly loud!
Mine - Many coffees without remark.

Or - Walking through the house without tripping over Jennifer.
Or - No cooking with his intransigent fetishes staying my hand.

“Please put the chair back when you get up from the table. Please.”
“The study about eggs and bad cholesterol was refuted years ago.”

But do we bother any longer to give voice?
No, we mostly don't.

These complaints are like a river
that has vanished underground.

When it thunders either of us might say -
“The Gods are angry.”

Our minds fly back to that first time he said it
and I thought it was quite apropos and fun.

Until it wasn’t, then I said my piece, he gave it away.
Now when it thunders, both of us might smile.

Or neither of us. And say nothing. Or say it.
Just for the hell of it. Just because it teases.
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Ruth Corkill

Autumn in Highgate

She is distracted by something moving

Beyond the hip-high fence and leaves

slick with stale rain, clinging to trouser legs,
soggy underfoot. She isn’t watching.

She hasn’t been watching each bulky,

Squeaking rubber soled foot hold on the brightly
Glazed blue and green bars. She is too far

To hear him calling from the platform

Mum mum Look! Mum look! Mum!
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Sue Cowan

dear teacher

growl
scowl
slash with xxx

keep trying
try harder

heart cowls
spirit sinks
I'm no good
[ HATE school

failure
fanning the
flames
of the
soul cindering
furnace
of
failure
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Mary Cresswell

Bridges at Konigsberg

Coldwater chaos drags other sounds with it
the whine of rockets, screams of pain

Gas attack bomb blast cyclone whirlwind
all the king’s lindens give up the ghost

[ shiver and wait for a possible dawn

The spring leaves are sticky with yesterday’s blood
echoes fall empty around their black stems

Wolf-yellow eyes freeze me to silence
smouldering streets leave me no place to hide

I see your face in the map of Mars
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The Road Goes West

to go to California in the brand-new car a 49 Ford in style

to go in the backseat with my brother and sister for days and days
and days he kicked me did did not 1 spy with my little eye
something beginning with I spy with my little eye

to go across the Mississippi River everybody singing So wide you
can’t see over it

to go down to Route 66 Tucumcari desert Albuquerque desert
Holbrook desert Winslow desert Kingman desert Hassayampa
desert tepid drinks and Gila Monsters in the Roadside Zoo for
5¢ desert

to go across desert then the lake begins

to go to the edge, looking at water that used to be a canyon

to wonder what lived there then to wonder what lives there now

to go walking down inside the dam down metal ladders toward the
oily smell at the middle of the earth

to see huge turbines pulsing fierce and hard and scarey

to go topside

to go across desert

to stake out a campsite on the flat red sand

to go to the car for a bit of shade

to go gentle around brand-new trees, not as thick as my wrist, not as
tall as my dad

to drag out sleeping bags, tin plates, tin cups, coffee pot, cookpot,
spoons

to stand back while they light the fire

to eat Girl Scout stew for the ten millionth time

to listen to the sounds of nature: are there mountain lions? do
coyotes like children? when do rattlesnakes sleep?

to go to sleep under stars that don’t know Chicago

to watch the moon scoop across the sky

to hear something
to wake up to see two scorpions

on the foot of my sleeping bag
dancing close
in the cold dry light
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Jeni Curtis

The Cherry Tree

1.
My granddad drove the bulldozer

at the Nelson tip. Strings of

seagulls followed him, a modern

Pied Piper in dirty dungarees, metal

clasps blinking in the sun. At the edge

of the landfill, the sea still lapped, mud-flat
tidal. With string we’d fish for elusive
spotties, lucky if we caught

just one to take home

for the cat. Today it is a place of houses,
parks, green trees and a marae.

2.
My granddad’s life can be told in

terms of disappearing houses. There was

the council place by the gasworks. At Christmas
we would squeal and chase in

the small gritty strip of garden imbued with

the smell of coal gas, while

the grownups inside gossiped and

played cards. Today the house and gas

tanks are gone. There is a car yard full

of flashy convertibles.

3.

My granddad survived the Great War,

granted a rehab farm; no magpies here

only the bony ground and no cash, next to the
Karamea river. When the Murchison earthquake
struck, they slept out in the paddock

for safety. Later, long after they had walked
away, my father said, “that is where I was
born.” The wooden frame staggered to hold
the roof, battered steps led to a non-

existent verandah, and hay straggled from
bales, to spread across the uneven floor.
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4.

South of Murchison, the highway sweeps
across Newton Flat, and dips to where

the Newton River rushes over rocks to

meet the Buller. Here there once were homes,
a school house, a pub, accommodation for
passing travellers on their way to Westport.
My granddad worked on the roads, filling
in potholes, diverting dust, helping those

in Model Ts stuck in the mud. The wild
tribe of his sons, barefooted, in flour sack
shirts and grubby overalls, ran free,

caught crayfish in the river, cooked in

the billy on hastily assembled fires, shot their
first deer, and pigeons to make pies. On our
way to Greymouth, we would pick

cherries from the tree next

to the tumbling brick chimney.

The sticky sweet juice stained our lips,
fingers, clothes. I tried to imagine my
grandmother making jam, my child-

father drunk on stolen cherry brandy.
Today all is broom, bramble and bush,

but in spring, above the scrub, pale

petals bloom.
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Jonathan Cweorth

Voyager Two, 1977

[interstellar space probe

launched into the outer Solar System
carrying samples of human culture
and civilization]

We walk like pilgrims
through a strange desert;
despairing of our old gods
we offer to the dazzling night
the gifts of Earth:

copper, uranium, gold.

We take a crash course

in fifty languages

(Hittite, Persian, Urdu, Thai)
but all we learn how to say
is help us, we need you,

is anyone there?

We seal Chuck Berry

into an airtight jar

hurl him into the abyss.
He disappears from view
singing maybe someday
your name will be in lights.

We build a ship from
matchsticks and glue
wind its gramophone taut
launch it on a black river:
Beethoven is playing

to the stone-deaf stars.
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Belinda Diepenheim

Gravitas

Dave said I needed healing and I believed him,

believed him all the way up the steps of the church,
touching those curlicued banisters while Dave pointed

out the marbled fascia, good enough for Michelangelo.

[ liked the holy water, I liked the wafers that tasted

of deserts, I touched the blue robe of Mary but got told off,
and don'’t sing either.

I drank my tea instead.

I've had another email from Dave
who doesn’t understand words,

or facial nuance, or even the voices
rise, fall, descent into the lower
register of vocal fry, its gravitas,
that expectation of respect.

I clicked onto him after the Rhododendrons,
packed dense, planted up with small

shrubs, leaf edges yellow,

some silvered by thrips,

black frass stuck to the undersides,

exposed to every element.

I will reply before lunch,

[ will not ring, I am

remembering that attachments

are disorders like a glottal uh hyphen oh,
the caesura before a tea break.
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Eric Dodson
Legal High

At Legal High the pupil’s eyes dilate

they laugh and show a condensed toxic stain
girls giggle as they bake with lemon grass
whip bubble berry for a jungle juice,

cadets pot shot with AK 47’s

imagine they're the means to vaporise.
School clinic’s Doctor Feelgood cures them all
and even if some outbreak causes haze,

a quick fix in a jiffy will resolve.

Teachers discuss subjects to fuel the mind
with substance, like anarchy, white rhino.
Students after school try social tonics,

seek something more to stimulate the brain,
then graduate to heaven with cocaine.

68



Dough-boys

White ghosts
inhabiting a stew pot

a kind of glue
instinctively instant

a doggerel thing
[ longed for mother’s dumplings,

all the same I sorted,
heaped them to one side

then cut my lip
on a sharpened knife.

How old uncle Hipirini
laughed and laughed

saying ‘The Pakeha
put my knife in his mouth, ha ha

has he no table manners?’
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J. T. Drazin

A Chance Meeting

It was a chance meeting
when I ran into him. Literally.
On the railway bridge, I
was between trains you see
and late. Stations at dusk
are melancholy places,
hung with memories.

The thought of coffee

in a paper cup does not
console. The lights had
bleached his face, so he
looked pale, my one-time lover
and a little dangerous.
“Well well” he said “What
Serendipity!” I dropped my
bag upon his foot and

saw him wince. “No need
For sarcasm” I said.

A voice began to snarl

and blare. “The next train
due at platform ten

will be the last today.
“Must go” I said reflecting
as I ran, that we had always
travelled different ways.
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Doc Drumbheller

Half-Price Proverbs

Beware of geeks bearing gifts of the gab
beauty is in the eye of the shareholder.

A selfie paints a thousand Facebook likes
crows of a feather murder together.

The highway to hell is paved with promises
Beijing wasn’t built inside a daydream.

If you pay politicians, you get donkeys
lie down in the beehive, wake up with the wasps.

Apple flavoured multivitamins a day
keep the homeopathic remedies away.

A quail in the pan is worth two on TV
too many cooking shows spoil the consommé.

It ain’t over till the fat chef explodes
putting the shopping cart before the trunk.
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David Eggleton

Methusalem

Shame, a flame-red flush,

the scowling darkness hisses -

thunder rumble and bolts thrown

to the electric attraction of opposites,
their mutual sickness,

holding a relationship together

with resonant frequencies.

He said, she said, they said, on the salty wind -
salt mines of the crystal field,

text blinking on the blue wand

that the eye scans.

July’s vibrating electro-magnetic field,
oscillating in step, humming in sympathy,
shadowy frequencies joining in,

with infra-dig, ultra-violet, X-ray ring
tones to set up a stone blackout.

In damped underawnings,

invisible colours revealed,

that ricochet to the blueing of distant hills,
thick vapours on the Waitakeres,

blue butterfly wings almost,

as scales that shimmer sea-green,

and shift on the wing,

gold, sapphire, emerald show-offs,
wing-wavers,

grinding and scattering in mounds, dunes, heaps,
fills, pulled from earth,

discovered, uncovered, chameleon.

We sink into Auckland and live here,

its resonances,

its lane-bending dreams, grey and colourless,
then blooming with colour,

compounds of lead springing forth

as white-lead weatherboard, red-lead iron,
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painting refrangible bullseye Auckland.
Auckland, oh yes, its arbitrary
subdivisions

of the sunlit spectrum -

its harmonies of roof-tops,

its bignesses, its hulking monster stingray,
its flounder stuck to mud beds,

its blue deepening to purple,

its indigo and violet bruises,

its blood-letting,

its streets that smack you

in the face with their indifference,

its crowds that sing to many different
notes and chords, its roadhogs.

A clear noise of vehicles and call signs,
mobiles and radios,

sunlight silent in the echo

of post-festival euphorias,

multi-pitched Babel cosmos

of compressed continents through voices
urgent to be heard,

and sunlight falling silent as smog particles
drifting into canyons,

beauteous curves of smoothed-out gullies
running seaward.

The frozen berries sing, and the black bitumen
splits to reveal gravel baby teeth,

the rule of thumb guided along the dotted line,
where they split the atom and peered inside,
logos, eros, budding forth.

The tents of green are gathered here,

in muddied brilliance

of rainbow refractions inside droplets.
The huddles in a darkened care

home are ancient McCahon hills

under brown and black blankets,

and there’s white from Moana’s necklace
and white from Rangi’s cloak,
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and there’s red from pohutakawa

and red from bark and soil -

rust-red, burgundy, russet on the rainbow spectrum,
hazel, chestnut, the ardour of ochre,

and an oily pond, wine-dark, in a glass.

Those moist, cool greens on an Auckland
winter suburban morning,

amid gemstone tail-lights -

the malls that suck up moisture,

and spring it in rainbow-coloured arcs
through a plastic straw

between strawberry slush of lips.

Plastic is a shattering of the unity

of sulphur, mercury, chlorophyll, blood,

into separate lotions, elixirs, potions, cordials,
into liniment’s spirit blackout in the July city.
Plastic was the future,

in orange, pink, yellow, ultramarine,

in ivory, copper, cinnamon, maroon,

in bright, dark, heavy, light blue,

in fifteen blues,

and so the colour field grew.

Now’s the muddied brilliance

of flesh, drapery, water, shelter,

in this fool’s paradise of prismatic arcs,

this July city -

clouds a purple-dyed wool piled on benches,
and streaked crimson and vermilion,

smeary as dashed dregs of coffee,

as clotted blood darkly reflected.

The storm closing in, like a border patrol,
with heads of dark rose, foams of dark grape,
a blue-dark pompadour,

fists tattooed by a bruise-dark manifesto.

The blood is sewn together

to float as a fine rain
against high windows and spires,
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and above Karangahape,

so see you on the other side

of the underpass, the passing over,

above Karangahape -

its greenish tinge of billboards,

its blue boundaries dissolving.

The blue riders on the storm,

plunging and rearing in foams and sea-salt,
in table-top clutter, in bundles of vegetables,
that are rain-soaked greener-black,
blackened wet by the storm —

its indigomania, its sapphire-flash,

its blitz of threads carrying across

azure the blue of the underworld,

the mauve movements of cloudbanks.

Colours running into rainbow darks,

into silver tarnishes and blurs,

into neon’s noodle swirls,

into woodgrain vinyl, and painted dirt.
Soakage overwriting blades of grass

with new particulars, with each thing numbered,
with mashings of leaves and barks -
druggists sifting for drugs with a sieve

to strain into reservoirs,

to press out the juices, to knead

the pulp of all the parks,

in midnight shades with vivid blue flashes,
strident hues bleached by headlamps,

a rich umber of landslips for the new day -
and the July city at midnight wobbling

its hundreds and thousands of dots,

like the glow of a bush fire far away.
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Rachael Elliott

1992

In 1992

bommy knockers

falling from the tree

above the monkey bars

My mother and my brother
came to pick me up from school
and my brother

age three

slipped from my mother’s hand
and ran out in front of a bus.

There is a photograph of him
a week earlier

eating pasta

with his fingers.

One lash

crosses the others

to lean against his eyeball
and my mother’s arm

wraps around his waist

so he will not fall.

That day

I'd drawn a pink and red hibiscus
with pastels at the small blue
table

at the back of my classroom.

My fingers

palm and elbows,

oily,

painted the inside

of my mother’s fists

as the smoke from the tyres

blew across the playground behind us.
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The week before

we put our fox terrier puppy

in the yellow laundry basket

and bounced her on the trampoline.
My bowl cut flicks about my ears

and his milk belly

pushes out over his blue shorts

the puppy a small black and white blur
hidden behind the basket’s net.

This was back when
the gate had a tongue
to press against you
secrets warm

inside your palm

The trees tunnelled into each other
dark leaves

nostril flared

soaking up the light

and my sister wasn’t born yet.

one half
a goat’s hoof
seeped open to the snow

one half

an iron gate

edged in ice
opened to the road

his face is in the asphalt now
running below

the tar that sticks

you to the road.
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small holes

snick his ears

and trap him there
hoops missing

someone has painted a line across him
placed a cone on his chest
blue tarpaulin

his yellow backpack
split

spiderman lunch box
split

his hand

split

from yours

A bus can hide a house

if you look at the right angle
and when it’s straight up
the grate over the engine
VW logo silver and black
tyre so tall

even if you reached

on tippy toes

you couldn’t touch the top
a bus can envelop a child but
he didn’t get hit.

he didn’t get hit.
Next week he’s joining the police force.

I still don’t know how.
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Michael Farrell

By the Wind

Lying in Bed, quelling Fears of Sleep and Death

happiness comes from a god-related thought, an-
other’s now yours, or seeing the self flying out

a gym window. in being a mass, in turning off
consciousness while the body carries on like a
market town. then we wake and marry a man with
tb, it’s neither forced nor voluntary, but rather

we are blown there. relax, remember all the things
you're joined to. being oedipus, a bird, a vacuum
cleaner. respond by writing poems. finding those
that aren’t. to be numerous is to be well. there’s
something supernatural in the dead’s observations
organs are differently developed animals to nails
organs sleep; nails may be dormant at very low
temperatures. when the heart loves another’s eyes
they all prove divine. the menagerie: what a beast
a dog, say a chihuahua cross or some kind of terrier
can’t stop talking to the guinea pig about the day
while the guinea pig stays focused on tomorrow
their energy comes through the stars and the gum
leaves and the last litres of water the multinational
squeezes from that dirty old sponge the earth. which
holds up the building and the room and the bed and
keeps vigil like a revealed god. each thought a
lighter flick. imagine hamlet with hosts of black
cockatoos fizzing in his cochleas. in his posthu-
mous choreas. land and language, heart and mind
the poems we are. look at this old body, pet, act-
ivity there’s no way to write it, only rewrite it

all unconsciously or part, sacrificially. remember
the cape and the deer we carried around in our
letters, journals, now sloughed off. the lightness
of travel, the momentary pleasure now banging
like iron. becoming immune is not a metaphor
horse, monkey, bat, or four-leaf gopher blanket.
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Sue Fitchett

the blink of an eye

Our morning is tethered to many small things;
some have more weight than others:

bread for birds flung from branches
rags & dusters wing the punch-tender sky.

A slim book offers poems that stick
in the gut, needles & lilies.

There’s white everywhere:

rolls I bake for lunch
sea foam
within magazine pages

words swim for their lives.

My life might depend on this hummingbird
tongue at my rain jacket’s zip end

the light is damp, my hand slips

no mouth seems so minute, so like a mirage

frangible, splintering.
The phone’s leaden volley

an armed intruder, master thief steals all
our morning ties, your brother

falls in a park

grass rises to hold him

his eyes

two flesh-bound stars

blink out.

Cyclone Lusi passes over our city.
[ open the front door meet her lash

see a tree broken.
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Anna Forsyth

Hungry Jack’s Sated Poet

At Hungry Jack’s

Thomas is reading poetry about basilicas
with his free hand he is devouring

a large hash brown cheeseburger
combo.

He wants to find the most impenetrable poems
and decipher them

using Google

but he is distracted by the Chinese girl

and her fur-topped boots.

Beyond her, through the window
is a hive of students
hump-packed

the traffic drones.

The caramel sundae is cold

the topping sparse

he scrapes endlessly at the plastic
ignoring golden trails

down his coat front.

A man with fistfuls of fries

obstructs his window vista

so he turns his attention to matters at hand
the last syrupy drops of coke on his tongue
a liquid poem.
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Kim Fulton

Paris, 2013

Nobody on that Paris street

had the heart to tell him

he was one hundred years too late.
So he continued to grasp

the gate to Gertrude Stein’s

Left Bank apartment,

with the hope his pressing questions
would be answered.

That’s how the image of that hooded
man seemed to me then,

or does now.

(It's hard to distinguish then
from now sometimes)

His knuckles white,
thinking of the way a flying arrow
occupies a given space

at any given instant

though time passes heartlessly.
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Rhian Gallagher

Learning to Read

Your friends go forward

writing stories. Sunlight

sails through the chalk dust.

This is your timeless time. The alphabet
lives on the blackboard’s brow

— each letter has a big brother

or a big sister.

Miss Breen can see

there’s some far place in you.

Fantail stutters from the window tree.
You stand beside the island of her desk.
Your friends are busy;

even the tadpoles are working themselves
out and into frogs.

You can’t tell what you see
— the words are shapes
and the schoolroom’s paused.
Bright crayoned houses
pinned to the wall; the piano that waits
to be woken with a touch.
All of the doors that will open.

Her finger steers

crossing the page - you tilt

your voice in reply; through your held back days
you are her echo.

The smell of Miss Breen. The story

is everything.

83



The Year Between

[t was the year between before and after,
God slept in the roots of the plane trees,
the horizon was talked of

but you couldn’t find it.

Your country was going away.

There were the last of the waves —
your mother’s hand, your father’s hand
where all the events were recorded
like music written in the wind.

It was the year of yourself walking into yourself
and walking back out again.

A chestnut shone, an autumn leaf

and how their deaths retrieved you

bent to a grave as if looking into a mirror.
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John Geraets

five beauties

There is nothing which floats into the world from nowhere
(Whitehead)*

For Whitehead knowledge is something that occurs dependent on
other things. Its quality is that it exists only in a conjectured state -
arising from the flow of experience, in fact it is not experience.
Events are what underpin knowledge, and they do exist, albeit again
without actual duration.”

It’s like the thought of flight for the bird, which occurs almost
unconsciously, and is something else even before the thought is
recognised - it is flight, and flight is knowledge, to places unknown
from places unknown. Beauty is how one feels about things.?

Like sparrows, the effects on us are endless; the poor birds do not
even know what arrives in their minds or in their bodies; much less
do we, who make knowledge into our own nest. The sparrow uses its
wings to flick dust upon its feathers. And both wings are needed to
synchronise in flight. These things are taken to constitute existence:
but dust, feathers, wings, thought, to what do they add up?*

Occasions beget events beget individuals [enduring objects o1
enduring entity 107]. But that is a linguistic and cognitive nicety —
even the bird and the body of John, which satisfy the notion, would
not want to be defined by it. Neither of us wants to be identified in
that way, although we allow ourselves to be wrapped round again
and again, thinking of ourselves as entire, even when in fact we are
individuals begotten by events begotten by occasions. And no single

*Footnotes are statements found in Steven Shaviro’s Without Criteria: Kant,
Whitehead, Deleuze, and Aesthetics (2009); quotations from Whitehead are
embedded.

2 ‘The given always exceeds our representations of it.’
3 ‘Every “present” moment forcibly “inherits,” and thereby repeats, what came before.’

4 “Thus the cause passes on its feeling to be reproduced by the new subject as its
own, and yet as inseparable from the cause..the cause is objectively in the
constitution of the effect” or “How the past perishes is how the future becomes.™
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occasion comes anywhere near being me or a sparrow. Like a
ratchet, each occasion slips back to a starting position.’

Funny that we celebrate change, and again change, in some way
considering that it ensures our existence, whereas, even
linguistically, change means it cannot be what was, something’s
always something else. I feel for the sparrow and the sparrow feels
for something else too. But the feeling must await the sparrow,
which has not the patience to explore the feeling. Whitehead says
that the certainty with which we assume correspondence between
subject and predicate is misplaced, because there is no centre to the
circle. Better say that the sparrow is predicated on me as another
predicate-nothing can bring us closer together despite the sorrow
registered by each.’

5 ‘For Whitehead, events do not “happen to” things: rather, events themselves are the
only things. An event is not “one of [the thing’s] predicates,” but the very thing itself.’

6 ‘Every prehension, every causal connection, involves a “valuation” on the part of the
receiving entity: a valuation that does not just take the transmitted data as given, but
“values [them] up or down.”
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[Maiandra GD]
contingent

**7 The ‘object of desire’ is not something that the subject lacks; to
the contrary, it is what the subject imagines and creates. S 8
produces the real ie mobilises force towards production

12 The subject does not outlive the feelings that animate it at any
given moment [*'no subject experiences twice’]

Occasion/s [instance of ‘becoming’, without change, except as
‘datum’ for next occasion]->event->entity->nexus—>society [with
continuity or identity=‘enduring object’]

19 ‘The fundamental meaning of the notion of ‘change’ is the
difference between actual occasions comprised in some determinate
event.’

23 *There is therefore no stable and essential distinction, for w,
between mind and matter, or between subject and object.... This
means that empiricism is ultimately correct: all our knowledge
comes from experience, and there is nothing outside experience, or
beyond it.

**25 For w, events do not ‘happen to’ things: rather, events
themselves are the only things. An event is not ‘one of [the thing’s]
predicates,” but the very thing itself. [ie aggregates] [result or
outcome of all events (posits?) god, not as cause]

26 w’s god operates ‘a shift of meaning which converts the
opposition into a contrast.” There can be no formal, permanent
distinction between the observing self (the self as transcendental
subject, or subject of enunciation) and the self being observed (the
self as object in the world, or subject of the statement).

32 In analysing events, he does not assume any priority of the
subject, but rather traces its genesis alongside that of the world in
which it finds itself. And he delineates the conditions of real
experience, which determine concrete processes of emergence,
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rather than proposing apodictic [certain] conditions for all possible
experience.

37 Universals, or ‘things that are eternal,” can and must be
abstracted from ‘things which are temporal.’ [ie eternal objects
(concept not requiring temporality) = how actual entities relate]

**40 ‘It is not ‘substance’ which is permanent, but ‘form.”

*42 Each actual entity creates itself, in a process of decision, by
making a selection among the potentialities offered to it by eternal
objects.

** 47 ‘the basis of experience is emotional’
**49 The given always exceeds our representations of it.

***55 In w’s account, every prehension ‘consists of three factors: (a)
the ‘subject’ which is prehending, namely, the actual entity in which
that prehension is a concrete element; (b) the ‘datum’ which is
prehended; (c) the ‘subjective form’ which is how that subject
prehends that datum.

**58 ‘Whatever moods, affections, and passions I have are in very
truth constituted by, and made up of, those bodily changes which
we ordinarily call their expression or consequence.’

*59 If time and space are the forms, respectively, of inner and outer
intuition, then feeling is their common generative matrix. It is by the
receptive act of feeling that I locate things in space and in time. In
other words, feeling is the process by which all entities get
spatialized and temporalized. [To feel something is to be affected by
that something. And the way that the feeling entity is affected, or
changed, is the very content of what it feels. Everything that
happens in the universe is thus in some sense an episode of feeling:
even the ‘actual occasions in so-called ‘empty space.”

**60 Every ‘present’ moment forcibly ‘inherits,” and thereby repeats,
what came before. ‘The notion of ‘simple location’ is a fallacy
because it ‘is inconsistent with any admission of ‘repetition,” or of a
time that intrinsically refers to another time. 61 ‘How the past
perishes is how the future becomes.” 63 ‘Every new process of
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becoming ‘involves repetition transformed into novel immediacy.’
[Order self-organises or emerges-rather than being discovered.
Receptivity includes our sense of ‘supplementary feeling’]

* 74 Each actual occasion selects among the data that it encounters,
and thereby creates itself, establishing its own immanent criteria for
a ‘preestablished harmony’ of experience. Concresencence ‘of each
individual actual entity is internally determined and is internally
free.” For w, this unity has to be produced afresh at every moment-
since the subject itself must be produced afresh at each moment.

75 there is no permanent unity, but only a continual transition to
unity.

*86 ‘Thus the cause passes on its feeling to be reproduced by the
new subject as its own, and yet as inseparable from the cause...the
cause is objectively in the constitution of the effect.” ‘re-enaction
[repetition] is not perfect...factor added to recurrence can be
designated [time]

*87 ‘Time is cumulative as well as reproductive, and the cumulation
of the many is not their reproduction as many. The effect is subtly
different from the cause whose impulsion it inherits, precisely to the
extent that the effect prehends (or recognizes) the cause as an
additional factor in the universe.

**87 Every prehension, every causal connection, involves a
‘valuation’ on the part of the receiving entity: a valuation that does
not just take the transmitted data as given, but ‘values [them] up or
down.’

88 W insists that every entity is ‘essentially dipolar, with its physical
and mental poles; and even the physical world cannot be properly
understood without reference to its other side, which is the complex
of mental operations.’ [decision shifts efficient cause to final,
teleological cause. Appetition is drive to difference, continuity,
survival etc]

92 w maintains ‘the doctrine that an organism is ‘alive’ when in
some measure its reactions are inexplicable by any tradition of pure
physical inheritance.” [*’'there is always a remainder for the decision
of the subject-superject’]
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106 ‘the puzzling fact that there is an actual course of events which
is itself a limited fact, in that metaphysically speaking it might have
been otherwise.’

48 from K originate constructivism in individual relationship with
reality...’Given always esceeds...” [49]

Time is only time to me.

86-7 the cause is objectively in the constitution of the effect; ‘Ren-
enaction is not perfect’ ie nothing can actually recur

94 decision precedes cognition

Process & reality

12 Language is thoroughly indeterminate, by reason of the fact that every
occurrence presupposes some systematic type of environment.

149 The four stages constitutive of an actual entity...can be named,
datum, process, satisfaction, decision.

153 Understanding is a special form of feeling.

155 The philosophies of substance presuppose a subject which then
encounters a datum, and then reacts to the datum. The philosophy
of organism presupposes a datum which is met with feelings, and
progressively attains the unity of a subject [or ‘superject’].
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XXXXXXXXXXXX

Knowledge is an abstraction that we take account of in another
way. It is like the flight of the bird, so glorious, lost on landing.

Knowledge bathes the clutches. Alfred North Whitehead, about
whom I know little outside the reading Process and Reality (1929)
and the quite remarkable commentary by Steven Shapiro. No
biography, no wonder, all intermediacy nothing to do with knowing,
itself afterevent.

, affective rather than cognitive.

An event is the tiniest thing. Impossible to fit anything whole into
it-though possibly you can take somebody out of it. Because events,
says Whitehead, and what a master he is, are the smallest
identifiable occurrences that are to be experienced-and, as they
occur, the concurrences (concrescence) they occur as can be
represented as individuals, which are the only linearities. Perhaps
this is the missing middle-a nothing that accounts for the
something that is not really there anyway. If you can count, it’s third
one, Plato’s kora. Beauty is affective.

Beauty is affective rather than cognitive (vide truth, moral judgement
inapplicant)

Event not state, a process, not need-based, thus utopic

Experience is emotional, subjective

Beauty is empty but an experience rather. Content fits in later.
Simply, we are endlessly affected, like sparrows, and we like to say
no again and again, like sparrows like sparrows. Chrrp, chrrp. We
like to call this or that ‘true’, which it is maybe, and they are barely
interested. I do not know whether experience clings to me or I
extend into it: a wing on other side of a body defined by another
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effect. Certainly having a name is part of it. Like a nakau palm,
hundreds of them above and below and even on the limestone cliffs
of Punekaeki. They hold bowls aloft among the surrounding
shrubbery, like beggars guaranteed fresh air.

As pure, contentless communicability, beauty is also a pure effect,
divorced from its rational and material causes.

Helps produce the subject: ‘the subject is not so much acted upon as it
is incited to re-create itself.’

‘no thinker thinks twice...no subject experiences twice’

Situation is contemplative, ‘a kind of auto-affecting short circuit’ that
suspends subjectivity, always non-programmatic ie singular in the
absolute, exemplary

W: affect precedes cognition & has wider scope

W: Becoming [event/s] is the deepest dimension of being

To summarise, an occasion is the process by which anything
becomes, and an event-applying to a nexus or a society-is an
extensive set, or a temporal series, of such occasions. This contrast
between individual becomings, and the progressive summation of
such becomings, is crucial to Whitehead.

Occasion ends on occurrence, change occurs in a ‘route of
inheritance’, change is mark of event not a continuity but a ‘becoming
of continuity’, at each point novel and a concrescence

Thought & thing not dual in terms of ‘stuff’, yet distinct
W rejects subj-predicate thought which assumes a substance

exhibiting qualities: no stable, essential distinction m/matter,
subj/pred
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All is empirical, experiential

Two statements: An occasion ends as it occurs and is the base of
experience. Change occurs as the ‘route of inheritance’. Any given
exceeds all representations of it. That’s three.

When I experience anything, anyone, I cannot but be experiencing
them as other than in extension to how I experience myself: I can only
experience myself and I experience others within what is possible
within myself, even if I think of this as a projection or extension of
myself, which it also is?

Events are prehensions of other events ie relation between occasions
Philoph often pre-assumes what it wishes to put in doubt

Only immanence is experienced eternal objects appear to indicate
potentials for entities, based on qualities or relations-indicate the
adverbial how rather substantive. Eo can be recognised w/o reference
to actual entity eg colour, gravity but are only encountered by
particular actual occasions (secondary material qualities within
Buddhist thought?) are neither causally determined nor causal ie
potentials, passive, indifferent

Actual entities self-create in selection of potentialities, each
event/choice a momently-fixed self-determination

6] I thank space and time for the sparrow that I see more often on
the ground than in the air. I want to know what it is that I admire:
‘escutcheon’ is a spelling. Like all spells, it brings me back to space
and time, lovely yolks that they are, meaning the central yellow of
things circled, and yokes, meaning they are not the work or
production at all, rather the rule by which I produce all that I see,
hear, feel, smell, taste and think.
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Whitehead acknowledges Kant’s ‘conception of an act of experience
as a constructive functioning’. From Kant also, there is
acknowledgement that time and space are constructs, a-categorical
& non-conceptual (ie intuitional-??): ‘space & time are immanent
conditions of sensible intuition: they indicate the ways in which we
receive the ‘data’ that objects provide to us, rather than being logical
categories to which the objects providing such data are themselves
compelled to conform’.

[time in internal part of process enabling identification of externality,
matter?|

Given exceeds representations of it

Prehension includes subject, datum, reception: the ‘how’ (response) in
receipt constitutes ‘decision’

Feeling precedes identification and cognition [structuring]: by means
of it entities get spacialised and temporalized/ to establish spacetime
requires repetition and therefore change. ‘how the past perishes is how
the future becomes’

7] Morality means how one responds. That is decision and it is
terribly informed an irrevocable-until very soon, because decisions
tumble over one another terribly quickly. Time sits inside all of this.
The ‘feeling’ provides the clue and way to ‘unmaze’.

‘this repetition is the key to the future as well as to the past, for every
new process of becoming ‘involves repetition transformed into novel
immediacy”. This avoids the historical tendency-problem-to assume
to to-be-known-or-decided-or-responded-to as somehow already
available, which it isn'’t

Response is not spontaneous but integral with feeling/affect. Order is

also kind of spontaneous because it is aesthetic in nature: it sustains a
sense of interest. Beauty arises in ‘mutual adaptation’: affect/response
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& hence contributes to intensity hence satisfaction in ‘complexity of
order’, which incorporates contraries w ‘temporalises k’s
transcendental unity of apperception [subjectivity is consequential]’

8] Repetition with a difference. Every moment exceeds what was.
The big mistake we make is to think we respond to the known when
the known is exactly what it is not! The decision is what we are.

9] The effect already contains the cause. So to identify causes is a
futile activity, we merely feed our prejudices, because the sense of
time we need to separate them quickly contaminates them [?].
Again, difference seems necessary yet it also is a distortion: now
varies. So that, when [ say that the effect contains its cause, that
needs to be modified because in becoming an effect that effect has
exceeded its causes.

For an entity ‘the cause [what is prehended] is objectively in the
constitution of the effect [feeling/affect/decision]’. Time is the
measure of their separation even though it is not actual, yet some
kind or arising measure of difference, cumulative, irreversible: ‘the
cumulation of the many is not their reproduction as many’

Decision, novelty in-built in biological function, decision gives rise to
cognition, freedom, responsibility, always a remainder which
supercedes efficient/inherited causes, future is real but not actual

10] Never. [Ouch.]
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Susan Green

Pukekaroro

Your mood changes

like his, becomes unpredictable
sunny, easy, then

a dark forbidding presence.

Clouds encroach.
Mustn’t climb, mustn’t approach.

[ live in two shadows.
Explore great heights, see
a view of the world
with his baby in my belly.

I cower in the dark
mist in front of my eyes.

The mountain witnesses my rising.

Today I hold up an axe
and say, “Stop.”
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Siobhan Harvey

Serving Notice upon the Prime Minister
An amendment to 1986 Residential Tenancies Act

Relating to a state house (definition: a house owned by the State)
located at 260 Tinakori Road, Wellington

Section 51 Termination by notice

(1) Subject to Sections 52, 53, 53A, 59 and 59A, the minimum
period of notice required to be given by we, the majority to
terminate the tenancy of 260 Tinakori Road, Wellington shall
be as follows:

(a) where we, the majority, owners of all state houses require
all state houses as the principal place of residence for we,
the majority or any members of our whanau, 42 days:

(b) where we, the majority use state houses, or have acquired
state houses, for occupation by our neighbours, that fact
being clearly stated in the tenancy agreement of 260
Tinakori Road, Wellington, 42 days:

(c) where we, the majority give vacant possession of 260
Tinakori Road, Wellington to a new tenant, 42 days.

(2) Subject to Sections 52, 53, 534, 59 and 59A, where we the
majority have given an effective notice to terminate the tenancy
of 260 Tinakori Road, Wellington, we, the majority may at any
time before the expiry of the notice enforce immediate
termination of that tenancy where actions undertaken by the
Prime Minister, or that party’s agents are shown to have misled
or affected unjustly the interests of we, the majority.

(3) Subject to Sections 52, 53, 53A, 59 and 59A, where we, the
majority have given an effective notice to terminate the tenancy
of 260 Tinakori Road, Wellington, the Prime Minister, or that
party’s agents are obliged to notice that they are on notice.
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(4) Subject to Sections 52, 53, 53A, 59 and 59A, every notice to
terminate the tenancy of 260 Tinakori Road, Wellington shall -

(a) be in writing, in voice, in debate, in marching, in banner
waving, in hikoi, in referendum, in voting and/or in blood;
and

(b) identify the Prime Minister and that party’s agents to
which it relates; and

(c) specify the date by which the Prime Minister and that
party’s agents are to vacate 260 Tinakori Road, Wellington;
and

(d) be signed in writing, in voice, in debate, in marching, in
banner waving, in hikoi, in referendum, in voting and/ or
in blood by we, the majority.
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Spaceboy Relative to His Solar Powered Home
I always wanted you to go into space, man — Babylon Zoo

The walls respire like the skin of an inflated balloon

The hallway reminds him of a corpse, ice-blue body prostrate

The kitchen is a huge heart beating with his parents’ terrible storms
The staircase is a dusty magic carpet made of minor planets

His bedroom is a breathing space for his imagination

His desk is full of cavities into which his codes and pictograms spill
His bookshelf is the fiercest star, its brilliant volumes of light

His bed is a violent, suffocating dream

Here is the nightmare: his feet turned to red dust

Here is the daydream: his hands lit like rings of frost

Here is his head, a huge swirl of indigo

And his body? A ventilation machine, a dark matter, an
undiscovered galaxy
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Felicity Heaven

My Love

Your soft red hair short cropped natural beauty
Musk scent surrounds your slight body

You wonder around me like an extension of me
Smelling what I smell feeling what I feel

You see what you want to see

Loving me from a distance so close

[ feel your caress gentle and rough

For years we have sat there side by side

Your unconditional love forceful

Like a gummy bear in a test tube of molten potassium chlorate
Unforgiving and powerful a force not to be destroyed

Like a science experiment where will this take us is unknown
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Sue Heggie

Anzac Day in Greytown

Bagpipes in the morning air drew me to the action.
[ stepped out to the main street for a recce.

But the crowd was dispersing, just a boy scout and a
St John’s boy sizing each other up.

The shut shops turned their backs and lost interest.

The pipers gathered inside the RSA for tea and biscuits.

The police car lights shut down.

A hungry kid whined, the drummer stuffed his kit in the boot of the
Toyota,

A pink baby in a pushchair slept on.

Nothing to see here now, move along, service over,

All quiet on the western front.

[ took the long route back tracking an old man being pushed along
in his chair,

His head lolling forward, a blood red poppy pinned askew on his
jersey,

A blanket draped over his legs.

We skirted the kindy, the primary school and the La De Dah beauty
salon.

The carer turned and wheeled him to his barracks and alone I

Rounded the corner towards home, a civilian with toasted Easter
buns in her sights.

But in no man’s land a grim clothes line loaded with grey bibs,
Saggy underpants and mud brown towels swung at me

Right hooking in the small town breeze.

The stink of urine and hot tea and the rattle of pills hit me
And took me down.

Oh how weary, forgetting, condemning.
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Alice Hooton

Hallucinations of the blind

Amputees in the waiting room
in the mind’s eye what I can see

straight out of Breughel
tiny men and women

on the surgery windowsill dance
morph as birds  fly

clouds stumble
hills roll

a French Cathedral
floats on a blood red lake

they never speak you tell professor Akthar
the amputees the little people

angelic choir
boys ascending a builder’s ladder.

September 1939
the German Army marched into Warsaw

church without a steeple
a bombed out school

who will care for the
children hungry children

you ask the young
Polish medical student

a man with a prosthetic leg
follows us home
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others join him
erect a tent in the living room

sit smoking
you abhor smoking.

salad toss fish fry rock cod
caught at dawn off brown’s bay reef

a flock of red capped finch
nest in your bed.

today is Monday the royal baby is a boy.
John Key is Prime Minister of New Zealand

Autumn Falling

I dreamt of you, I dream of you still your long black hair. Your skin,
a touch my Grandmother would have said of the tar brush.

You were a student, my student in answer to an advertisement I put
in the local paper. Tuition learn to play the violin. M. De Lyle Fine
Arts Degree. Phone

A day like today grey skies, Autumn falling. You watched me slice
cake small squares set out on a floral platter.

He sees me as a mother, I tell myself. He’s only a few years older
than your son for God’s sake. Grey skies, your hands on my waist, I
lit a fire in the bedroom.

You lied to me. I know now I was not the first. The touch of you, the
taste of you. I was insatiable you were tireless. Lazy summer days
watching through open windows sunlight filter the leafy congress of
trees.

You loved the Victorian ambience, the quiet orderliness of my
house. You never spoke of family, your Mother.
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My Mother went white at forty. Fine lines around her mouth a
history of absence, grief. I dye my hair Auburn. Pencil lips Hot Pink.
Liven with a hint of blusher the paleness of my cheeks.

Sometimes I think I am cursed, this house is cursed. A Great Aunt
astray in her mind, leapt from the second storied veranda, the family
Pit Bull found licking up her blood.

I discovered enemies, lost friends, relations. My son when he came
upon us in the conservatory, with news he’d won a scholarship to
Yale.

You are tired of me. I am tiring my love, and if  am honest. There is
a man an English Professor. My needs such as they are he is happy
to gratify. We have interests in common, the cultivation of old world
Hollyhocks, colonial Roses.

You have met a woman, you tell me as much. Marta, someone or
other, a German Oboe player, at a conference in Prague.

[ have accustomed myself to living alone, the walls embrace me. On
days when mist obscures that soupcon of ocean trapped between
Kandallah hills. I no longer pine for the rap-rap rap at my door. A
kind of Morse code you affected.

Today will be the last time. I feel it, my bones feel it.

Double breasted, gray. The effect of making you look stout, middle
aged, bespoken. I never saw you in a suit.
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Gail Ingram

Over Breakfast

Her cardigan’s open. The knitted bow across the buttons
doesn’t meet, he’s sharing a joke with her,
their heads lean in.

It’s breakfast.

[ have The Economist open. John Bayley gone
to meet Iris, this week. Another man obituarised,
[ note over my tea. That’s roughly six

to one woman, dead. Not long ago
my Press-editor cousin stayed.

He said, while he sipped, Isn't it just
an accurate reflection of his-

tory. | hissed, Isn't it just

the twenty-first century? Still,

[ have a soft-spot for writers. She had Alzheimers,

it says, he was dotty and left scraps of dinner in his pockets,
unwashed plates on the kitchen table amidst Jane

Austen & Pym. An Oxford Don you see - all pomp

and crassness. I'm thinking

of UC, where thirty years ago, I learned
what a helicopter was; a friend

of a friend, another John, not my
friend — who smelled of first ships

& first 11, propellered

beer vomit over Dame Ngaio Marsh
STUDAS walls.

When Iris scrabbled and cried
at the door to be let out, John held her.
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For who would lose

Though full of pain, he wrote, this intellectual being,
These thoughts that wander through eternity?

[ told my daughter yesterday

not all students care

for the middle-class ticket. She couldn’t speak
in the soft chair in front of the UC counsellor
this millennium’s new words:

co-curricula, the business of volunteering
alongside her course, grade-point average,
a measure of her worth. In COSC 202

(that’s computer science to us on the street) they run ads
for girls: dress code pink. Welcome a new

sore thumb. Or an old one. I found

something had changed
as | sat

reading his words, shovelling muesli: It has become difficult
to imagine literature without love.

I wanted to salute - like him -
the unhinged brain

of ordinary readers
of poetry.
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Sophia Johnson

Driftwood

None of my friends have grown up
some of them died on the beach
rushing under the phosphorous waves
to join the stars underwater

And those that remain
play pick up sticks
with the skinny white drift wood

They buried their wedding rings

in the sand that night

with the embers

so that the beach did not go up in flames
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Leonard Lambert

Darwin’s Dice
for Steven Pinker

“Darwin’s dice have rolled unhappily for the planet.”
E. O. Wilson

A golden sentence from the man of ants:
the wrong animal got the Brain,

a creature too large to be numerous -
we are too many and too mean.

I remember watching from afar

the last tree for miles around

come down north of Gisborne,

the gathered monkeys all clapped and cheered,
you could see it in the air above them.

And the Mexican who filled his belly
with the last of that particular parrot;
the seafaring apes who gobbled islands,
that wondrous one-off fauna ...

And yet of course

only a wrong animal could be writing this,
who knows the house can never lose,

but rolls and rolls a counter-game, calling
on his better angels, other rules.
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Jon Lepp
When approaching a farmer’s door:

1. Smile a full 'm not going to kill you and your family smile.

2. Introduce yourself and tell the farmer you are Canadian (this
implies that you mean no harm, that you are a jolly and
kindhearted simpleton).

3. Reassure the farmer that you are definitely not American and
laughingly describe the differences between Americans and
Canadians by using stereotypes. Then contrast this national
binary with that of the Kiwi’s and Australians.

4. Give a brief summary of what you are doing in the farmer’s
homeland.

5. Smile again (show all of your teeth).

6. Once you have spewed out your recycled introductory vomit,

then proceed to ask them how they are doing.

7. Chuckle at whatever response they give.

8. Once the farmer knows that you mean well, tell him or her
how far you cycled today, emphasize the magnitude of the
rolling hills of New Zealand, how different it is from your

home.
9. Notice their nods of approval.
10. After all of these initial tasks have been completed, ask to
camp on their lawn, drink their water, shit in their toilets.
11. Voila! You can rest easy tonight.
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Simon Lewis

Big Noters

tend to live in the sky.
One calls himself El Void,
another spins on his heels
while feeding the cat.

[ had to knock some sense
into the oldest.

This guy in the room
says he’s god,

I'm not arguing.

one more looked at me
like I was a xmas tree.

Lennon sang
the devil’s

a concept —
but there sure
are some wild
guys about.
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A Sense of Place

I'm restrained

between library shelves
lest the books tumble
among hushed voices

Instead of church

[ visit the library

borrow some gentle reading
and skim the shelves

Tired readers are dozing

at the newspaper desk

I go about my tasks

in a quiet corner, half-aware
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Olivia Macassey

Burnt Umber
for Brett Cross

When your letter arrived I was reading about a
man who had to burn all his writing in the
stove the night they came for him I think of you
exploring in the peat bog roped to your love
the two of you up to your ankles and then mid
thigh there were those days I saw smoke as we
crossed the plain the colour of burnt umber
like the earth on fire I had forgotten the arrests
the beatings your letter from the smouldering
landscape I had also submerged they say the
whole area used to be underwater and will
picture the two of you soaked but exhilarated
you crossed it the ashes in the grate the bitter
grain in him now charred fragments of before
saw those dark rents in the ground your hand
gripping her hand your letter I wish I could
write his pages out of the flames swarms of
field crickets with their rich shining bodies and
slip the blood back into his veins against the
wall the night they came -

before the flood
and the soil still alight the bright yellow ochre
of cattle or sun he had nothing left and there is
nothing left with him but how the birds fly up
in handfuls of scorched black from the old lines,
and now I begin to write back.
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Do Not Trust These People:

Men who have buried four or more wives.
Shoplifters who compare prices before deciding.
Those who wear jeans very tight on their thighs.
Game fishermen. Therapists wearing disguises.
Women who sport false nipples;
small dogs

who sidle up

to you sideways
with their eyes fixed on your vulnerable ankles.

Tax officials who phone up for a “friendly chat.”
Anyone born in the Year of the Zebra.

Those who keep giant slugs as pets.

People who wear socks with sandals

without being tourists. Everyone with stripy hair.
Those who sell condoms and phones in the street,
morticians who offer you something to eat,
butchers who leer “I bet you like some meat!”

Children with freckles, adults with glasses,
those who write speeches or take evening classes,
impatient suitors who don’t have the time,

people whose poetry slips into rhyme —

oh, and strangers, of course. Strangers.
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Carolyn McCurdie

Dance in the Local Hall

The music begins. She waits to see who will ask
her to dance. No one comes.

The floor is waxed. Tread with care, she thinks,

or spin. When the music stops, she tries a spin in the gap between
dances,

a slide too wild, and to avoid falling, somersaults with snowy
flowered

petticoats. They stare. She laughs, curtsies, and wonders:

what’s the opposite of clapping?

She watches the door for the quiet boy

with the unpronounceable name, the name like code.
He might have been a resistance fighter, she thinks,
or a spy. She would like to ask.

From high on the wall the Queen
stares down her nose through the streamers and fern fronds.
The boy doesn’t come.

When she goes outside, the ones denied entry because

of beer on their breath have driven away, to race

against roads that go nowhere. Frosted paddocks glide to horizons
out of step with the drumming, drumming bauble-bright hall.

The carpark is silent. At its edge the old fir trees seem lost
in their own darkness, as if they fell, tattered, abandoned
by a long arctic migration. Were the wolves starving?

she wonders. Was there blood on the snow?

The cars are huddled into themselves

like roosting birds.

Between the Ford and the Humber she finds

a silver cigarette lighter. There’s a scratch mark on the base.
Something runic, she thinks.

She imagines what a fire might look like
as it hunts along the roofline. Hungry.
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Andrew MclIntyre

The Black Hole

The solid black glass of the Black Hole
at midnight,

my only fear, eels.

The stars were insects fallen

on the breathless surface.

I wanted to smash it all.

One death was all I had needed

to be sick of Death, but two, then three,
then another. It seemed the older

one got, the closer Death pressed

his wormy lips.

[ took it personally.

[ wanted to smash it all.

So I dove in in my jeans.

[ gasped as chill ink

struck the air from my lungs.

[ calmed and paddled, smearing the milky way.
My hand axed the surface,

oblitering a section of the universe.

[ was a virile corpse, hovering in a void,
vowing death to Death.

I skulled to the far side, and hauled

myself up onto the limestone brow

of a rock tapering to the blunt horn

of an ancient behometh, and looked

back at what I had achieved, which was
nothing. Death still lived. And not only that:
a breeze picked up as if to rub salt:

You are going to freeze to me,
Death whispered.
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Dawn McMillan

Sometimes when the rain stops

Rain against the glass
in headlight sheets of silver

[ breathe your damp jacket
Feel the weight of space between us

You'll be back when I'm older
you say

Well I'm older now
So much older

and I haven’t seen you yet

Sometimes when the rain stops
it hurts
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Mr Maclntyre

Cheers Mr MacIntyre

You'll be gone now

or at least one hundred and probably

not saying much that would scare anyone

like you scared me in the fourth form saying
every minute that I sat there doing nothing was
one minute closer to the grave

Awesome discipline Mr Macintyre

[ wasn’t the only one who raced away

at a trembling rate of rote learning
geography

math

neither of which really mattered because
our geography’s blown off the map

and there’s the calculator now

Cheers Mr Maclntyre

Your one minute closer to the grave is why
[ race to capture every sixty seconds

like it’s going to run out at any minute
which of course it will

at one minute or another

Guess you've run out Mr Maclntyre
Guess you knew the truth
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Mary Macpherson

Charge

Write a poem about battery anxiety, says X. There’s a list of stuff

he wants poems about - hard, bright ideas - but mostly, Y forgets

to write the ideas down. Now she has to write a silver iPad poem,

also incorporating a snug plastic-encased Android phone, a bristling
electric shaver, another phone, several nuggety camera batteries,

plus cords. What will the poem look like? Suck suck - electricity.

Can I call when I've left the snaking power at home? R is busy

writing about scarce rare earth minerals. S goes backwards

and unplugs everything. X tells him it’s bad for the batteries. S laughs,
until he calls the repairman. Y says this is S being S — what she’s after
is the mad rush to get everything charged for night and day

and having that pulsing in your brain - except, she can’t imagine
caring enough. She twitches about what it costs, and what would happen
if some devices had a vacation? (Could she persuade X to charge

the iPad every second day?) X says the poem has gone off the rails.
He wants silver devotion and panic about tangled chargers, dark

at the bottom of the suitcase (what goes with what?) and supposing
you left the phone charger behind, and couldn’t call, even

if you were angry.

118



Vana Manasiadis

from Quantum Physics Tells Us Separation
Is Only An Illusion

The representation of coexistence is impossible in Time alone; it
depends, for its completion, upon the representation of Space;
because, in mere Time, all things follow one another, and in
mere Space all things are side by side; it is accordingly only by
the combination of Time and Space that the representation of
coexistence arises.

— Arthur Schopenhauer, On the Fourfold Root of the Principle of
Sufficient Reason (1813).

1. The sharing of atoms is the nature of things

tLoves Labours Lost (William Shakespeare, first quarto 1598)

reading then naming happened in the library (Armado: Of what
Complexion? Boy: Ofthe sea). Deconstruction reposition

the dictionary and mischief Complectare, complexio: you are embrace
then combination a constitution in balance - perfect melancholy
choler brain and heart - before the reckoning For example

the messenger will announce death at the end of the play

for example the elements might draft new compounds

for example the Rankine Brown building teemed historical:

dark furniture dust suspended but hark the time-bomb of shivering air

Dear Complexion Boyt, Yes, you were radiant, but you weren’t the only one. There
were, I'll admit, other loves, other tunnels. It’s true, that when I walked down the
Dixon Street steps, the city lights nearing, the library books bearing me down, I'd
hear the poles clang and say: this is my sound, the sound that represents. So I'd reach
for the handrail, (ears ringing, snake-like hair stinging), and stand against the gale-
force of that place. But four humours used to form our architectures, four elements
the Universe, so now I know that the air could only be felt because the earth was:
green darkness, wet undergrowth, the
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tCrossing the Tararuas (Wairarapa Times, 13 February 1909)
Two settlers carried a swag a map of the district and a camera
after completing their climb they descended

arranged to signal by lighting a fire by hoisting

a white sheet When darkness set in long rows of street lamps
could be traced in the western towns A glorious sunrise

such as a man sees but once A swim such as mortal man

had never before attempted An ocean of glory the gilded peaks
the mighty Ruamahanga river Tuesday morning broke

with a heavy nor’-wester raging and a thick driving fog

Messrs Adkin and Lancaster decided not to climb the Peak
[They] took no less than fifty photographs wonderfully clear
and good Of course it is only experienced men familiar

with bush country who can safely cross

tramps into Tararuat bush with Danny. He didn’t sit with us on the study floor,
didn’t waste time reading rays, or marking marginalia, though things with him

weren’t simple. What was it about our combination? We followed routes that could
just as easily have led over cliffs as to huts Cone or Kime, we dragged rivers behind us
along the flats, we almost always lost the tracks: red arrows in the trees, other fellows
to ask the way. Close and tight. Everything would get pulled in black-hole like, and
the kamahi canopies would scratch the tops of our heads before Danny would leap

into action at last, resolved to
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Waiohine River Valley (George Leslie Atkin, 1909, Photograph)

or perhaps the White Mountains overlapping

or perhaps the Nida Plateau smooth without the snow-chains

or perhaps Anogia peak village of wildmen (statue of a gunman)

or perhaps Acharnai habitat of wolves and were-creatures: maero:
who can reassemble return to bush bare the long nails

(waits) between mortal visits by collecting strange sticks

kindling shards of language: Styx the Acheron Not lethe though -
you don't like to lose things

forge forward. Was he a lizard, or a fish? Tauwharenikau, Waiohine, 1 Otaki; time to
bush-bash, he’d say in the leaving light, slithering downwards towards the banks. He
was a geographer and looked for channels; he collected mud samples and analysed
their contents. He didn’t need a map - like I need now - to navigate the spacetime.
The nowtime. Because let’s face it: you are still seated by the light shining, the poles
on the steps are still trilling, Danny is still digging. And when I look back, and there,
(here), I see our synchronous cosmologies, the points of our conjunction, (the
tunnels overlapping as if warrens). I see the molecules we formed while believing
were single.
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Owen Marshall

White Dog

In the final winter light I see a white dog
running on the hill beside the fence line.
Such even gait, such conviction of purpose
and direction, without creating sound at all.

Almost luminous, he goes up and over
taking the last colour of the day to some
far, cold country, and leaving me alone
in contemplation of my own indecision.

Release

Not one cloud afloat on all the fathomless blue

That makes an ocean of this headland view.

Shall I take one deep breath, release the handbrake
Of gravity, fall upwards, soundlessly in to endless
Depths of sky. In the slow and silent tumble

Of a space man, I will see my trousers billow

My glasses drift away, all responsibility and pain
Diminish with the world below, I will rejoice

In endless distance, trust myself to the austere beauty
Of emptiness. A home coming child might look up
See me rising in slow, contented disarray, and smile.
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Margaret Moores

She was not pregnant

“And the Glory of the Lord” is the first chorus of Handel’s Messiah.
At choir practice I sometimes stand beside a tenor who once taught
me English. This was after Kennedy but before the moon landings
when everyone had a transistor radio. I had piano lessons on
Tuesday lunchtimes in the hall behind the Catholic Church on the
Main Road. I rode my bicycle. Grease all over my school socks. The
first page of the “Raindrop Prelude” will always smell of warm
tomato sandwiches and dust. If I had begun a sentence with ‘And,’
the tenor would have circled it in red. He used to pace around the
room in iambic pentameters; sometimes he mixed it up with a brief
spasm of anapaest. We do not discuss those days. There was a green
dress with a sash but it became too tight under the arms. It seemed
that the older you became, the harder it was to please everyone. I
did not always do as I was told. Chilblains in winter and then in
summer all the skin peeled off our backs as if we were emerging
from a chrysalis. The boy who I had a crush on when I was sixteen
had a tiny scar shaped like a quaver on his cheekbone. He was
sleeping with the girl who gave dance lessons in the hall on Saturday
mornings. They got married as soon as he turned eighteen. She was
not pregnant. When [ visited them after their wedding, the dance
teacher set up her ironing board and pressed his shirts, weeping
silently, while we spoke about school. I walk home rehearsing my
part; the soft hiss of the iron scalding the back of my throat.
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Lambton Quay

Must I dress like that in Lambton Quay? I had one pair of jeans and
wore my hair long. The buildings were covered with scaffolding and
the workmen whistled and called. In my mother’s day, nice girls
wore skirts with stockings. I didn’t care that I couldn’t cook. If I
covered my breasts with my folded arms, the wind whipped my hair
into my mouth. I carried all my belongings in a box from the
Railway Station, stopping every few yards to rest my arms. A boy
used to visit me on his motorbike. He wanted sex, but I pretended to
be uninterested. Ishould have been less surprised when he stopped
calling. The taste of bourbon; an unshaven face. Tongue. It was
some time before I could make use of this. At night, my reflection
floated, disembodied, in the dark window above my desk as I
watched the steps that led to the Rose Gardens. We used to talk
about music although I had no record player. There is no reason to
think of these, or any other incidents. In the clinic last week, the
young doctor offered to show me my cervix on her screen. She asked
if I was still sexually active. What is the correct answer? I looked
away while she talked to the nurse. We all have experiences that we
do not like to share. I used to paint my toenails red to match my
sandals. Two people kissing under an apple tree might be lovers. If
you look closely at the screen you will see the abnormality.
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Martha Morseth

Consider the metaphor

a Hopper painting

one source of light

on a girl in a red dress

with a white collar

sitting on a worn blue carpet

around her on the floor

strips of newspaper form rooms of her house
and her friend’s

as well as the building

where the dance will be held

and not to forget the rapidly sketched rectangle
a silver convertible

she dresses her paper doll for the festive occasion

a peach mini skirt and a velvet bolero over a lace top
She walks her doll beyond the paper walls.

the friend, falling ill, has not appeared

it is fortunate the girl possesses power
over circumstances

she will be the belle of the ball
her friend will die.
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Dream I

Soar of seagulls

lap of surf on sand

one bare footprint and then another
[ dreamed I drowned my husband
water so clear I see the stones
pebbles of quartz and lakes of mica
bits of seaweed tumbled by current
I held his shoulders so his face was under.
dog plunges into waves finds ball

[ watch the owner in the dunes

a dark rectangle against the sun
arms of kelp entwined his body.
tonight I sit on the cool deck

stir ice cubes in my drink
think of him here.
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Elizabeth Morton

Cerberus

And I snoozed like a dog at the gates of Hell,
dreamed of yellow paddocks and livestock,

a world above of foliage and campfire,

ranch barns and buttercups crisping in the heat.
Stationed at the Third Circle, gobbling soil like air,
[ waded in sewage with the other bodies,

picking crops of excrement with my dog teeth.

[ was a three-headed show hound.

My mane of snakes spat indignities to the soup
of humans smeared over the gory petri dish.

I would emulate the slow wag of Minos’ tail,
needle at granite with my lion claws.

And I would shepherd the sinners to their vaults,
yap at stragglers and fugitives, yowl moonwards
and rattle the iron gate, braying for honeycakes,
music, and a master with warm hands.
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The Audience

We picnicked under the crucifixion,
sucked on chicken feet and gizzards
while the mother mary shook

and the paparazzi shot their polaroids.
We supped off our best silverware,
clawed apart a pomegranate

and let the innards spill out over
jesus’ toes. We licked the juices

off his bunions, blisters. We handed
him up a glass of wine. Cheers,

we think his cracked voicebox said.
Cheers Cheers. And we sat in
constellations on the clay. And
while jesus looked grimly at the
night, we toothpicked the poultry
from our gums, packed our trash
into biodegradable bags,

and hitchhiked out of Calvary.
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Heidi North-Bailey

Winter, Kings Cross

[ see you now, Housing Block,
winter stripping you bare,

trees cringe, naked

their branches scratch

thin as the anorexic

drunk who sleeps with his face

to God,
hiding nothing.

[ see your red doors

your stark cheap painted
windows with their bars

you huddle on the other side
of the dark canal

[ see you.
Brutal as the concrete sky

Kings Cross slung around your neck too,
[ see you. You see me.

129



Keith Nunes

an escalation

eating lawn clippings this balmy Saturday, lacklustre leaves afraid of
discourse, Sharon peeling off my tattoos while I prune my
conversational style and throw it in the compost, over-the-fence Bob
tells me how to screw my wife because he’s had positive feedback
from her, the virgin bush blushes every sunrise and seems outraged
about how she was treated every sunset, it’'s uniformly
uncomfortable when I sit around here where the stinging barbs
come from behind as you're trying to climb to the next level
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Stephen Oliver

Broken

for Bob Orr

My brother Deluxe 1350 portable typewriter. You were at your
clattering best back in the 7os, as young as I was, clacked through
the days and nights, under wintry, black ribbons of cloud that
spooled by, over Reynoldstown high above Careys Bay, up Blueskin
Road, toward Mount Cargill. You clattered against nor’westerlies
and macrocarpa; clumped windbreaks sloping out across the
ridgeline, over rock-strewn paddocks.

You travelled with me back to Wellington, then Auckland, and
finally, onto Sydney. Now look at you, keys yellow as old teeth, type
bars slumped in their basket. A hollow Amphitheatre. O Brother!
Such shouts and applause arose from your chest’s alveolus. Letters
stamped upon the page as your carriage rolled those sheets away.
The bell that sounded the end of each line!

It could have been a boxing match. You returned by sea but too
late. Unceremoniously, I dumped you on the side of the road.
Amongst stained mattresses, broken TVs, soiled clothing. Then,
unaccountably, I wanted to make amends. I returned an hour later,
thinking I could salvage something from the past. To mend your
broken, metal heart. To assuage my sentimental one. Nothing was
found. You had been cleared away with the garbage. A fitting end,
brother, I thought. We had both moved on, though not without
regret.
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Alistair Paterson

Cold Harbour

This is the end of the poem
as it was
from the beginning ...

& this is Falstaff - ‘foul staff’ -
Shakespeare
had to dispose of, if
Hal was to become the hero -
the victor at Agincourt.

And it’s why
[ want to hear them shout
when the poet goes up
to the microphone & waits
in the Olympic stadium ...

[ want to hear them
call the poet’s name
the way it was
in the mead hall
when the bard stood up,
struck the lyre
& said -

but we can’t quite get there
can’t get there because -
wherever it is we're going
is a long way off
& the harbour
as it’s always been -
the harbour’s cold ...
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Vehicles are sold
The docket rests on the counter

birds sometimes make a summer
but need

to be strictly observed
when the greater is better
than what
was there
it was always

the lesser

a cube provides adequate work space
there are no cars available

overseas visitors receive attention
but don’t always
deserve what they get
pay less than what’s expected
there’s no sense in being in a country

patrolled by
armed soldiers
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Landscape with pictures

Art and Yorkshire from Turner to Hockney

a bridge of sighs connecting the furthest
edges of the world to birds here in the garden,
to the segments of bread I've thrown to them
on a cold autumn morning

And in the book there’s Philippa Pearson’s
Bringing in the Milk (c. 1940) ink and wash
from the Estate of the Artist - pale, suggesting
snow but inhabited by that same night

that pervades everything and everyone

And everywhere the shape of unknowing
painted between splashes and blobs of colour:
Katharine Holmes, b 1962 - her painting, 2009
Detail from Living in a Limestone Landscape
oil on canvas (courtesy of the Artist)

the death of what’s created and therefore decays
Thomas Girtin’s Fountains Abbey

the great east window from the presbytery (c. 1799)
watercolour on paper, 46.4 x 32.3 cm

held in the Museum Sheffield

They fill the pages with the colour and light

of another country as distant and unobtainable

as the hills, the mountains, the craters of the moon
invisible now the sun is up but still there -

a silver sphere in never ending night
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Milorad Peji¢

Ocean Beach
For David

We had nothing either for buying or for selling
when we turned onto the narrow road to Ocean
Beach. There’s nothing about Ocean Beach

in brochures; on the map it’s a tiny speck,

but we gave word to each other that we would
find something to remember it by.

Low tide is the shallowest part of the day.

[t seems that we ourselves are being emptied

of our own thoughts. With high tide the villages
on the hills again come closer to the coast,
invading the pastures. The houses are wrestling
for a view of the sea. We jumped in, unwary
bathers, and the current pulled us to the open sea.
It took long for the boats to arrive. Too long for me,
and too late. Since then I've not slept nights.

The thoughts of water taking away our bodies

will never empty.

[Translated by Omer HadZiselimovic]
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Sarah Penwarden
Lady-in-waiting

Your Karen Walker dress

blue with tiny white dots,

a gentle fabric, wafer-thin;

it would have wafted around you

as you walked.

White arms, cylindrical -

a Greek marble statue -

they have painted your finger-nails pink.

Your hair is

brown, tinged red;

I’'m not sure now whether it’s your own,

or whether the emperor of maladies robbed
that from you too.

Closed eyes,

closed mouth -

I'm willing your chest to rise.

Carried aloft, this lady-in-waiting,
carried aloft in a natural wood coffin;
we circle around you

sleeping princess,

fine as a doll

with clasped hands, we wait on you
while flitting candles

are lit.
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Charmed

(Interview with a West Country great-aunt)

The blitz was on
(it’ s not cool dear)
we went down to a shelter,
(this is true)
we were blown over the steps,
my Mum was blown across the road
by the blast
and cut her head
(we had charmed lives really).

If we’d have gone down when the sirens went -
if my sister had been there five minutes before -
she would have been killed with

all these children,

all the children.

We went back home when the raid was over;
My Dad went to get something
to shift masonry to get to
these children,
(this is true)
when they came back again,
all they could do was ...
my father felt a little girl’s hand,
and she died.

We went back home to make a cup of tea:
we had a dresser with the cups on.

All the cups were gone,

but all the handles were still there.

Mother washed out some jam jars,

my father took his shaving mug and washed it,
and drank soapy tea;

he said it was the best cup of tea

he ever tasted.
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My Dad was always good
at making something
beautiful.

There was a knock at the door.
It was an air raid warden, who said,
(I'm going to swear, I don’t usually swear)
What the bloody hell are you doing here?
You've got an unexploded bomb in the next garden!

We had to go back into that shelter
where those children were lying,
and we stayed there
all night

(we had charmed lives really).
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Mark Pirie

A Thoughtful Optional Extra
(or Throw Stones The Easy Way!)

Would you like us to frame your beautiful Name Poem
in this handsome, quality, 14” x 11” display frame which
has been specially designed and custom-made to
compliment your gift . . .

Framing (including frame) just $19.95

YOUR NO-RISK ORDER FORM

Mail to Name Poems
The Academy of Throwing Stones
Dark Side of the Moon

YES! Please rush me the Name Poem(s) as
indicated.

Writer Name 1:
0 Male o Female Date of Birth:

Writer Name 2:
0o Male o Female Date of Birth:

Writer Name 3:
0 Male o Female Date of Birth:

Are you purchasing as a:
0 Jealous Ex 0 Bitter & Twisted Rival
O Rebel Youth o Literary Enemy

Name Poems $12.95 each
Framing (including frame) @$19.95 each
Postage & Handling — Popular Names only $1.95
— Framed ($4.95)
Total:
PUrchaser: ........coovevecieieieeeeeeeee e




Your 100% Money Back Guarantee
Your satisfaction is of upmost concern. If for any
reason, you are not absolutely delighted with
your Name Poem, simply send it back to us in
original condition within 30 days for a full, no
questions asked refund. Otherwise, we will
endeavour to increase your satisfaction!!
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Kerry Popplewell

At sparrow-fart

Here comes morning
with its customary gift of light
and list of things to be done.

Three days ago we came home.
Now you too have returned,
small expectant gargoyles
perched evenly apart

on the rim of the garage roof.

At sun-up

my every move is monitored
through the kitchen window pane.
You're prepared it seems to pardon
my late dereliction of duty

if I deliver the goods -

if  make quite sure
it’s Fast Food.
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Joanna Preston

Portrait of Great Aunt Lavinia as a Bathysphere

So reinforced - her waist, the bounty
of her chest, her coral reef of painted hair -

you'd swear she’d walk away unharmed
from being struck by lightning, by
a trolley-car, by a sudden fancy

to walk down to the quay, and keep on walking

past the shops - shuttered now, and sleeping - past
the window where they sell the ferry tickets,

past the nikau, holding up and out their palms
in meditation or in supplication,

past the bollards, counting off the waves
along the pier, and on and off the end

into the water.

And now she finds that water

is her element. Bubbles are a shoal
of fish that shimmer round her, and she

is open-mouthed with love.
She sinks deeper, her skirts a plume
of jellyfish, her shoes a pair of cuttlefish,

unlacing and retreating in a puff of coloured ink.

Her hair uncoils slowly from its braids,
trailing languorous above her, like her fingers,
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a farewell to the air-soaked world above,

and I know that she crossed gladly, slipped
into the boundless kingdom of the ocean,

leaving nothing but her name, a story
touched with brine.

Nightfall

Little by little, day winds down
its props, its scaffold of light.
The sun is slipped into its case,

and a woman with a basket
of washing is the last pin

holding back the curtain of night,

the tumble and the weight of it.
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Vaughan Rapatahana

he wahi hi mohoao

ko kaore he ira tangata.
ki ténei wahi.

ko nga rakau whakahara anake
nga manu taurikura anake,

he awa rangimarie

ki he korero i he pakoreha.

ko te wahi

0 nga atua, riwha
engari kei konei tonu.
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a wild silent place

nothing human
in this place.

only the massive trees

only the undisturbed birds

a peaceful river

with a speech to nothing at all.

the place of the god-ancestors, part-invisible
but here always.

NB. Atua is particularly untranslatable to English reo or language and
hence, culture = our semi-godlike ancestors who could manifest
themselves in the natural world and still can do so.
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kaore wareware

kaore wareware koe ténei moana
ko tau toto

kaore wareware koe ténei wai

ko tau manawa

kaore wareware koe énei taatea
ko tau nga.

kei mua nga manu

1 ténei

kei mua nga ika

1 ténei

kei mua nga tangata maori
1 ténei

te kainga o Tangaroa

tino nui

tino kaha

tino tahito

ko tau ora

kaore wareware koe ténei.
kaore wareware

tonu

Te Moana-nui-a-Kiwa.
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don’t forget

don’t you forget this ocean

it’s your blood

don’t you forget this water

it’s your heart

don’t you forget these breaking waves
it’s your breath.

before the birds

was this

before the fish

was this

before the common man
was this,

the home of Tangaroa

very big
very strong
so primeval

it’s your life

don’t you forget this
don’t ever forget

The Pacific.

[Tangaroa - Maori - God of the Sea.]
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Nicholas Reid

From the Sky Tower

From the Sky Tower, it’s a planner’s map.
Each boulevard is flattened, Albert Park
is a smooth greensward with no cranky hill.

20 degrees from upright, the near roofs
are mould- and rust-specked, grimy, but beyond,
at 45, they're architects’ templates.

On arrowed arteries, the matchbox cars
slide silent journeys past homunculi
scaled to the bath-tub yachts and bonsai trees.

Ideal city on an ideal plane
Toytown to the horizon, dropped among
volcanoes, greenery and shipping lanes.

Unreal city from a tower-top
where laws of gravity are put aside
by abseilers, whose risk is pocket-deep.

Time for those fantasies from table-top
and childhood bedspread, when each fold and crease
was a defile for ambush and broadside.

The men of Ponsonby, with shields and spears,
do war with galleys from the Howick coast
and fuel 20 books of epic verse.

Condottiere, paid by Ellerslie,
force-march their way to Northcote in mere weeks
and pillage to their mercenary code.

A Grande Armée plods up the motorway

to Remuera Borodino where
Mt Hobson is the aristos’ grandstand.
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The wind that shakes the tower is a mob
of orator-enraged Parisians
called out to sack casino or Bastille.

Unreal Toytown from a tower-top.
We Harry Lime it on our Ferris wheel
with cash-value assigned to human dots.

Till down the baculum we drop at last
to noise, humanity, the proper scale.
Reality. The city on the ground.

The Trail

True history has a trail. Not just
the bubble of the moment but

the strings tied to your feet, in
ancestry, paternity, uncle- and aunt-ship
and those who survived a time
before your own, but can still live it
in your time, recalling, explicating,
seeing things in the present

of yourself. And in your brain, too,
1966 is not just 1966, but what

you have brought to that table.

So it’s ‘66. I'm fifteen

or thereabouts and watching

on Sunday afternoon television
(single-channel, black-and-white)
an English film from 1951

called I Believe in You in which

a do-gooding probation officer
with plummy voice

saves proletarian youth from crime.
And I'm thinking “How old,

how very old, this film is!
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You’d never have a lead now
played by Cecil Parker, or

the audience asked to like

these snobby types.” Not that

[ put it into words like that.

(I'm redacting. You understand.)
I mean I had a sense the world
had changed, and even, un-rebellious,
on a sofa, in a living room, I knew
this was the 60s

and the film was an antique.

So now I'm stunned to find

the gap from film to me was only
fifteen years; and fifteen years

is nothing in my life now,

taking me back only to

1999 when I knew what I know
and who [ know and was already
me as much as | will ever be.
And I'm thinking of the trail,

the strings, those things
clutching the grown-ups

in 1966, the older ones who thought
this film something they’d just seen
yesterday at the Bijou,

modern, like them. And 1951

was last year. And outside the pub
old RSA types still in their heads
fighting Tobruk, and not having

to ask why Matapan Road was called
Matapan Road because that was
their recent history and they dragged
the trail into my time

and theirs.
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Dikra Ridha

The Last Day in My Country

Butterflies, when they migrate,

how do they know where they're going -
do they know before they go? I heard
their wings flap against the sky. No.

[ don’t remember leaving the rising

dust of my country. Nor do [ remember
the colour of sky when the stars faded.
Did the wings flap or flutter? Hold

the dried thymus leaves in your hand,
breathe them in; do you remember

what you prayed for? I tried to inhale

the threads of light, but the hand of prayer
was inside my abdomen, clutching

my diaphragm, pressing it, folding

it, kneading it into my lungs, if the ground

could powder under my feet; warm,;

its dust gathers round my ankles, earth rushes
up to my knees, cold, ruffling, howling
upwards. | raise my arms, close my eyes

and taste it on my tongue. But the rising

dust missed the butterfly wings and fell

onto my drawings; sitting under the sun

with you, doodling with twigs in the earth -
flowers in our hair - maps of our lives.

The ancient ruins remain where our footsteps

had been. The shoes I lost will home cocoons
for butterflies that fill my place - fluttering
from flower to flower - their mottled

wings spread the orange over that old colony.
Our latitude to the sun alters our heartbeats
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and the mud, when it rained, suited the life blown
into us. We pray for the peace of an old country,
for the earth to hold my shoes under its thymus
shrubs - its butterflies rely on the sun’s rays

to return in autumn. How do they know?

We waved from the car as the dust rose

behind the tires, stone blended into the ground,
the sky turned pale, the building turned into time.
Pulling my veins, straining them towards

my back - the heart turned in my chest.

The Flower Beneath Baghdad

For grandma Zahra

I've been told that at dawn you sat on a rock,
aching after childbirth, grinding wheat grains
for the family. Grandma, the bread you fed

the family had your tears in it. I am the daughter
of one of your children. [ may have your eyes
or your small hands. You couldn’t read

or write, but I know you sang lullabies
while the fox circled the hens - your son stood
behind you at night and listened.

Who were you grieving for? You had
five children in a mud hut, fed
them from the orchard you kept, boiled

water from the Tigris you feared. You wept

for the son who left the country at night
in a boat. Somewhere, at a certain distance
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from the river, you became the roots of wild
flowers. But a decade before you baked,
your mother named you Flower; the girl

who served and smiled’. With your petal
hands you sifted flour and kneaded
the dough. You sang calling your mother; telling

her about your son; how you named
him after the saint; if she could’ve held him while you cried
or fed him while you ate. How you had no sugar

to sweeten the pain. You sang asking why she brought
you to a world of sadness and left you in it.
Grandma, beneath the streets of Baghdad, you heard

the birds in the orchard, the hens scattering,
the village doula’s prayers, granddad’s requests
for dinner, crickets at night, footsteps of Baghdad, boots

of invasion, the shaking ground, running feet, falling
body parts, tankers rolling over and dogs fighting
for food. You were a poet who only sang at night, a poor

person in a grave — unmarked. Beneath the city,
you - and how many like you, blend into the old mud,
soak in the chemicals of war. Beneath the city, the wild

flowers have died. Cement has been laid

there and no one knows where you are. Grandma,
where do I lay flowers for you - if I ever walk in Baghdad?
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David Romanda

Fast Food

The dude who comes to you with a pubic hair in his burger ... Do
you make him a new burger? Or do you punish him, as you’ve been
punished time and again in this cruel world, by plucking the hair off
and re-serving the dude his same sandwich?

Do you notice the dweeb trying to signal you for a third refill of
water? Or do you turn your back on him, like so many have turned
their backs on you, and make him wait ten minutes in line?

Do you rat out the pimply, warty rat boy that mixes creepy shit into
the sauces? Or do you join him and lash out at the multitudes by
adding your own creepy shit?

As soon as it’s ready, do you jet out the order of twelve chicken
burgers to the dick-faced jock waiting in his brand spanking new
yellow Hummer? Or do you get revenge on all dick-faced jocks and
forget to put the chicken in the fryer? After he complains, super red-
dick-faced, do you forget to put the chicken down again, and yet
again?

Do you clean, clean, clean like a good worker bee? Or do you spread
the love by wiping down the urinals, then wiping the faucets, door
handles, trays, tables, and salt'n pepper shakers with the same cloth?

Do you pay back all the sexy mousy bitches that have wounded you
by snitching on the sexy mousy bitch that breaks into registers with
a paperclip when the newbie cashiers are out cleaning the dining
room? Or do you demand a ten and a five and jive, jive, jive?

When the homeless guy comes in asking you to refill the coffee cup
he fished out of the trash, do you follow procedure and call your ass-
faced manager, Brad? Or do you give the guy a new cup filled with
fresh coffee, and hell, toss him a free cheeseburger as well?
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Angel

In bed, one drunken night, Tiffany tells me

her ex had “crazy-intense” back hair. It was shaped like
two angel wings, she says. Imagine.

Fast forward a half year, and she asks me why

[ never call her angel anymore.
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Brittany Rose

To Dad

It’s all
your own
fault.

You told me,

“Men

are discriminated against
in a family court,

ruled over by

gutless men and

selfish women.”

When I couldn’t describe
my knotted intestines,

the rope

twisted around my stomach,
my mother held me,

“