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A friend asked me the other day what I understood by the word
“professional” when used in the context of craft. I replied by saying
that I use the ferm fo describe those who are so committed to
excellence within their craft that they are prepared to devote as
wmuch of their time as possible fo its pursuit. In many cases this will
involve making all or part of their living from it.

The increasing number of people who are making that commit-
ment are turning craft into one of the more exciting growth in-
dustries in this country at present. One body to recognise that
growth is the Development Finance Corporation which, in associ-
ation with the QEII Arts Council amfthe Crafis Council, has
implemented a Craft Loans Scheme to encourage its further de-
velopment.

The problem is that being professional about the business aspect
of craft often takes second place in a crafter’s scheme of things. This
is understandable; some would even say that it is as it should be,
though after too many years of expecting my family to make do on
the most basic of incomes, I am not one ofrzem. Nevertheless, this
distinct lack of professionalism is possibly the greatest hindrance to
the further growth of the craft industry.

I am not saying that in order to become more professional one has
to compromise one’s craft, or any other values, but it does entail an
acknowledgement that we are living in 1986 and should adopt at
least some basic business attitudes appropriate to this I}I’MI.

Credibility is a key word. If you have to struggle to make a
living (and crafters know the meaning of that word better than
most), it is likely that your self image is suffering along with your
pocket. And if you have trouble believing in yourself, isn’t it
asking a lot to expect others to?

This applies equally whether you are out to sell your work to
the public, or whether you are applying to the DFC for a loan. In
the latter case, you are selling yourself and if you cannot de-
monstrate your confidence in the product, and convince the lender
that the investment will be safe, then you’ve lost the sale.

In a timely article in this issue, John Schiff and Edith Ryan give
you some good advice on how not to lose that sale.
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oapbox

The system of selling work on commission is one which has many dis-
advantages to the craftsperson.

The system I'm referring to is that where work is produced by a
craftsperson and placed in a retail outlet and paid for, lf; the retailer,
when a customer buys the work. Usually the retailer will add about 25%
to the price the m‘ygperson charges, this being much lower than the 50%
or 60% added when work is bought outright by that retailer.

There are several problems in commission selling.

Firstly, as a crafisperson making these goods, I must take my (say)
$2000 and buy materials to make the goods. I spend so many hours at my
normal hourly rate, creating the work, and seng’ or deliver the work to the
retailer. One big problem is that instead of getting the $2000 plus my
other costs (hourly rate, overheads, etc) back then, I get nothing and
therefore either have to give up work until I get that money or use other
money (borrowed, with interest?) to carry on.

In the meantime, the shop owner has my stock at no cost to him/her
and I am either paying interest on a loan, to get more materials — or I'm
not able to work since I've spent my money on the materials which are
now sitting as made up goods in someone’s craftshop.

The e_ﬁgct of this is that I've lent considerably more than $2000 to that
business without charging any interest and, more than that, I've given
them quite a bit of stock for their shop.

Would you normally give a business person $2000, interest free, to
help run their business?

So — why now?

Another point is this: if the retailer has to spend his/her money buying
stock he/she will more likely want to sell THAT stock to get that money
back. But with your work, on the sell on commission basis, the retailer
hasn’t had to outlay money so there isn't the urgency to sell your work.

Perhaps that’s why it may be ineffectively displayed — being largely
stock to make the shop look “filled”.

Then there comes the time when you get back your unsold work. What
is its condition then? Scratched? Worn? Faded? Grubby? Probably.

I think it has to be observed that crafispeople do not exist for the
pleasure of craft shops. After all crafispeople can sell from fairs, their own
shops, co-operatives to which they might belong or from their home. The
fact of the the matter is that crafishops exist BECAUSE of craftspeople.
- In essence my objection to selling on commission is that crafispeople are
not here to give interest free loans to craff outlets (in the form of finished
work). Crafshops should be properly capitalised so they can afford to
buy stock for their shop.

However, until craftspeople stop this practice, shop owners will prob-
ably keep at it. It’s up to the craffspeople to say “No! I'm afraid I'm not
in the game of giving interest-free loans to business (?) people.”

(/W

LETTERS. ..

Copyright on tutors’
notes

Pam Frahm’s Letter to the
Editor, Winter 1986, touched
on something which has
concerned me for some time.

In 1983 together with a
lawyer Victoria Mathews, [
co-authored an article in Threads
(the magazine of the
Association of New Zealand
Embroiderers’ Guilds) about
copyright and ethics and
morality, particularly as applied
to tutors and notes.

We discovered that although
legislation exists to protect
copyright, in reality there was
little we could do except
develop a code of ethics for the
protection of those who tutor
embroidery in a serious and
dedicated way.

Some points made were:

® Most of us learn embroidery by
attending classes where written
marfrr'af stuch as notes, charts and
diagrams may be sufpt’r’r:d by the
tutor, It is unethical to use this
material yourself to teach classes
in the same subject without the
express permission of the original
tutor and an acknowledgement
that the material was written by
someone else. You should evolve
your own method of teaching and
working in the subject based on
knowledge gained from a variety
of sources.

® The advent of the photocopier
has made it easy to break the
copyright laws consciously or
usniconsciously. if, as a mtor, you
photocopy anything written or
created by another, to hand out
to your class, always
acknowledge the source.

® Give credit for any borrowed
material such as examples of
work and visual aids.

® Credit the source if you are
passing on to your students an
unusual method of working a
stitch or design.

® Tell your students it is unethical
to take someone else’s design and
pass it off as an original.

As a precaution we suggested
tutors sﬁould sign or initial each
page of written material before
copying it for distribution.

Those teaching crafts to
adults are not required to have
any qualifications, so it is very
easy for someone to go to a few
classes and then start tutoring
themselves without doing any
more towards developing their
craft or tutoring skills. Mere
regurgitation cannot improve
standards!

As an Association we have
been trying to guard against
this by running tutor training
seminars, pointing out areas of
training available to improve
craftsmanship or tutoring skills,
and producing a register of
tutors througﬁou: the country.
In a few years all those tutors

TO THE EDITOR

on our Register will have to
have certain qualifications.

There is a long way to go but
at least it is a start. Perhaps one
day all crafts will be protected
from unqualified or
incompetent tutors who erode
the standards we are all trying
so hard to establish.

Mina Thomas

Damnation...

In response to the latest CC
magazine: this morning |
looked at the Crafts Council
jersey and realised I didn’t want
to wear it; in the same way I
look at the Crafts Council
magazine now and | don’t want
to wear that either. What's
more important I don’t want to
buy that any longer. I am angry
and disappointed, the once
fabulous magazine became a
bleak, uninspiring event.

It could be a strong voice and
outside organ the Crafts
Council could play, but it must
convey enthusiasm and cerebral
activity. Now the magazine
lacks intelligence. People like to
receive visual pleasure: one
takes time to dwell over a good
written article, photographs and
a good layout. A gripping
combination of these three
attributes lifts the reader onto a
higher level of interest; because
the positively spirited message
of a good magazine stimulates
and shares perceptual strokes.

Unfortunately the Crafts
Council magazine does not do
this now. Its excitement level
finally dropped to freezing
point. The latest editorial gives
three hails to people of which I
am advised to be proud. This,
an editorial? The flood of black
and white photographs remind
me of a Coronation Street type
midlife crisis. Mr Bob Bassant’s
journalistic efforts waned badly
since his box show article
(Spring 84, a true masterpiece)
and the ANZ Fibre Award
review (Summer 85).
Managerial talent and ethics of
the editorial staff are seriously
brought into question since no
apology for the missing Spring
86 magazine has been issued: in
fact, the serial numbers were
quietly kept in sequence.

The magazine shows a pale
and anachronistic portrait. The
message feels tight and
unfriendly.

Playing that sort of game
with the consumer and the
society is foolish and costly.
Measures need to be taken to
improve on all fronts totally.
The editorial staff and the
Council itself must free
themselves from this
energy-crisis and emerge with a
clearly forward action.

I offer this criticism in the
spirit of the magazine when we
knew it from better times.

Roland Siebertz _

... and Praise

I am writing in praise of your
latest Crafts Magazine 17,
Winter 1986.

It is an editorial gem that
shows an abundance of talent in
a brave and informative layout.

I found the freshness and
variation of the design ideas
stimulatingly displayed and in
the richness of their colour,
texture and shape lies the keys
we craftspeople have been
seeking and striving for for
years.

My congratulations to the
doers and the finders.

Margaret Norris
Auckland

“Goodly Jewellery I”

I thoroughly agree with Biddy
Fraser-Davies in her letter
entitled “Goodl I]ewei]ery". I
have looked and looked at
pictures of strange things
adorning the body — quite
decorative on a posing figure,
but hard to imagine anyone
moving around wearing such
“jcwe]ﬁ:ry". So what?

Ruth Coyle

“Goodly Jewellery II”

I am writing in response to
Biddy Fraser's letter and in
defence of large impractical
jewellery. I am in a position to
do so because I was making
jewellery ten and fifteen years
ago when many people were
experimenting with large
jewellery regardless of its
practicality. We had our time of
Eushing the limits of size in

etween making the rings that
were our bread and butter
items. These large neckpieces
and body ornaments were
exhibited, a few sold to
women, who displayed them
on their walls, and occasionally
took them down to wear.
Then, satisfied with having
tried that, we moved on to
other aspects.

Since then experimental
jewellery has become a lot
smaller, but it has always been
made for the development of
the jeweller. If afterwards
someone likes it enough to buy
it well and good. Such pieces
are not the ﬁaily business of
working and are not made for
the “daily business of living”,
Most of them are like diamond
necklaces, in that they should
be worn on special occasions. A
woman who quite happily goes
out in the evening wearing high
heels, stockings and a skirt tight
enough to impede walking isn’t
going to expect an expensive
piece of jewellery to feel like a
second skin. She wants to be
reminded that it’s there, but she

is not forced to buy a really
uncomfortable piece of
jewellery. Peop]lnc have always
Leen willing to sacrifice total
comfort for ceremony, display
or beauty. The huge earrings
and nose pendants in the
Peruvian Gold exhibition (worn
by men only) are a good
example of this, Most cultures
have Eccn more willing to make
this sacrifice than our own.

The limitations which Biddy
Fraser would like to place on
jewellery would make it very
boring since you can never be
certain how comfortable a new
design will be until it has been
made. Anyone who wants it
can always buy boring jewellery
that doesn’t jag or scratch at
their local jewellers but that
should not be what we are
about. When it comes to other
people’s jewellery we all have
our likes and dislikes. We all
know work we would like to
put to one side, exclude it from
what we think of as jewellery,
but each person’s exclusions
would be different. It looks as if
we are stuck with having to call
the lot of it jewellery.

As for Paul Havgaard, the
heyday of his macho iron work
was about twenty years ago.
Most of this jewellery seemed
to have been intended for men,
chunky belt buckles and rings,
black feather with iron. If his
breast piece indicates hostility
towards women, as it may,
then he didn’t feel any kinder
towards men. However, he
might simply have become
carried away with an idea with
no ill intent.

The image of male jewellers
inflicting instruments of torture
on female clients is becoming
outdated at least for craft
jewellers. New Zealand is one
of the few countries where the
craft is still dominated by men.

I am more concerned about
the large dangling ear-ripping
earrings women Insist on
buying. Not because they are
uncomfortable but because |
think they make women look
stupid. A recent Listener article
threw some light on this
quoting from Alison Lurie’s
book The Language of Clothes —
“The entire history of feminine
fashions since 1910 can be
viewed as a series of more or
less successful campaigns to
force, flatter or bribe women
back into uncomfortable and
awkward styles ... increasingly
in order to handicap them in
professional competition with
men.” I can see large earrings in
future years becoming an easily
parodied trademark of the
1980s. McPhail and Gadsb
have started already. AnotKer
reason for disliking them is the
fact that I am forced to make
the wretched things. There is
not much else that customers
will buy anymore apart from
very conservative rings. Biddy
Fraser talks as if jewellers were
manipulating consumers. [ feel
that for saleable items it is the
other way around. We offer

them the full range but that is
almost all they take.
Eléna Gee

(reprinted from “Details”
No 13.)

Professional Ethics

Pam Frahm’s letter re
professional ethics gives me a
very uneasy feeling.

Like Pam Frahm I am a
weaver, a member of
NZSW&WS and have taken a
number of classes in my
subject, rug weaving.

I cannot find any validity in
the worries expressed in the
letter. Surely no good

rofessional would want to

and out any other person’s
notes as suggested. [ also
believe that those who are
doing it, if any, are inherently
bad teachers and won't last
long. Any appropriate guild
that is doing 1ts job properly
should check the qualifications
and abilities of any tutor they
wish to engage.

What does worry me is the
underlying accusation implied
against a person or persons
unnamed amounting to almost
a personal vendetta, That [ find
both unethical and
unprofessional especially when
her own national body last year
to the identical letter asked for
proof of the conduct
complained of.

Brian Milner

Get the name right

In reviewing “New faces” in
New Zealand Crafts Number
17, Bob Bassant writes that one
of Andrew Thompson’s pots
was purchased by the Auckland
War Museum in 1984. I know
the various names for this
Museum are confusing, but
since we are one of the major
public museums which actively
collects the New Zealand crafts,
can | make a plea for our names
to be used correctly?

Auckland Museum was
established in 1852. It became
part of the local branch of the
Royal Society of New Zealand
in 1868, whereupon its name
became “Auckland Institute and
Museum”. After the First
World War a building was
erected in the Auckland
Domain as the “Auckland War
Memorial”. This building is
occupied by the organisation
whicﬁ is the Auckland Institute
and Museum, and the building
is properly the “Auckland War
Memorial Museum”. Thus the
organisation is the “Auckland
Institute and Museum” which
inhabits the “Auckland War
Memorial Museum Building”,
which can be referred to for
short as the “Auckland
Museum”. But please, we are
not the Auckland War Museum.

G S Park
DIRECTOR
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Amy Mihi Brown looks at the Auckland and Wellington exhibitions of
contemporary work by Maori women

Maori women weavers, poets and
singers have traditionally held
authority within their own tribal areas
... sometimes throughout Aotearoa

. with their creativity, expressed in
womanly ways.

But the last few years have seen a
flowering of creativity amongst Maori
women 1nto other fields of
endeavour, embracing widely
diverging craft and art forms and
interpreting these forms in new and
exciting ways which are delivered
from a different cultural background.

Ngapine Tamihana Te Ao
conceived the idea of a group
exhibition in different media by
Maori women, the catalyst for this
being three separate exhibitions and
ideas, one of them involving Maori
men. Initially it was thought that

erhaps 20 women artists might be
ound, but as the karanga went out,
an extraordinary vitality went with it
and the karanga gathered in some 70
women who felt able and wanted to
contribute in some way to the
exhibition.

The art skills offered meant that
more than one venue was needed.
Subsequently, three Karanga Karanga
exhibitions were held in Gisborne,
Wellington and Auckland between
April and June.

Gallery directors became involved
and were caught up in the celebration
of such an endeavour. The wonderful
people of the Gisborne Museum &
Art Gallery, the Wellington City Art
Gallery and the Fisher (%a]lcry in
Pakuranga, Auckland, provided their
support, facilities, staff and the space
in which to see the resultant
exhibitions.

I did not see the Gisborne
exhibition and therefore cannot
comment on it, although some
illustrious artists participated. I spent
many hours at the Fisher Gallery, and
not as many as I'd have liked to at the
Wellington City Art Gallery.

Fisher Gallery

Karanga Karanga at the Fisher Gallery
cxcmp%jﬁcd what can happen when
women gather together and support
each other’s endeavours. The taonga
which resulted arose out of the
creative endeavours of talented
individuals, stimulated by group
support.

The exception to individual work
was “Waiata Koa”, a deceptively
simple eight stranded plaited weaving,
woven together by eight women an
completed just before the opening.
This ceiling to floor hanging, the
ropes ending in an open spiral, had a
lot to say, not only about the
entwining of lives and feelings, but
was also a ritual karakia or prayer of
thankfulness, accompanied as it was
by a waiata composed by Katerina
Mataira.

The exhibition shows major
differences of thought, ways of
seeing, art forms, style and so on.
Maori people are different from
Pakeha people. This should have
come as no surprise to anyone, but
there were viewers to whom it clearly
was.

The supremely beautiful tukutuku
panel by Hinemoa Harrison, Te
Korimako, showed this well.
Tukutuku exists in a world of its own
and is Maori women’s art at its best.

Te Korimako was not without
humour. Based on the symbol of the
korimako for the orator and audience,
the subtle difference in shading and
pattern on the right side of the panel
suggests that what is heard by tie
audience is often different to what is
said by the orator.

We always hear what we want to
hear.

Also from traditional art were the
feather cloak or kakahu, and kete
whakairo by Puti Rare. These were
very beauti%:.ll and again accentuated
differences between the cultures that

abide in New Zealand.

This kind of work may be, and is,
learnt by non-Maori but in the
learning, the very nature of the
weaving changes and becomes
cross-cultural and invested with new
meaning.

Oonagh Marino’s taaniko is a good
example of a traditional craft being
updated for contemporary use in her
display of earrings, %e]ts, wallets and
cigarette cases.

Toi Maihi is a talented artist who
works across many media. From her
simple shell jewellery to her rimurapa
or kelt knotted sculptures, she shows
an affinity with the materials of
nature. In her painting, Harakete III,
the interleaving of flax in delicate
shades of pink and green is artistry.

“E kore koe e ngaro, he kakano 1
ruia mai i Rangiatea” (You will never
be lost, the seed broadcast from
Rangiatea) was Maureen Lander’s
installation of flax fibre, flax seed,
scoria and plastic strips. It was highly
contemporary, showed movement
across art forms, and the
luxuriousness of the flax seed and

starkness of the scoria was a startling

counterpoint, and a fine modern
tribute to the harakeke.

Hiraina Polson and Paparangi Reid
showed some challenging and modern
ideas in their burnished pottery,
incised and inlaid with paua, and their
ceramic gourds.

There were many other fascinating
exhibits, among my favourites Ramai
Hayward’s photograph album. These
superlative photographs of Maori
women doing their thing are a loving
reminder of the joy that was involved
in this celebration of art.

My experience of the Fisher
Gallery’s Karanga Karanga was one of
joy and happiness and of individual
creativity stimulated by the
supportive group.

4
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Wellington City Art Gallery

I couldn’t have believed that Karanga
Karanga at the Wellington City Art
Gallery could have been so different.

The Wellington women had spent
their year working in small groups
and the difference that two, three or
four women working together on one
exhibit made, was quite
overwhelming.

The excellent catalogue that
accompanied the exhibition stated the
purpose of the show.

“The specific journey for the
Exhibition has been one of women
working in groups to make their art.
An art in which Maori women
represent themselves, their own
culture and concerns. An art in which
we make the images and seek to
redefine ourselves through them.”

This Karanga Karanga was more
art involved ... less eclectic and
catholic, which Auckland’s certainly
was.

From the powerful paintings of
Emily Karaka to the wry comment of
“The Washing Line”, each piece was a
statement of intent, at times realised
more successfully than at others.

There was an uncanny feeling at
work in this exhibition. For much of

the time that I was there, tears
prickled my eyes. [ was pleased that
the cold day gave me an excuse to
wipe my eyes and runny nose.

I was confronted simultaneously
with my past, present and future, a
time stress not uncommon to Maori
people.

I have no doubt that the excellent
tape running behind the exhibition,
beginning with the karanga, moving
through waiata and chant, the
plaintive sound of the koauau —
affected my reaction.

But it was not just that. Others
spoken to, and not only Maori,
experienced similar feelings in their
spirit that were difficult to ignore.

A conscious and sustained effort
had to be made to look at the
exhibition with a critical reviewing
eye, and to think constructively about
what was being presented.

This exhibition was successful
because of the group effort. Women
working in groups of two, three and
sometimes four clearly supported,
stimulated and sparked off each other,
so that while (some of) their
individual effort might have lacked
power, thrust, mana, even cheek if
you like, the group creativity and
interaction had inspired them to great
things.

With the exception of “The
Washing Line” by Mihiata Retimana,
Irihapeti Ramsden and Lee Retimana,
which of itself was a wry exhibit with
humorous overtones, there was an air
of reflective sadness about this
exhibition. Just occasionally, the use
of Pakeha-inspired art, as in the
packing case exhibit, seemed to be an
unnecessary device. There were better
and more humane ways of stating the
point.

Emily Karaka — Painting, “Awhina
Wahine”.

Mihiata Retimana — Irihapeti
Ramsden — Lee Retimana — installation,
“the Washing Line”.

Keri Kaa, Book of Poetry on hand made
paper, “Tairawhiti Korero".

4 Hinemoa Hilliard — Wemfr Howe,
Installation, “Papatuanuku”.

5 Eranora Puketapu-Hetet — Veranoa
Puketapu-Hetet, Gourds with Feather
“Ukaipo™/

Photographs — Wellington City Art Gallery.




The patu lying across the land in
Papatuanuku, enclosed within a fire
box, while using the same kind of
device worked better because it
utilised a more acceptable symbol.
This work was by Hinemoa Hilliard
and Wendy Howe and represented
their feelings about nuclear war and
its effects.

The joy and gladness was there
too, but images would flash into your
subconscious superimposed on the
work you were looking at, so that
often the work had to be considered
on two levels.

Almost as if this group activity had
unleased its own Mauri and the
ability, through it, to comment on
the world that the Maori lives in
today, and the women’s participation
in and acceptance or rejection of that
world.

It has always been true that women
see the world differently from their
male counterparts. That is the way of
women, everywhere. What may be
expressed by women, working
together in a common cause, has the
potential for great energy and power.

For these Maori women, working
in the same traditional and communal
way of their tupuna, their Mauri

roduced some powerful stuff.
Probably the most powerful was
“Taranga”, a piece made by Janet
Potiki, Patricia Grace, Robyn
Kahukiwa and Kohai Grace.

Taranga was the mother of Maui
Potiki and because she belonged to
both earth and underworld, she was
both human and godly.

The three-metre ta]flpicce
represented three of the things this
group felt were part of the wholeness
that Taranga emﬂodics. The three
things chosen were her korowai
(cloak), maro (private covering) and
hair, which interconnect in their
suggestions of femaleness,
connotations of birth and the struggle
to retain life and the positive strength
of women.

Made of natural materials like
toitol, harakeke and leaves over a
hessian backing, part of this work’s

ower lies in the fact that it will not
Fast forever, but will age, wither and
eventually die, in keeping with life
everywhere.

N%a Puna O Te Ora — three large
panels combining painting and
weaving dcpictcg Papatuanuku and
Ranginui, earth and sky, and the
underworld force of Niwareka who
held the knowledge of weaving —
was a very powerful piece which,
viewed from any angfc, made a
different and positive statement.

This was the work of Kataraina
Hetet-Winiata, Veranoa
Puketapu-Hetet, Stephanie Turner and
Rea Ropiha, and combined traditional
method with contemporary art,
producing its own kind of growth,
movement and therefore change in an
art form. The strengths of primary
colour, development with secondary
and the use of weaving throughout
produced satisfying art.

Ukaipo by Eranora Puketapu-Hetet
and Veranoa Puketapu-Hetet was a
two part work. This consisted of
gourds (hue) with their terracotta
colour and slight incisions. Each large

1 Katarina Hetet-Winiata — Veranoa
Puketapu-Hetet — Stephanie

Turner — Rea Ropina — Assemblage of

printing and weaving, “Nga Puna O te

Ora”,

2 Irihapeti Ramsden — Mihiata
Retimana — Lee Retimana — Installation,
“Nga Whatu.

maternal shape had a woven feather
kakahu around it and each figure
embraced or incorporated another
smaller figure. Each figure set was
placed on an enchanting harakeke
woven mat. The intention was to say
that women's strength and power is
born of her woman?incss It was a
beautiful way to say it.

Wahine by Patricia Grace and
Robyn Kahukiwa was a piece of
“word weaving” beginning with the
word wahine. The idea was to
accentuate with paint some of the
words used. It developed into a
remarkable piece which combined a
soft, rounded, mother figure in blues
and apricots by Kahukiwa flowing
around the beautiful lists of words
which developed as they were written
or “woven”. As an example, the list
which began with Wahine then
followed with ... women, wife,
whare, whanau, weep, weave,
weapon, witch, wonderwoman,
world, womb. It was full of strength.

Tairawhiti Korero by Keri Kaa,
Robyn Kahukiwa and Ngapine
Tamihana Te Ao was a book of
poetry on handmade paper. Here is
one of Keri Kaa’s poems from that
book. It’s dedicated to the Stats
Department.

Census Night

Who cares said the paua

and I turn white
But on Census Night
I'm all black and full Maori.

Are you Maori are you Maori said the koura to the paua?
Yes I am, yes I am said the paua to the koura

How do you know, how can you tell squeaked the koura
Cos I'm black, cos I’'m black shouted the paua

But, pressed the koura, are you ¥a, 7s or full

Me, squeaked the koura. You see when I'm cooked

I turn bright red so what am I then?

You think you’ve got troubles shrieked the paua

Boy, when they can me for export they wash me with baking soda

Karanga Karanga was a beginning,
a satisfying exercise by Maor1 women
about their attitudes and the
blossoming of their creativity.

Te timatanga — this beginning has
the qualities necessary to follow the
long road of development, towards a
never ending future, a difficult but
exciting and rewarding prospect, Te
Ara Maori.

Note: A comprehensive and contemporary
exhibition by Maori artists from both sexes will be
shown in each city where the Te Maori exhibition
is shown.
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In 1956 Mirek Smisek became New
Zealand’s first full time potter. Today
he is still potting, still dedicated to
the ideals that fired him nearly forty
years ago.

We sit in the large kitchen of his
fine old house near Te Horo. As we
talk, Mirek brings out wonderful

ots, some by him, others treasures

y the greats of the early pottery
movement, Leach and Hamada. Soon
the big kitchen table has become a
small museum. Mirek’s hands and
mine cradle yunomi and bowl, two
traditional Japanese shapes which
Mirek has made his own.

“Do you ever feel that you've had
enough — that you’d like a break
from this sort of life?” I ask.

“Never, never, I love it. I believe in
it. What else is more important? |
have a desire to create beautiful things
that will speak to other people and
become part of their lives.”

The philosophic base behind his
work is very important to Mirek.
The destruction and repression he
witnessed in his native
Czechoslovakia during the Second
World War convinced him that
creativity is an activity of overriding
importance. In the 50s and 60s in
New Zealand, Japan and England, he
lived and talked with people who
believed that to be a craftsman was a
complete way of life; that every stage
of production was important and to
be done with love; that the slow
perfection of line and form should
take years and absorb the craftsman
utterly.

This passionate belief in the worth

and wholeness of what you are doing
— its spirituality — is a characteristic
of the early potters in New Zealand,
influenced particularly by the
teachings of Bernard Leach and
Hamada. The'more business-like
market oriented craftsman today does
not always embrace this philosophy
so wholeheartedly.

In 1948, Mirek Smisek, an assisted
immigrant to Canberra, worked in
the brickworks there.

“It was a little town of 20,000
then,” he says, “and the work was
monotonous. Another Czech and I
put up a list of 40 new English words
to learn each day. We soon learned to
speak the language.”

Neil Rowe, art critic, outlines
Mirek’s life from that time. ..

“In 1948 at night classes in
Canberra Mirek Smisck began
hand-modelling clay, pursuing an
interest that was quickly to become a
passion. It very soon led to work in
the ceramics industry in Sydney,
working as art director in a ceramics
factory decorating vases and other
objects, most notably a “Waltzing
Matilda’ musical jug designed in
collaboration with another Czech.

In 1951 he arrived in Auckland and
found work immediately at Crown
Lynn in the clay preparation
department. It was here that he first
started throwing pots using the wheel
in his own time after working hours.

A move to Nelson in 1954 and the
Nelson Brick and Pipe Company
(which he was to manage within the
year) saw him more fully involved in
ceramic production, bricks, field tiles
and, significantly, salt-glazed pipes.

He also introduced the production of
flower pots to the factory’s catalogue
and built his own wheel and kiln.

Mirek Smisek working in Nelson,
Len Castle and Barry Brickell in
Auckland, Terry Barrow in
Wellington and the other pioneer and
as yet amateur potters and teachers,
Helen Mason, Mary
Hardwicke-Smith, Doreen
Blumhardt, Yvonne Rust and Patricia
Perrin were the forerunners of the
New Zealand pottery movement
which has burgeoned over the last
twenty years. It was at this time that
Smisek first met his fellow
trailblazers, Castle, Brickell and
Barrow, on prospecting trips to the
Nelson province. The rapport was
immediate and technical problems,
clays, glazes and especially kilns were
discussed long into the night.

By 1956 the pots from Eis own
wheel were of a quality previously
unknown in New anf;nd and the
decision was taken then to resign
from the Nelson Brick and Pipe
Works and attempt to support his
own family by the production of
hand-thrown domestic stoneware. In
a very short time Smisek’s elegant
salt-glazed teapots, casseroles, bowls
and cider-jars were to become sought
after by the growing group of pottery
enthusiasts throughout the country.

A visit to Japan in 1962 was
undertaken to study at the Faculty for
Industrial Arts, Kyoto University.
Kyoto was an invaluable experience
for Smisek. Here he met the towering
figures of twentieth century clpt::uttcr}r
Bernard Leach, Shoji Hamada,
Kanjiro Kawai and Kenkichi

Tomimoto — contacts which were to
be sustained and which were to have
atprofound effect on his work and
life. In Japan also he held his first
mternational exhibitions at Kyoto’s
Folkcraft Gallery, Mingei and in
Tokyo with one of Hamada’s students
Makoto Tashiro.

The following year, 1963, as a
result of meeting Bernard Leach in
Kyoto, saw Smisek working with
Leach at his pottery in St Ives. After
potting seriously for ten years in his
own words he “began to learn what
was really involved in making a
handmade pot”. Humility and
intuition were paramount. Pottery
was not an intellectual exercise at St
Ives. Vigorous daily discussion with
Leach, his generosity as a teacher and,
not least, his deeply humane
philosophy made a lasting impression
and provided the base for the work
which was to follow. The return to
Nelson from St Ives heralded a new
era. He built two new kilns — one 80
cubic feet, one 40 cubic feet for
salt-glazing — and his work
flourished. The traditional Japanese
tea bowl, or yunomi, proliferated;
pots made for use, to be handled and
cherished, the perfect harmony of
form and function being the
underlying aesthetic. There was a new
earthiness and freedom in Smisek’s
pottery now. The Leach forms, the
coffee mugs, casseroles, traditional

pitchers, were soon made in Smisek’s
own image, they became more
rounded and more open. There is a
joy and a zest for living inherent in
every piece. Learning did not stop
after St Ives. In 1965 Hamada visited
New Zealand demonstrating his own
mastery of clay at the Pan Pacific Arts
Festival in Christchurch. Smisek acted
as his assistant pedalling the wheel, at
which the master sat cross-legged in
the traditional Japanese manner, and
firing the pots in Yvonne Rust’s kiln.
Further overseas travel and study
were undertaken in 1967 where he
visited traditional Japanese potters and
in 1974 when he studied English
mediaeval pottery at the Guildhall
Museum in London and prehistoric
Jomon pottery, “probably the most
beautiful pots ever made,” in Japan.
In 1968 Mirek Smisek moved to
Manakau in the Wellington province
and two years later to Te Horo just
down the road, where today stands
the Smisek pottery and the twin
bechive kilns (now gas-fired) which
are visible from the main highway.
During the Te Horo years Smisek’s
craft has developed from strength to
strength. Beautiful domestic ware
which provides lasting pleasure to its
user continues to be the mainstay of
his production. This is balanced by
the superb large thrown branch pots
and platters which are Smisek’s great
achievement as an artist-craftsman.”

Mirek is a true craftsman who has
always lived with gusto. His year at
St Ives with Bernard Leach was a
highlight for him.

“I was fortunate. Leach was at
home for the whole year. All of us
working there had long discussions
every day with him. He had some
faults as a technician but he was a
marvellous inspirational man. My
family stayed in a flat owned by
Barbara Hepworth who lived
opposite. A tiny, energetic woman,
totally alert. We had some good talks
over the whisky bottle.

“But there at St Ives I learned a
spiritual approach — what it means to
make a pot. How to impart strength
and freedom within a purpose.”

Mirek is still working towards that
goal. “You won’t see dramatic
changes in my work. But the growth
and development is always
happening.” He holds up one of his
recent tea bowls. “This has a purpose,
see, and its form is good; see this
clean line — near the top. And there!
See the lip opens out slightly. That
gives a freedom — releases the
strength.”

Mirek Smisek has worked in a
straight line of development since he
became involved in pottery. His work
and his beliefs are an inspiration to
the many thousands of New
Zealanders who have made a life from
pottery since. O




EXHIBITION REVIEW

Margarer Ainscow with
Vivienne Mountfort's award
winning work:

“Te Whakakotahi O te
Maoritanga me te
Pakehatanga”.

Suterble Art?

A review of the Fibre exhibition, held at the Suter Gallery, Nelson, as the first of
the biennial United Building Society Craft Awards, by Michael Smythe.

An optimist would say: Terrific — an
cloquent exposé of the potential of
New Zealand fibre artists to enrich
our lives.

A pessimist would say: Ter-rific! —
they were handed the opportunity of
a lifetime and they blew 1t!

An avid “New Idea” subscriber,
unashamedly targeted by the local
advertising of what was presented as
a handicrafts show, wouﬁi say:
Chrufuk! — rully clourful end
xcitung! Amazung amount very
skooled work — must’ve takun airs
end airs! One or two strange
arty-farty thungs though!

[ think I'm an optimistic realist.
The opportunity has been created for
fibre artists to assess where they are
and where they want to go from
here. I hope that New Zealanders
working in fibre will fan the spark
evident 1n this show, and flourish as
artists worthy of presentation in our
best galleries. This exhibition shows
us that fibre is a medium of
enormous richness, that our fibre
craftspeople achieve high standards in
technique and finish.

But much of this skill, energy and
time generated little more than a “so
what?” response. Someone asked
Margaret Ainscow at her slide lecture
in Nelson, “Is it enough for a work
to say: ‘look at me, I'm beautiful!’?”
Margaret’s answer was an

unequivocal, “No!”

At the opening Margaret Ainscow
talked of craft work being either
technical refinement or aesthetic
statement. | would like to think that
“aesthetic statement” meant a
statement perceived through the
senses in tﬁe language of t%)rm,
texture, colour, etc. However, my
Heineman New Zealand Dictionary
defines “aesthetic” as “relating to the
appreciation of beauty” and defines
“Eeauty” as “the quality of being
pleasing and exciting to the senses”.
How a%out being challenging,
disturbing ... let’s not get bogged
down in semantics. Let’s agree that it
must be something to the senses. M
own contribution to this endless
debate goes something like this:

“I value an encounter with art, be it
painting, film, literature, ceramics,
glass, fibre, music, theatre or
whatever; when it extends me. [ am
open to being extended intellectually,
emotionally or spiritually. I accept
that when [ am ]ltjaft unag‘cctcd it may
have as much to do with me failing to
hear as the work having nothing to
say.”

All of the above leads me to ask
what it was that the United Building
Society Suter Craft Award 1986 —
Fibre Crafts asked for. It was stated
thus.

The initial selection of exhibitors will be
on the basis of creativity and originality.
We are looking at a very wide
interpretation of the term fibre crafis and
items can range from the functional to the
purely decorative. Works must be
prea'omi'ﬂant:‘}z in fibre, natural or
artificial, and could involve a wide range
of materials, ie wool, rope, string, nylon,
silk, flax or cane. Works could also
include a small proportion of, for instance,
metal, leather or bamboo.

In the event 15 per cent to 20 per
cent of the work could be described
as “creative” and/or “original”. The
rest could be described as ranging
from “the functional to the purely
decorative”. My interpretation is
that the Suter Gallery was asking for
original, exgerimental. risk-takin
works of fibre craft which contrigutc
to human experience. Enough
pussyfooting. It’s time to take my
own risks and tell you what I thought
of some of the pieces:

Vivienne Mountfort’s winning
work, “Te Whakakotahi o te
Maoritanga me te Pakehatanga” (the
unification of the Maori and Pakeha
cultures), succeeds because the artist is
expressing something that she cares
deeply about. Thefpiece is impressive
in scale and beautifully craftccf. The
colours are harmonious, the shapes
interesting — and it is that interest
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which gets me started on what
becomes a predominantly intellectual
experience: This circle on the left —
looks oriental, no, it’s flax — as used
in piupiu, must be Maori, they don't
use circular forms though. Next panel
— interesting shape, suggests flight,
formed from four fans, oh, I see, it's
the same circle rearranged. This next
panel looks Aboriginal or African, ah,
the brown is woven wool and the
white is lace so it must represent
European culture. (If she lgad

resented those quadrants in circular
Form we would have seen an
uncompromising square imposed
upon a circle — a %ood metaphor for
British colonialism?)

The next three panels show the
Maori culture integrating with the
European culture, starting at the
bottom and rising in status? And
finally, they all lived happily ever
after in harmonious compromise
wherein the European culture still has
the larger share. Seems to celebrate
the sameness rather than the
differences. Looks more like

assimilation than integration. Not the
kind of bicultural Aotearoa I look
forward to.

The work seems to demand literal
analysis yet does not stand up to it.
By imposing her preoccupation with
circles on the subject, Vivienne has
created strong images which are
irrelevant to her message. Bur I find
myself wanting to like 1t, so I see it
for what [ think it is — a personal
celebration of one artist’s influence
and enrichment from other cultures.
Cross-cultural, not bicultural. I hope
to see Vivienne Mountfort sharing
her experience as a sensitive,
concerned New Zealander, while
leaving her audience free to respond,
to form their own convictions. We
need consciousness raisers, not gurus.
And I wholeheartedly agree with her
appeal upon receiving her award: “We
must shout creativity from the
house-tops because it is so important
in this troubled world!”

As a piece of political consciousness
raising, Helen Schamroth’s
“Restructuring the Power” (awarded

second equal) is more effective. It
generates more questions than
answers, and leaves the viewer
confronted, concerned and
contemplating the real implications of
power sharing. As a white,
middle-class male I find the work
provocative, a bit disturbing, but
satisfying — in the sense that it’s
okay to be prised from one’s cocoon
of complacency and begin to come to
terms with how ideal theories may
work in reality. My perception of the
piece goes like this:

A rigid framework forms a central
dominant structure — the “system”,
male, white, upper class, monied,
military or whatever I choose to see it
as. The top is cut away. The tower.
twists and leans — looking far less
imposing, but still there. From the
top of one pole fall eight ropes — are
they falling out, or climbing up, or is
it two way traffic? They are not taut
enough to pull it upright, but they
will stop it falling much further. The
structure needs the ropes, the ropes
need the structure — so the system
and its opponents are mutually
dependent? No. It doesn’t feel
confrontational. From the centre, at
ground level within the tower,
emerges a red spiral. Contained
within it are squares (alternative
structures) — three are made with
white cotton twine, same material but
differently constructed, and one is
woven flax. The spiral reaches the
ropes and winds its way up, forming
a net. A net to entrap? A safety net?
Cobweb bringing lit}c) and death to a
tumbledown ruin? A moment in an
inevitable natural cycle, a spiral,
moving through repeating stages but
always growing. A woman’s view —
not aggressive, not sensational, but a
powerful observation of the way it is.
For me it is by far the most

- L 4

[Vivienne Mountfort's award winning work.

Yvonne Sloan — Weaving. “Landscape 1,
Tarawera '86".

3 Helen Schamroth — Mixed wedia,

“Restructuring the Power”.
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experimental, original, radical work
in the show — both in what it had to

say and how it used the fibre medium-

to say it. The media conditioned male
in me wants to see it bigger, bolder,
but maybe it succeeds more at human
scale so that we are not overpowered
by it. We can position ourselves
where we feel we are, and then see
our way to moving to where we
want to be. A contemplative piece
that could provide the focus tlchr many
worthwhile discussions about the
nature of power.

Yvonne Sloan’s “Landscape 1,
Tarawera '86” (also second equal),
does not stimulate inl:c:llccl:uzﬁl
analysis. It speaks eloquently in the
visual language, sharing a deep
emotional response to an impressive
landscape — interpreted and resolved
in a way that only weaving could
achieve. (Some other works,
especially some tapestries, seemed
more like imitation paintings.)
Excellent and compelling as
“Tarawera '86" 1s, I do not think it
rates as experimental or even original
— it is more of a modern classic.

Of the weavings I found Jeff
Healy’s “On the Beach” the most
refreshing in its use of the medium.
And of those works that presented an
enriching view of our world I found
Suzy Pennington’s “Ripped
Landscape” a wonderful expression of

form, light and texture, an exciting
use of the medium: vigorous and
gutsy, yet sensitive, subtle, with
every strand and stitch under control.
Margaret Ainscow referred to it as
“spontaneous asseinblage” but I think
it was more considered than that label
suggests.

The judge highly commended the
works of Robin Royds, “Spice .
House”, and John Hawden, “The
Next Ten Minutes”. “Spice House”
has instant aI:,PWI — strong,
flamboyant, full of energy. The first
encounter was the high point;
successive encounters were fading
echoes. | found nothing more to
discover and much that led me
nowhere. Great for a one night
rave-up, but not for a long term
relationship. The title “The Next Ten
Minutes” gocs not ring any bells for
me, but the work itself does. I think
it belongs on the wall of a merchant
bank where grey facades peel back to
reveal fresh, energetic, electronic
whizz-kiddery. The work has
substance and staying power. It may
come to depict the return of the
cocoon. I like where it takes me,
emotionally and intellectually.

If I wanted a spiritual experience, I
would buy Daniella Sperber’s
“Golden Odyssee”, and develop a
mantra to recite as I focus on each
exquisite border panel before losing

myself in the big blue void.

Also in the blue corner of the
exhibition were “Transition”, a
tapestry by Marilyn Rea-Menzies — a
soul enriching work that would be a
great asset to any retreat from the
Great Male Club, and “Seawitches”
by Catrina Sutter — a
woven/embroidered piece that had
real depth: the “diorama” effect
contained details worth discovering.

Another bearer of treasures is
Elizabeth Sergeant’s “Token Girdle”,
a deliciously delicate yet assertive
piece. Other works worthy of note
are Hal Martin’s “Celebration” | a
terrific piece in laminated silk;
Margaret Maloney’s “Pacific Protest”;
and Josephine Simon’s “Africa
Series, 17.

Austin Davies and his Suter Gallery
trustees and staff have earned high
praise for creating this important
event. Constructive suggestions
include:
® improve the definition to attract

works of art rather than

handicrafts.

® find a way of deleting work that
does not come up to scratch.

® produce a catalogue worthy of the
occasion — we will happily fork
out a dollar if it’s worth it, and the
sdponsors will get some well

eserved exposure.
The United Building Society are to

1
2
3
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John Hawdenn — Woven Tapestry, "The next ten Minutes”.
Carole Davis — Canvas - Cotton - Twines, “3 Migration Series”.
Robin Royds — Braided Fabric, “Spice House”.

Danielle Sperber — Silk, “Golden Odyssee”.

Elizabeth Sergeant - Mixed, “Token Girdle”,

Hal Martin — Batik, “Celebration”.

be applauded for their generous
sponsorship. It has sown the seeds of
something essential for the growth of
fibre art in New Zealand. Pottery has
Fletcher Brownbuilt. Glass has
Philips. Fibre desperately needs such a
focus. [ urgc that the United Buildin

Society and the Suter Gallery establis
“The United Fibre Arts Award” as a
biennial event which begins in Nelson
and then tours the country. Such a
scheme would be of far greater value
to the sponsors, the artists and
ultimately the community.

Uuitecr should also develop some
expertise and purchase a collection of
fibre arts. The survival and growth of
this rich medium will depend on
sales. May I be so bold as to run
down the catalogue and recommend
some works to certain buyers? (Take
this advice — you’re lucky: I would
normally charge for it.)

Joan Bright’s “Harlequin”™ was the
smallest, most expensive and the best
designed and executed patchwork
quilt. As a follow-up to our wedding
gift, it should be bought by Andy
and Fergie as a new-generation
heirloom.

Carole Davis’s “#3 Migration

Series” should be positioned in an
upper level foyer directly opposite the
lift, so that each worker can start the
day with “Hello, hanging, how are
we today?” and check wlg'nere they’re
at on the spectrum.

John Hawden’s tapestry should be
bought by Fay Richwhite and hung in
the lift so that the three-piece suit
brigade can be constantly realigned to
Rogernomics as they have their ups
and downs.

The Post Office should purchase
Jeff Healy’s “On The Beach” to begin
a collection of works to be used in a
“New Zealand Fibre” postage stamp
series.

Margaret Maloney’s “Pacific
Protest” should be bought by UTA,
who may finally realise that being
strung up by arrogant hot air may
not be in the best interests of those
Pacific destinations in which they
have an interest.

Alison Taylor’s voluptuous, purple
and red padded satin (deep?) “Throat
of Koingo” cries out to be well hung
at the head of a large waterbed, below
a mirrored ceiling in a high class (it is
extremely well made!) brothel.

The United Building Society

should purchase Vivienne Mountfort’s
and Yvonne Sloan’s award winning
works. “Te Whakakotahi o te
Maoritanga me te Pakchatanga”
would be a great asset to any large
banking chamber, while “Landscape
1, Tarawera '86” should hang in tEc
boardroom as a reminder that vision,
talent, sensitivity, skill and sheer hard
work bring satisfying and lasting
rewards.

United should also buy Helen
Schamroth’s piece, as a minor act of
“Restructuring the Power”, and then
Erescnt it for installation at the

ottom of the stairs to the reception
area in the Beehive, in the hope that
those who inhabit that edifice will
contemplate the reality of our rapidly
changing society.

[ haven't suggested a buyer for
Suzy Pennington’s “Ripped
Landscape” because if Ead a very
reasonable $1,800 to spare, 1 would
choose that piece to expand my
awareness of this world.

MICHAEL SMYTHE is an Auckland
industrial design consultant. ]
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experimental, original, radical work
in the show — both in what it had to

say and how it used the fibre medium.

to say it. The media conditioned male
in me wants to see it bigger, bolder,
but maybe it succeeds more at human
scale so that we are not overpowered
by it. We can position outselves
where we feel we are, and then see
our way to moving to where we
want to be. A contemplative piece
that could provide the focus fgr many
worthwhile discussions about the
nature of power.

Yvonne Sloan’s “Landscape 1,
Tarawera '86” (also second equal),
does not stimulate intcllcctua?
analysis. It speaks eloquently in the
visual language, sharing a deep
emotional response to an impressive
landscape — interpreted and resolved
in a way that only weaving could
achieve. (Some other works,
especially some tapestries, seemed
more like imitation paintings.)
Excellent and compelling as
“Tarawera '86” is, I do not think it
rates as experimental or even original
— it is more of a modern classic.

Of the weavings I found Jeff
Healy’s “On the Beach” the most
refreshing in its use of the medium.
And of t%osc works that presented an
enriching view of our world I found
Suzy Pennington’s “Ripped
Landscape” a wonderful expression of

form, light and texture, an exciting
use of the medium: vigorous and
gutsy, yet sensitive, subtle, with
every strand and stitch under control.
Margaret Ainscow referred to it as
“spontaneous-assemblage” but [ think
it was more considered than that label
suggests.

The judge highly commended the
works of Robin Roy ' 7~
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tapestry by Marilyn Rea-Menzies — a
soul enriching work that would be a
great asset to any retreat from the
Great Male Club, and “Seawitches”
by Catrina Sutter — a
woven/embroidered piece that had
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Carole Davis - Canvas-Cotton-
Twines

"3 Migration Series”
John Hadwen - Woven Tapestry

"The Next Ten Minutes"
Anne Field - Red Structure

Stained Leather
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The UnitedrBuiIding Society are to
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John Hawden — Woven Tapestry, “The next ten Minutes”.
Carole Davis — Canvas - Cotton - Twines, “3 Migration Series".
Robin Royds — Braided Fabric, “Spice House".

Danielle Sperber — Silk, “Golden Odyssee”,

Elizabeth Sergeant - Mixed, “Token Girdle”.

Hal Martin — Batik, “Celebration”.

be applauded for their generous
sponsorship. It has sown the seeds of
something essential for the growth of
fibre art in New Zealand. Pottery has
Fletcher Brownbuilt. Glass has
Philips. Fibre desperately needs such a
focus. I urﬁe that the United Buildin

Society and the Suter Gallery establis
“The United Fibre Arts Award” as a
biennial event which begins in Nelson
and then tours the country. Such a
scheme would be of far greater value
to the sponsors, the artists and
ultimately the community.

United should also develop some
expertise and purchase a collection of
fibre arts. The survival and growth of
this rich medium will depend on
sales. May I be so bold as to run
down the catalogue and recommend
some works to certain buyers? (Take
this advice — you’re lucky: [ would
normally charge for it.)

Joan Bright’s “Harlequin” was the
smallest, most expensive and the best
designed and executed patchwork
quilt. As a follow-up to our wedding
gift, it should be bought by Andy
and Fergie as a new-generation
heirloom.

Carole Davis’s “#3 Migration

6

Series” should be positioned in an
upper level foyer directly opposite the
lift, so that each worker can start the
day with “Hello, hanging, how are
we today?” and check where they’re
at on the spectrum.

John Hawden’s tapestry should be
bought by Fay Richwhite and hung in
the lift so that the three-picce suit
brigade can be constantly realigned to
Rogernomics as they have their ups
and downs.

The Post Office should purchase
Jeff Healy’s “On The Beach” to begin
a collection of works to be used in a
“New Zealand Fibre” postage stamp
series.

Margaret Maloney’s “Pacific
Protest” should be bought by UTA,
who may finally realise that being
strung up by arrogant hot air may
not be in the best interests of those
Pacific destinations in which they
have an interest.

Alison Taylor’s voluptuous, purple
and red padded satin (deep?) “Throat
of Koingo” cries out to be well hung
at the head of a large waterbed, below
a mirrored ceiling in a high class (it is
extremely well made!) brothel.

The United Building Society

should purchase Vivienne Mountfort’s
and Yvonne Sloan’s award winning
works. “Te Whakakotahi o te
Maoritanga me te Pakehatanga”
would be a great asset to any large
banking chamber, while “Landscape
1, Tarawera '86” should hang in tﬁe
boardroom as a reminder that vision,
talent, sensitivity, skill and sheer hard
work bring satisfying and lasting
rewards.

United should also buy Helen
Schamroth’s piece, as a minor act of
“Restructuring the Power”, and then
Eresent it for installation at the

ottom of the stairs to the reception
area in the Beehive, in the hope that
those who inhabit that edifice will
contemplate the reality of our rapidly
changing society.

I haven’t suggested a buyer for
Suzy Pennington’s “Ripped
Landscape” because if [ Ead a very
reasonable $1,800 to spare, I would
choose that piece to expand my
awareness of this world.

MICHAEL SMYTHE is an Auckland
industrial design consultant. O
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