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HEATHER MCPHERSON

in accordance with a late/nt interest in post-structuralism, suggests that post-
feminism be suitably shrunk from its lumpen componency in the corporate
whale’s-belly to its proper red herring proportions and embalmed; the fishers
among us, continuing to change patriarchal structures, consciousness and pa-
rameters can then frolic with dolphin, porpoise, and other mammals without
accusations of  having been swallowed by a chimaera.

Undertaking a lesbian arts magazine raises many issues. There’s lesbian iden-
tity itself, with all its queries. There’s depth and breadth of work to showcase,
our and its perception of identity, and security in that identity — still, as a
recent tv programme made clear, unacceptable to parts of  the larger commu-
nity. There’s the vision of possibilities of the project, excitement at being part
of it, commitment and responsibility, time and effort involved. The con-
ditions — emotional and material — of one’s life that offer opportunities for
involvement, the shared objectives and confidence — emotional, intellectual,
political — for practical and visionary aspects.

At the time I agreed to be part of Spiral, conditions were favourable, the
course appeared smooth. But every project has its consequences, and changing
conditions can dictate them. Changes in all areas of my life turned Spiral into a
struggle, and I have struggled with it. Marian’s faith and determination for the
project have kept i t  alive; geographical and financial distance from collective
members convince me finally that localised collectives are less problematic than
national, unless we have more money.

Lesbian culture in Aotearoa is still being made let alone defined. It’s very
much in process, various, multifarious, multiferous — even vociferous. And
yet, its defining depends on the speaker. Race, class, able-bodiedness,

9

HEATHER MCPHERSON

in accordance with a late/nt interest in post-structuralism, suggests that post-
feminism be suitably shrunk from its lumpen componency in the corporate
whale’s-belly to its proper red herring proportions and embalmed; the fishers
among us, continuing to change patriarchal structures, consciousness and pa-
rameters can then frolic with dolphin, porpoise, and other mammals without
accusations of  having been swallowed by a chimaera.

Undertaking a lesbian arts magazine raises many issues. There’s lesbian iden-
tity itself, with all its queries. There’s depth and breadth of work to showcase,
our and its perception of identity, and security in that identity — still, as a
recent tv programme made clear, unacceptable to parts of  the larger commu-
nity. There’s the vision of possibilities of the project, excitement at being part
of it, commitment and responsibility, time and effort involved. The con-
ditions — emotional and material — of one’s life that offer opportunities for
involvement, the shared objectives and confidence — emotional, intellectual,
political — for practical and visionary aspects.

At the time I agreed to be part of Spiral, conditions were favourable, the
course appeared smooth. But every project has its consequences, and changing
conditions can dictate them. Changes in all areas of my life turned Spiral into a
struggle, and I have struggled with it. Marian’s faith and determination for the
project have kept i t  alive; geographical and financial distance from collective
members convince me finally that localised collectives are less problematic than
national, unless we have more money.

Lesbian culture in Aotearoa is still being made let alone defined. It’s very
much in process, various, multifarious, multiferous — even vociferous. And
yet, its defining depends on the speaker. Race, class, able-bodiedness,

9



SPIRAL  7

financial, educational, age, and other assorted privileges will always short-
circuit the ease of that seventies ‘we’. It’s easier to speak of lesbian-feminist
culture where consensus has a politics-based and increasingly ethos-based core
on which to focus. Still the privileges will modify our approach, still there
will be disagreement on issues of sexuality, socialisation, dress, roles. . . .
sometimes peripheral, sometimes central to lesbian identity.

I’m continually surprised — and unsurprised — in the wider community by
the depths of unexamined racism, sexism, and homophobia lurking under the
surface pleasantries. More recently I've become aware of the reluctance to
admit financial privilege. The readiness of the highest-paid in the country to
ignore poverty in the name of unaffordability and punish the poor in the
name of economic realism is, hopefully, being seen as the individualistic
indulgence it is, sited on a discredited nineteenth century élitism. Stigmat-
ising the poor, blaming the victim, is being embedded in a system that makes
the rich richer and the poor silenced. We are inexorably being increasingly
polarised into the morally worthy deserving and the morally dubious
exploitable who are nevertheless exhorted and preached at to accept our lot
and learn to love the depression.

As a Listener letter writer puts it: ‘all the poor need is a positive attitude, a
woolly hat to wear to bed and a magic chicken which can be eaten three
times. Forget political protest, finding the real cause for a bankrupt
country...

As benefit and health resources become leaner and less accessible, the
implication for beneficiaries in extremis is — die slowly of malnutrition or fast
from lack of  medicine. Is this our issue? our culture? where do lesbians put
our energy?

With so much appropriation of resources being codified into ruling class
policy (white and market-oriented), the Spiral collective became particularly
sensitive to cultural appropriation. Not unlike a Canadian women’s press we
decided that in the material we received, cultural referents other than one’s
own stated antecedents must be questioned. With bi-culturalism being
implicitly discredited in the savagery of class divisions, we felt a responsibility
to honour our and others’ boundaries, not to colonise or appropriate cultural
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HEATHER MCPHERSON

concepts we are not yet entitled to. I f  we are to ally ourselves with other
oppressed groups in pursuit of the once-proposed just society, then our
relationships between groups must be scrupulous. An all Pakeha collective,
our justification for taking a lesbian art initiative being that a minority group
must have space and resources to take their own initiatives, we felt our active
prioritising of lesbian might not be the active priority for Maori lesbians. Our
job was to provide conditions for lesbian artists, Maori and Pakeha, who
wanted an outlet but might not have time, energy, resources to provide their
own. We did not want, as Andrea Dworkin has written of some American les-
bian communities, to be ‘totally self-referential’, with difference the rationale
for enjoying privilege within its own context. And recognising, as she writes,
‘it’s very hard to want freedom or to have any ambition . . . and not identify
with men in one way’ nor did we want that ‘aura of clubhouse sexuality’,
in which issues of sexuality, sexual power, erotica, s.m. and pornography
become all-defining, all-dividing issues.

I believe an Aotearoa identity begins in the recognition of, respect for and
alliance with different groups. I f  we have always had a mild version of wealthy/
conservative, working-class/radical political polarisation which in Europe from
the twenties translated into wealthy/pro-fascist with attendant race and anti-
Semitic policies, we must deny further objectification of the other, further
systematic inequalities. The femocrat at the supermarket who sees no relation
between herself and the checkout operator who has just negotiated an hourly
employment/dismissal contract, objectifies that woman as surely as a finance
minister who withdraws study rights from beneficiaries objectifies the
unemployed, redundant, the reluctant dependent, the recently bereaved or
child-free woman wanting to rejoin the work force. Material conditions can
imprison us, as Bev James and Kay Saville-Smith point out; our survival is
income-based, our cultural contribution is dependent on our financial
resources.

Yet withal, we have increasing lesbian cultural visibility. From the Topp
twins to Francis Cherry, to the Maori lesbian artists group, to subversive acts,
Parker and Hume, LIP, newsletters, dances, The Ball, to workshops on anti-
racism, bi-culturalism, ethics, writing, manners and modes, menopause,
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incest survival, to lesbian caucuses in Te Kakano/Rape Crisis and many other
women-oriented support organisations, the processes of cultural identity
emerge. Strength to us.

Two books, Gender, Culture, Power by Bev James and Kay Saville-Smith
(O.U.P., Auckland, 1989) and Culture and Identity in New Zealand edited by
David Novitz and Bill Willmott (G.P. Books, Wellington, 1989) helped me
with some ideas. The quote from Andrea Dworkin came from her Broadsheet
188, June 1991 piece, and the Listener letter was in the July 8, 1991 issue.
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JULIE K ING AND
PAMELA GERRISH NUNN

JULIE

This edition of Spiral presents lesbian art work. Given the state of invisibility
which has obscured so many lesbian lives (including my own) and which
threatens to confuse our reality, I welcomed an invitation from Pam to be
involved in this edition of Spiral. I have enjoyed the opportunity of working
with her and Marian as well as catching up with Heather after meeting her in
Christchurch in 1975. I had recently arrived from England to lecture in Art
History at the School of Fine Arts and Heather was one of  a group of women
here who were challenging assumptions and breaking new ground by estab-
lishing Spiral and working for the Women’s Art Movement. I t  hadn’t
occurred to me to question the absence of women artists from the Old Mas-
ter narrative we told for such a long time in Art History. The Women’s Art
Movement in Christchurch, the work in Spiral and in A Woman's Picture
Book have been included gradually into our Art History courses. Working on
this edition of Spiral has presented new questions coming from my chance to
make contact with the contributors — all of whom have taken a stand by
expressing their experience, constructing lesbian culture and making us
visible.

PAM

As a recent immigrant to New Zealand Aotearoa, I have looked on this
involvement with Spiral as a valuable opportunity to learn what lesbians in
this country are up to, as well as a serious responsibility to show other women
living here what that might be. I was invited to play a part in bringing this
Spiral into being by Marian Evans, whose greater experience and wider
knowledge of the radical women of this country and how to work with them

13
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has assisted me no end. I earn my living by discovering, showing, interpret-
ing, discussing and documenting art, and working on this project has been a
useful reminder of how meaningless that can become, how stale and
unrevolutionary, i f  I forget to remember whose interests I should always try
to be serving and whose I should always be challenging.

JULIE AND PAM

In co-ordinating the visual side of this Spiral, we tried to do several jobs —
solicit and encourage contributions, accept or reject the material and compile
it in sympathy with the literary content that Marian and Healther have
co-ordinated. Practical considerations (time, timetables, finance, etc) kept us
from meeting all the potential contributors — which we regret — but where the
views or choices o f  co-ordinator and contributor did not harmonise,
differences of opinion were exchanged (we wouldn't say necessarily resolved!
— there are in the magazine conflicting interpretations of some of the pro-
cesses by which this Spiral became what i t  has turned out to be) by phone or
letter.

Most o f  the material offered to us has been included in whole or in part,
and where we turned down work i t  was because of the following aims: that
the magazine be recognisably feminist, i.e. politicised by a manifest under-
standing of the politics of gender; that i t  be not only bicultural but anti-racist;
that as many aspects of lesbian art(istry) as possible be included; that as many
creative/aesthetic issues as possible be raised; that contributors be shown at
their strongest; that contributors be shown as equally as the differing nature
of their material might permit.

These are some of the issues which we hope the artwork presented here
will raise:
* Is there a lesbian sensibility/aesthetic/vision?
¢ What are the differences between what a Maori lesbian sees around her

and what a Pakeha lesbian sees around her? and what does the tau-iwi
lesbian see?

14
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What is the importance of the female body to lesbian art?
How can lesbians become professional artists in a homophobic society?
What is the difference between a lesbian art and a feminist art by lesbians?
How important is artistic excellence, and by what standards shall we
recognise it?

5



ADRIENNE MARTYN

Born 1950, Wellington

Untitled 91 1991 250 x 250 mm gelatin silver print
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ADRIENNE RANSON

Born in Kawerau, I am presently living in Dunedin completing my third year

of the Diploma of Fine Arts. I am a self-defence tutor for the Southern
Women’s Self-Defence Network, a soccer player for the Purple Passions, and
actress. My art is centred on women’s reproductive organs, Celtic mythology,
personal experiences and responses to my ever-changing life.

Bloduewedd no. 1; cast aluminium, approx. 70.cm x 30 cm
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Bloduewedd no. 1, another view
Bloduewedd no. 2, cast aluminium, approx. 60 cm x 50 cm
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ANNE MEIN

In this body of  work, I wanted to explore touch and sensuality in a gentle and
relaxed way.

I was consciously influenced and inspired by Rodin’s work of  the late 19th
century. For example, ‘I am beautiful’ 1882, ‘The eternal idol’ 1889 and, of
course, “The Kiss’ 1886. I took the images of his sculptures, internalised the
way he’d expressed these emotions and, in a way, made them my own
through these photographs. My images are lesbian but not in a sexual way
because I wanted to show that lesbianism is about a lot more than sex. It is
also about ideas, feelings and opinions.

Some of  the carlier photos are almost androgynous — I like these images’
subtlety, they are not ramming the joys of  lesbianism down anyone’s throat.

With my colours I feel some pressure to move away from the pastels and
warmer colours, but I like my colours to relate to the feeling generated by
the photograph, so I let my imagination choose the colours that best express
that sensation. My colours tend to be clean so they can speak more clearly.
Show their true essence. Even the darker murky colours need to work in
unison with the purer colours and each other and be a successful combi-
nation. (April 1991)

1 hate being unable, to hold my lover's hand, ‘ceptfor under some dimly lit table,
afraid of being who I am. Maxine Feldman
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WORKS AND INFLUENCES: NOV 1990-FEB 1991

SelfPortrait with Glass (7/90)
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Untitled
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Blandish (4/91) influenced by Rodin, The Kiss, 1886
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b. Auckland 1940. Teaches literature at Auckland University, particularly
women writers of  the nineteenth and twentieth centuries.

THE CLOSING OF THE PHOENIX

What are your qualifications? Dare you dwell in the East where we dwell?
Are you afraid of the Sun? — When you hear the new violet sucking her
way among the sods, shall you be resolute? All we are strangers — dear — the
world is not acquainted with us because we are not acquainted with her.
And Pilgrims! — Do you hesitate? and soldiers oft — some of us victors, but
those I do not see tonight owing to the smoke, — We are hungry, and
thirsty, sometimes — We are barefoot — & cold —

Will you still come? Then bright I record you.
Emily Dickinson to Kate Anthon 1859

They looked out of  the car window at the closed Megadrome nightclub. It
was Wednesday, women-only night. The night of “The Phoenix’. They didn’t
get out. They were fighting. Well, not fighting exactly. Arguing in a high-
voiced irritated way. Neither was quite sure what the other had kept doing all
night, but each was sure that the other had. Ir was the tone of voice. The way
you said cheques when I said they won't take cheques. But you kept telling me I
was wrong.

It was one of those sort of  arguments.
So they looked out of the car window at the Megadrome and kept talking:

neither quite believing what she was saying, but saying i t  anyway because
both felt restless and because the Phoenix wasn’t open. Women were waiting
outside though, and the big bouncer Bet was there so opening was in the air
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and they knew the argument would be stopped by that opening without
either of  them having to win or concede.

Men in pairs sauntered past lengthening their strides to make their hips
swing in a macho way, staring and commenting at the women queuing out-
side the Megadrome: women in purple lurex tights, women in tuxedos and
bow ties, women in leather jackets with shaven heads and just women. Mona,
in jeans and sweatshirt, who mowed lawns and cut hedges, was leaning
heavily on her partner’s shoulder and kissing her ear repeatedly. Another
woman in jeans and T-shirt said hello in Mona’s direction. ‘Introduce me,
can’t you,” whispered the spikey nosed partner. ‘Can’t, mumbled Mona into
her ear, ‘T don’t  know her, I just mow her lawn.’ I t  was the usual crowd for
this time of night.

“This’ll be the biggest turnout since i t  opened,” said Mel, as she and Judy
joined the end o f  the straggling line, beside Stef, the carpenter who’d built
their deck last summer. Stef was wearing black fishnet tights, very high heels,
a black leather mini-skirt and a plunging red velvet neckline. She looked lan-
guid and very lovely.

‘Right,’ said Stef, ‘a pity i t  took the place closing down to get us all out.’
Then Lyn opened the door and Alix took their seven dollars and gave them
each a jellybean. Judy and Mel went straight to the floor and danced. Con-
centrating, chanting 1-2, 1-2 together they glided into the foxtrot, but the
floor was too crowded. I t  was dark and the music loud and difficult to trans-
late into the two-step, the only dance they could be sure of remembering
from lesbian ballroom dancing class. Groups were hugging and shouting at
one another. They retreated to chairs on the balcony and Tanya came
through the gloom and introduced a woman in a red jacket whose features
and name were indistinguishable.

Don’t I know you? shouted Judy. The woman shouted something unheat-
able back. Judy had long ago given up feeling despair at not being able to
hear words in noisy dyke backgrounds. She smiled encouragingly and waited
for the strobe light to circle round to the face. She didn’t think she knew her,
but her face had a fluid new lesbian look: she looked like a mother of three
who’d left her marriage two years ago, had her hair cut a year ago, and was
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now formulating her face. Mel was shouting happily at Tanya and whoever
she was.

Later, lying in bed she’d try to keep Mel awake and ask her, now, who was
that one in the redjacket? — What one in the redjacket?

Evenings at the Phoenix always ended in Judy’s realisation that no two
people see the same way. Mel would tell her long stories of  everything she’d
heard about someone’s relationship, new job and s/m explorations, only for
Judy to later realise that this was not the short spiky haired red head woman
in white shirt and black tights called Bo, but a medium height spiky haired
blond in punk black called Elaine. She believed in the absence of any absolute
subject position and the relativity of all observation and discourse, but at
times she did feel frustrated, like when she would say later tonight to Mel, bu:
surely you must remember the one in the redjacket with the sort offluid face and
Mel’s face would have a sleepily non-comprehending expression of denial.

So, as always she kept an interested, slightly concerned expression on and
looked round from the corner o f  her eyes, while Mel exchanged facts with
Tanya. Surely that was Biddy over there with a shaven head, Doc Martens
and a short fifties flowered dress under a naval officers jacket. And she seemed
to be with Carol, Judy’s ex-counsellor who a few months ago had had a
shaven head and had been with Anna, but now had only shaven sides and
seemed to be embracing Biddy closely. She nudged Mel and hissed in her ear,
Isn't that Biddy? And look she’s with Carol!

What?
She shouted and pointed. There. Biddy and Caroll Mel, Tanya and red-

jacket (except now she’d taken her red jacket off and had become totally
fluid) all turned and stared. Mel shouted something.

Can't hear you.
Mel shook her head and shouted close, spitting in Judy’s ear, That’s not

Biddy.
No, there.
That's Franky, mouthed Tanya.
Not Franky. 1 see Franky. There, over there behind the pillar. Biddy embracing

Carol.
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By now Biddy and Carol had stopped embracing and were dancing what
looked like a compressed tango and as the faces circled the floor seeing Franky
and Gloria and Edie and Lyn and . . . she forced herself to relax.

Breathe in and out deeply and slowly, smile, sip your soda water and watch the
scene at the Phoenix. It’s the last night. And this is my community.

Jo and Jo’s partner whose name she could never remember came up and
hugged her and Mel. Mel introduced Jo and Jo’s partner to Tanya and her
friend. Judy marvelled at Mel’s skill at penetrating the veil of incomprehen-
sible sound.

In a late night conversation she had worked out she could never remember
Jo’s partner’s name because she reminded her of someone, but who i t  was
she’d since forgotten. Which was the point. Who don’t I like? she thought.
But she’d forgotten. This is my community and these people love me. Judy led
Mel down the stairs holding her hand tightly, saying hello, hi and kissing
cheeks. Down to the strobe-lit floor where they stared into one another’s eyes
and felt the beat go through their feet into their groins and remembered how
much they loved one another and how exciting those increasingly less fre-
quent times making love were. Mel stroked her cheek, said something and
Judy smiled back and said, ‘you too’ although she would like to have heard it.

Mel held her close and kissed her ear. No, she said, though I mean that too.
I just said that Tanya didn’t know about Sally. Andyou look lovely, your eyes are
so bright.

Sally.
Whose funeral Judy had missed. Sally, whose painting hung in their hall-

way. Sally, whose doctor had misdiagnosed her stomach pains. Sally, who'd
tried to live pure and clean but it'd been too late. Sally, who’d been redhaired
and talented and quirky. Sally, who’d had three exhibitions and had made
one short film full of ecstatic multi-shaped women eating and rolling in fruit.
Oh Look! Theres Jodi and Maribelle lasciviously feeding one another grapes on
celluloid. And there's Kat with rainbow paints dripping down her naked body!
And theres. .

She and Sally had smiled and said hello at the lesbian film session during
the Women and Film weekend. They'd never done more than smile and say
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hello. Now, surrounded by women at the closing of the Phoenix she wishes
she’d said how much she admired her; a dyke with red hair who was not
afraid of the sun, who was resolute, who recorded the joy of being a dyke. /
should weep for Sally. Here, jigging up and down on the Phoenix floor. She
thinks of  Sally’s death and her own inevitable death (for is she not 20 years
older than Sally?), and forgets to look into Mel’s eyes. The women moving
closely around her blur through the tears and the smoke. Who are they?

What are your qualifications?
Hey, says Maryanne. I just heard about Louis. Or I suppose she’s back to

Louise now? How does it feel having three ex-lovers who ve gone straight?
She feels a momentary panic. It’s true, but she hasn’t realised anyone has

worked i t  out. Well, she shouts, it’s true. But Josie is married to a gay guy. And
it’s only because they both wanted a child. She grins at Maryanne’s unheard
reply. Josie had always been a liar. So probably Mike was as straight as a die.
Or was i t  dye? What did i t  mean? As straight as a dyke? It’s just a phrase they
say. A phase. Tanya’s daughter Vanessa had been a baby dyke for a year —
hung about with labyrises and dyke T-shirts and going to Algy meetings —
Auckland Lesbian and Gay Youth. Now she was ‘relating with’ gentle and
sensitive Simon who was a folkie and in Theatre Workshop.

Rebounding this morning Judy had watched the Arts programme on T.V.,
where balding white-fringed Peter Brooks pontificated on acting and the
theatre. A metaphorfor life, he said. He talked about his nine-hour production
of the Indian epic the Mahabharata which he thinks is superior to ‘even
Shakespeare’ for encompassing the whole of human experience. The stage was
full of battle and death. It’s an enormous saga about wars. And more wars.
And the final war which decides who will be the fathers of the human race.

Whose world is this? shouted Judy at Peter Brooks as she panted up and
down on the rebounder. And tonight, sitting across from Maryanne who’s
talking passionately at her, she shouts. It’s true. She's gone straight. It’s because
lesbianism is no longer seen as the vanguard offeminism. And where is feminism
anyway? It’s true. Vicki ran off with her professor. Male of course. Louis merged
into New Age personhood. Peoplehood! And had an exhibition celebrating her
new found heterosexual sexuality! And she used to run lesbian coming-out rituals!
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And now she’s a fucking counsellor! Counselling us! She’s shouting. Shouting
with tears running down her cheeks. Maryanne’s nodding so perhaps she’s
heard her. Mel puts comforting arms around her.

It’s okay. Its okay, she murmurs. We are hungry, and thirsty, sometimes — We
are barefoot and cold . . .

1 cannot hear you, says Judy, What are you saying? Who are we?
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REVIEW

The Exploding Frangipani: Lesbian Writing from Australia
and New Zealand

ed. Cathie Dunsford & Susan Hawthorne.
New Women’s Press

$19.95
No one is proud of dykes (not family not neighbours not friends not
workmates not bosses not teachers not mentors not universities not litera-
ture societies not any nation not any ruler not any benefactor not any
priest not any advocate). Only other dykes are proud of  dykes.

Gillian Hanscombe

It is accepted that about ten percent of our population is homosexual. That
means that ten percent of our women are lesbians/gay ladies/dykes/homo-
sexuals or whatever name we use to identify ourselves.

However, i f  you think you don’t know any lesbians, it’s probably because
they're not ‘out’. There’s some of us out in Grey Lynn, Ponsonby, Western
Springs and Westmere, but there’s a whole lot more closeted in the suburbs,
in the small towns, or in positions of responsibility and power. As American
Julia Penelope says:

A majority of lesbians — today in 1990 — are afraid to be honest about
their lesbian identity, and with good reason.

I f  we look back to the past of  women’s writing a disproportionate number are
lesbians. Perhaps women who have children have no time to write? But per-
haps writers who are doubly marginalised — both as women and as deviant
women — have a unique position as outsiders and observers. Certainly much
of the experimental writing of the last century has been by lesbians —
Dickinson, Woolf, Stein. But also many women writers have been lesbians
hiding (encoding) their lesbian identity into works that could be read as
heterosexual. And much of the most exciting recent feminist criticism has
been the decoding of writers like Dickinson, Woolf, Cather, Mansfield.
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This collection is long overdue. There are some splendid pieces in it. Nancy
Stone’s ‘Moments’ is a vivid sensual creation of the sexual act and all the appal-
ling and difficult thoughts we have as participants. Ngahuia Te Awekotuku’s
‘He Tika’ recounts how a young Maori woman finds that her two ‘aunties’, two
women who have lived together and yet been accepted by their community,
recognise and accept her as one of them. The story suggests, as does Te
Awekotuku’s collection Tahuri, that lesbianism is transhistorical. That is, that
within Maori culture lesbians have always existed — women identified women.

Much of lesbian academic theorising has been based on Te Awekotuku’s
vision. That i f  we look back into the past we will find women like ourselves.
Yet it is possible to say that lesbianism as we know it is very much a pheno-
menon of our time. Only in the twentieth century with women being able to
earn independent incomes and live independently of male controlled families
is there a possibility of a lesbian culture as we know it. For Dickinson, writ-
ing in the 1850s & 60s her lesbianism must be covert ‘tell the truth but tell it
slant’. But even today, Marewa Glover's story in this collection about a
woman trying to get a farm job with her friend as a ‘married couple’, shows
how you have to tell the truth ‘slant’.

Given that there’s been a lot of incisive and exciting lesbian feminist critical
theory published in the last two years the introduction is disappointingly
bland and directionless, or perhaps multidirectional might be a better phrase.
The Introduction to its 133 pages says:

In this collection we are exploring the themes of  colonialism, assimilation,
solidarity, invisibility, language, art as transformation o f  consciousness,
land struggles, aroha, culture and relationships with other women: moth-
ers, daughters, aunts, grandmothers, friends and heterosexual women. We
also explore our relationship to nature and the wilderness, to patriarchy
and to corporatisation, to resistance to these things and to the institution
of patriarchy . . .

Well! Well, Eva Johnson’s prose poem does almost live up to this. Here’s a bit
of it:
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God I get pissed off Sara.
pissed off at having to always justify my Aboriginality
to everyone —
because I don’t live in the bush,
because I have a relationship with a woman,
because I own my own house,
because I won’t be patronised,
because I don’t sell out for a well-paid job,
because I look as i f  I have my shit together,
and I look pretty contented and comfortable living in this
society, and to them I don’t look too Oppressed.
As i f  I just turned my oppression off.
It’s not a matter ofjust slipping back into it again.
Oppression didn’t just come to me, I didn’t choose i t
I was born into my oppression.
I don’t just think that, well today’s a good day to be
oppressed, I think I'll look oppressed.

Eva Johnson, Nancy Stone, Ngahuia Te Awekotuku. Theirs are stories any edi-
tor would have chosen. Gillian Hanscombe and Wendy Pond and Annamarie
Jagose have written intriguing and innovative pieces. And for those of  us in the
community Sue Fitchett’s moving poem ‘And (Partner)’, Miriam Saphira’s
jaunty ‘Lipstick’ and Louise Simone’s hilarious satire “The Exploding Frangi-
pani’ are all pieces that give us a sense of  ourselves. But I 'd  have liked to know
why the editors chose the other stories/poems/pieces. These are not all new
pieces. Some, they say, have been published before. They acknowledge some of
these. But they do not acknowledge the printing of  Wendy Pond’s lyrical and
sexual ‘Love Affair with Boats’ in Islands 35. Wendy’s story won an Air New
Zealand short story prize but Air New Zealand refused to print i t  in their In
Flight magazine because of its content. Isn’t this the sort of detail wed like to
have in a lesbian collection?
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Given that this is the first Australasian lesbian collection there are some
extraordinary omissions. I can only speak for New Zealand. Where is Heather
McPherson? — undoubtedly one of our finest poets. And when I say our I
mean New Zealand contemporary, as well as ours. Where are Frances Cherry,
Annabel Fagan, Renee? — all published, and all out lesbians.

An introduction to a collection needs to tell its readers why these particular
pieces were chosen. Particularly i f  it’s the first collection for a community
whose identity is both fragile and at risk. For me, a lesbian thinking and read-
ing about what makes me what I am, here and now in 1991 in Auckland, this
book is a disappointment. I wanted an introduction that excited and chal-
lenged me, and stories and poems that I could identify with, or that would
disturb and challenge me. I wanted stories and poems that would make me
think — yes— this is what it’s like to be a dyke.

For those readers who are not in the ten percent — well, it’s a great title, but
the selection of contents, like the pleasantly picturesque cover — fail to live up
to its suggestions of explosive sensuality.

However this is a first. I look forward to the next. Good on you Cathie and
Susan for your courage in speaking for us.

This review was written for the Sunday Star, where i t  appeared in a shortened
form.
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beith (Celtic month of beginning and symbolised by the birch tree) is less a

way to hide an identity than to celebrate a new beginning for my creative and

lesbian selves. I t  is also a way to honour my Celtic roots. In the patriarchal

world I juggle three jobs (including teaching English Literature and Women’s

Studies) with the commitment my partner and I have to each other and to
raising our two sons.

‘PASSING WOMEN’  RAP

used to be in days gone by
that ‘passing women’
lived by the rules.

they dressed as men to ‘better’
their lot, but still, inside,
they were wimmin too.

didn’t hurt their sisters — not
at all — ‘married’ wimmin,
treated chem all right.

now-a-days, the rules have changed
the ‘passing women’
don’t dress as men -

they dress the part of  the top
exec. and carry
a briefcase — not a heart.
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from inside, out, these women
are men — and play by
the rules o f  the patriarch.

don’t know their sisters — and
don’t care — ‘sisterhood’!
it’s a joke to them!

they’ve got theories all down pat
for the way they play —
screw the rest — they're O.K.
these ‘passing women’ don’t count
for me — they've sold their
souls to ‘the boys’ you see.

YOUR ATTENTION,  PLEASE

‘Fuck?

Now that I have your attention
let me tell you how it’s been
for me.
How I have lived in
someone else’s skin
and never could get
attention unless I
did some mad, outrageous
thing.

‘You think that’s what
I'm doing
now?’
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So let me tell you how it’s been
for me
I never was the daughter
that my parents wanted.
Gave that up at fifteen
as I sweated under
some shit’s ‘lust’ -
a girl who dared to beat
the boys at their own
game.

‘So I asked for rape, but
then we always do —
don’t we?’

So let me tell you how it’s been
for me.
I never was the wife
my husband wanted.
Couldn’t hack the sex.
His sweat reminded me
of something else
and his straightjacket
didn’t fit — no matter
how I tried.

‘So I asked for the punch
the way we always do —
didn’t I ?

But let me tell you how it’s been
for me.
I tried to be the mother
that my children needed.
Didn’t think I came too close —
and plenty people
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gave the nod to that.
Funny how the children
love me
as I am!

‘So what you hear’s
“not good enough!”
- you're right!

But let me tell you how it is
for me.
I never was the person
I could be
until I saw myself
in my own eyes,
not someone else’s
and knew that what I
felt was not
unique.

[0] on  t nee‘So I don’ d
your attention any
longer...’
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Betty Don has recently retired after 35 years as a primary teacher. She lives in
Hamilton and is attending Waikato University, majoring in Women’s
Studies. After a life-long interest in the spoken and written word, Betty now
has time to write poetry and short stories, and is a founding member of
‘Scratching the Surface’, a Waikato based lesbian writers group.

THE GAMES WE PLAY

Writing lewd poetry
is not my scene,
but at the moment
I must admit
I’ve a one-track mind.
There’s nothing
I want to do more
than make love
with you. Therefore
I was not surprised
at my reaction
when you said,
while walking of
championship tennis,
‘I'd rather watch
the women play
than the men.
With men it’s
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all bang bang!
The instant picture
in my mind
was not of  tennis.

With men, ‘two. love’
may be the score.
With women, ‘to love’
is something more.
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I am a silversmithereen who lives and works in Christchurch. I have been
making jewellery for about six years now and for the last year I have been able
to devote a lot more time to i t  than in the past.

I moved to Christchurch just over a year ago and before that I lived on the
West Coast where I worked with Kate Ewing. Kate, Jacquelyn Beri and I
have the Lynx Gallery cum workshop here, which opened last year.

I work mainly with silver but enjoy using copper and brass as well. One
day I hope to have the skills to make all the designs I have in my head. At the
moment a lot of my time is spent making the more ‘traditional’ lesbian jewel-
lery, which is sold in our gallery and through women’s bookshops. 1 enjoy
making one-off original pieces and find doing commissioned work can be an
exciting challenge, as i t  involves combining someone else’s ideas with my
skills. All my life I have had a passion for spirals in any form, and a lot of my
work incorporates a spiral shape.

At the moment I have another job to support myself: my goal is to one day
make my living solely from being a smithereen, although in the current eco-
nomic climate for women, jewellery is hardly the first thing on shopping lists.

Spiral pendant, silver with copper rivets
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Small spiral earrings, silver; flame pendant, silver and brass; spiral pendant,
silver and copper rivets.
Flame earrings, brass and copper
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CHRIS ATMORE

Chris Atmore describes herself as a ‘lesbian-feminist post-structuralist’, the
contradictions of  which she finds both confusing and enlivening. Her previous
political and academic work has included feminist organising against porno-
graphy and child sexual abuse. At present she is completing her PhD in sociol-
ogy at Victoria University, where she tutors in social inequality and research
methods.

EVERYTHING STILL ISN'T FOR EVERYBODY:
some notes on lesbian social science research and post-structuralism*

In 1987 I carried out a piece of research which was eventually published as
“Everything Isn’t for Everybody”: Some Experiences of being Lesbian in the
Workplace’ (1990). Not long after that, I discovered post-structuralism (or
rather in keeping with the theories, post-structuralism discovered me).!

The ‘f i ’  between post-structuralist theories and explicitly lesbian social
science work? is an imperfect one. Some aspects of post-structuralism offer
exciting and powerful applications for lesbian research; others threaten to
undermine much existing work and question the entire basis of lesbian
identity politics.> I am concerned here with some of  the potentially positive
applications.

Thanks to Allison Kirkman for comments on a draft of this paper.
! Post-structuralist theories including their feminist variants which interest me the most here, can be

off-putting and heavy going for anyone not already familiar with them. These ideas have made far
more inroads in areas like film and literary criticism than in social theory. On the latter, Weedon
(1987), Harding (1986), Lather (1989) and Nicholson (1990) are helpful.

2 This is opposed to academic work merely carried out by lesbians.
Two examples of  work located in this ambivalence are Kitzinger (1987) and Phelan (1989).
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The structure of ‘Everything Isn’t for Everybody’ (‘EFE’) is an amalgam of
textbook social science (from Introduction through to Appendices, with
appropriate jargon) and a feminist attention to the politics of research. Not
surprisingly given the constraints of Honours degree requirements and stand-
ards, i t  is the feminist intentions which suffer. For example, the headlong
career towards work deadlines made the research far less of a participatory
exercise than was promised by my discussion of feminist research methods.*

However what interests me here is the way the research was written. One
of the themes I have found most helpful in feminist post-structuralist think-
ing is its extension of the feminist critique of objectivity to an emphasis that
even — and especially — the language we use is not transparent. How we struc-
ture our accounts of oppression, even when we are trying to do emancipatory
work, can lock into the same relations of power we are trying to oppose.’ We
therefore need to pay increasing attention to how we write and interpret texts.
These texts can range from a poem for a lesbian newsletter to a paper for a
medical journal: both are equally socially constructed and both use certain
rhetorical devices to guide the reader toward a preferred interpretation.

Feminist post-structuralism suggests that we make these constructions
explicit, not simply because this is now ‘better’ scholarship but because in
emphasising how we put together our accounts we are less likely to
universalise on behalf of all women (or whatever group we happen to be talk-
ing about). Instead the idea is to stress that the knowledge of each person,
including especially the narrator, is only partial and is a product of their par-
ticular social location (Haraway, 1988; Rich, 1987). Any text is not the last

4 For instance, | sent all of the participants a copy of  the completed report, but did not seek their
active ongoing input — a much more time-consuming process.

5 For a powerful example, see Chandra Talpade Mohanty’s (1984) deconstruction o f  Western femi-
nist accounts of the ‘Third World Woman’.

6 See for example, Krieger (1983); Clifford and Marcus (1986); Kitzinger (1987); Lather (1989);
Peters and Rothenbuhler (1989); Shapiro (1989); Jones (1990). Many post-structuralists can be
just as anti-feminist as the next man. I see the increasing popularity of post-structuralism in aca-
demic settings as giving us permission to do what we have always tried but been disallowed because
i t  was ‘not objective enough’. Some politicised post-structuralisms urge us as feminists to go even
further in recognising that our own constructions are not exempt from these challenges.
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word on the matter but only a contribution which deliberately leaves a space
for other voices. Feminist post-structuralists try to decentre themselves as
narrators and to be explicit about their own positions and assumptions in
constructing the text.

Alison Jones provided me with a useful approach to the issue of self-
reflexivity, in her article, ‘Am “I ”  in the Text? The Positioned/Partial Subject
and Writing in the Feminist Classroom’ 1990.” When I applied the question
in her title to my own text, the answer on first re-reading appeared to be ‘no’.
This seemed connected to the particular context of lesbian academic work.? I
structure my thoughts around some possible interpretations of  Jones’ ques-
tion, and a series o f  (not totally fictitious) crises.

Am I in the Text? (I)
The situation of a lesbian academic is a tenous one at best. Revealing a lesbian
identity is highly likely to decrease and increase one’s chances of being hired
and fired respectively, especially i f  one is also politically active (e.g. American
Sociological Association’s Task Group on Homosexuality, 1982). But less
dramatic than this and equally important, whether we are lecturers or not, is
the effect of being known as a lesbian researcher on the status and reception
of our research (e.g. Plummer, 1981b). I t  is not simply the topic’s status as
potentially ‘controversial’ and open to ‘biased’ interpretations, but as i f  as
lesbians we are suffused with subjectivity. Anything written by a lesbian is
automatically particular rather than having any claim to the universal. We are
further marginalised in a different sense when the content of courses and

7 The section in the article where Jones reassesses her doctoral thesis, “What to do with one’s own
text after meeting postmodernism’ (pp 13-20), has been especially helpful to me.

8 Although probably not unique to it. However in general, self-conscious accounts of research
carried out by a member of  an oppressed group, where the group is in some way also the specific
‘topic’, and which also addresses post-structuralist issues, seem to be rare. Feminist post-
structuralists raise the question in relation to women, but they are not usually members o f  the
particular groups they research (e.g. Lather, 1989; Patai, 1988).

9 Which we are of  course, but no more than anybody else.
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books ensure that lesbians remain peripheral to social science (e.8 Plummer,
1981a; Adam, 1986).1° Am I in the text? Barely.

Am I in the Text? (II)

When I try to do academic work I feel sometimes caught between being too
academic and not being academic enough. I try to write within the limits of
academic requirements (including until recently, needing to get as good
grades as I could), from a basis of lesbian politics. The fact that I am writing
for two constituencies which hardly overlap produces a dilemma. The differ-
ent groups have differing accessibility requirements. On the academic side, I
am constantly looking over my shoulder. I want to convince, so I explain in
‘EFE’ the significance of a pink triangle badge, and what ‘coming out’ means
(I can take nothing for granted). When this paper is eventually published by
the department, at my instigation (unlike, as far as I know, the invitations
extended to the other contributors to the series), the juggling between the
poles becomes a distinct source of anxiety.

Elizabeth Ellsworth (1988) describes the ‘illicit pleasures’ lesbian viewers o f
the film Personal Best took in ‘watching them get it wrong’ about lesbians.
This is also a favourite reading mode of mine (when the alternative is Three
Men and a Little Lady you take what you can get). But a nagging worry
begins. I read Susan Krieger's huffy dismissal of Deborah Goleman Wolf's
The Lesbian Community as

. written like a tourist’s guide to the San Francisco lesbian-feminist
scene — [it] does not further the kind of  understanding this essay seeks to
encourage

(Krieger, 1982: 97 n13).

Wolfs book ‘often-times treats lesbians as specimens’ (Glikman, 1980: 415).
Another lesbian review is more positive, but points out the difficulties and

10. Even the critiques of  social science, like the field itself, marginalise lesbians by subsuming us under
such labels as ‘homosexual’; and are, like the texts, almost always North American or British in
origin.
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pitfalls in an ‘outsider’ study — ‘I found myself wincing’ (Star, 1980: 417).
Boston’s Gay Community News pounced with delight on Wolfs captioning of
a photo, in the first edition of the book, as ‘a lesbian couple showing affec-
tion’ (bid). 1 enjoy this too, but now the doubt’s really set in. It’s all very
well to watch these outsiders getting i t  wrong,!! but for a lesbian to fall into
the same traps seems particularly embarrassing.

Admittedly the Victoria University Department of Sociology and Social
Work Working Papers series isn’t up to the big time of Signs and the Journal
of Homosexuality, but still . . . Next I take to heart Renato Rosaldo’s (1987)
comment that in anthropology texts, the ‘subjects’ rarely laugh and enjoy
themselves. My paper is redeemed in this respect by my liberal use of quotes
from the lesbians who participated. Looking back, these are the parts I find
most interesting, but they are situated in a format which implies that they are
secondary, illustrations for what was ‘really’ going on. They are ‘treated as
garnishes and condiments, tasty only in relationship to the main course, the
sociologist’ (Richardson, 1988: 205). Am I in the tex? I hope not! (In fact,
take my name off the cover!)

Am I in the Text? (III)
There is a lot of discussion among feminist post-structuralists about the need
to work against the construction of research ‘subjects’ as Others. Generally
‘Others’ is conceived of in a doubled sense: in terms of the dynamics of  the
research relationship and due to the ‘researched’ being different to, and often
in a position of less power than, the researcher.'? For me as a lesbian, this
doubled claim of Othering is somewhat problematic. I have not escaped ten-
dencies to objectify inherent in the research process, and I am aware that the
differences between me and the lesbians who participated in ‘EFE’ worked
mainly to my privilege, which is not to be minimised. But on another level, I
also do lesbian academic work as an Other.

11 Wolf was heterosexual at least at the time of researching the book.
12 Jones” (1990) discussion ofher position as a Palagi doing research with Pacific Island girls addresses

both issues of  Othering.
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The impulse for my work in sociology has mainly been fuelled by my own
experiences as a lesbian. In 1983, for example, I wrote two papers on issues
surrounding lesbians’ decisions to come out to their families of origin, and
the reactions when they did. I t  was more than coincidental that I was coming
out to my own family at the time, but this does not appear in either paper. In
1987 I wrote two Honours essays about the Homosexual Law Reform Bill
campaign: here at least I claimed my own involvement as a source of know-
ledge i f  not the inspiration for the work.!?

In ‘EFE’ I actually state that the study ‘. . . began from my experiences as a
lesbian in the workplace . . . ”  (Atmore, 1990:22), but I don’t take this any
further. Part of the reason for not locating myself specifically was my never-
made-explicit assumption that I had nothing to contribute — well, no distinct
experiences of discrimination as an out lesbian in a fairly liberal environment.
But when I looked at the paper again, I read that the study would

. . .  attempt to elicit qualitatively some factors which influence lesbians’
perception of the workplace and their position within it, and to identify
coping strategies used by lesbians in their everyday work lives

(Atmore, 1990: 16)

And 1 conclude that coming out ‘may not be the once-and-for-all process
sometimes suggested by research, but is one coping strategy among many’
(Atmore, 1990:47). Lesbian oppression is not only expressed in overt exam-
ples of  workplace discrimination:

13 Changes in the way I have researched ‘lesbian topics’ have paralleled changes in my political beliefs.
When 1 look in retrospect at the work I did when 1 first came out, | seemed to be trying to prove
that we were as ‘normal’ as everyone else. This stance was highlighted one night when [ spotted a
woman I knew at the Railways Tavern and we shouted across the room in unison — ‘you’re in my
deviance class!” (And see Kitzinger, 1987). In 1987 the defeat of Part I I  ofthe Bill and the vocifer-
ous opposition mobilised by the right led me to concentrate on the strategies and problems of  a
social movement, and the ideologies and symbols used by all sides in a political campaign. Now in
1991 I'm working on my PhD on some media constructions of lesbians in Aotearoa, and I've
switched from a focus on lesbians as stigmatised or even as political campaigners, to trying to
deconstruct dominant discourses o f  compulsory heterosexuality. I n  my present work i t  is not
simply easier to focus on ‘them’ rather than ‘us’; i t  puts the Other research dynamic in a new light.
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The things that have happened to me . . . have been so subtle that there’s
nothing you can actually put your finger on

(Jane, Atmore, 1990:45).
Am I in the text? No — and yes."

Everything isn’t for Everybody — but I Wish it Was
These three different interpretations of the question, ‘am I in the text?’ all
seem related to a central tension. In contesting marginalisation and particu-
larity, and wanting to convince not just the already-persuaded, I wish to be as
authoritatively heavy as I possibly can. I don’t think my paper goes to the
extent of research which

. . .  serves to incorporate deviant and potentially challenging versions of
reality into the explanatory framework of the investigator, thus liqui-
dating them.

(Kitzinger, 1987: 70).

I still think ‘EFE’ makes a useful i f  limited contribution. However, i t  does
bring the participants into line with my views without being explicit about
the process.

‘Everything isn’t for everybody’ was originally from an interview with
‘Mary’, a statement about oppression.!> I wanted particularly in the wake of
the defeat of the anti-discrimination initiative in the Bill, to come up with
evidence of  discrimination which I already knew existed, and to present i t  in
an acceptable academic form. My wish that everything would be for every-
body also expressed itself in the structure of my text. But ‘everything isn’t for
everybody’ can also be read as a claim against universalising and as a call for

14 This was brought home to me when 1 was interviewed about ‘EFE’ by a Dominion journalist whom
I knew from my secondary school, ‘pre-lesbian’ days.

15 Mary said, ‘ I  used to have the notion that i f  anyone worked hard enough they could have what
they liked . . . that laws did protect people . . . really naive sort of  basic ideas . . . [but the Homo-sexual Law Reform Bill conflict] brought to my awareness that everything isn’t for everybody. . .that only certain people get rewards no matter what you do because of  your economics or class or
sexual orientation, race and all those sorts o f  things’ (Atmore, 1990, p 44)
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explicit positioning, for texts which specify ‘something’ and ‘somebody’. I t  is
this narrative decentering and positioning which was lacking from my own
text. This was not inevitable; ‘I’ was there all along.
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CHRISTINE REREMOANA PAUL

Te Arawa, Ngati Awa, Tuhoe. Born 1960; 1986-87 Certificate Craft Design
Maori Graduate; 1988-89 Diploma Design Maori Graduate; 1989 exhibited
Rotorua Artists, Rotorua Art Gallery (Sculpture Award), commissioned to
make mural at Cafeteria Waiariki Polytechnic; 1990 exhibited Maori Women
Artists, Rotorua and Lesbian Artists, Rotorua, commissioned to make mural
in DSW foyer, Rotorua, also numerous logo and t-shirt designs; 1991 com-
missioned to make mural in Family Violence Prevention Co-ordinating Com-
mittee head office, Wellington.

Kia ora koutou nga wahine takatapui
I was born in Whakatane in 1960, and lived in the Bay of  Plenty until I left
school in 1976 and moved to Christchurch. Looking back at the ‘culture
shock’, the only positive thing to happen while I was there, was that I came
out as a lesbian.

I had always enjoyed drawing and creating and i t  wasn’t until I returned
north to Rotorua and was lucky enough to work on a Maori Arts and Crafts
skills course that I began to realise art was an area I could work in. This led to
the Craft Design Maori course at Waiariki Polytech in 1985. It was the
Maori content that attracted me.

It was very difficult being the only lesbian Maori aid ‘out’. By the time 1
graduated in 1990, lesbian visibility had increased to four, one of whom
became my lover. This is my first year ‘out’ after graduation and I am experi-
encing the freedom to explore and express lesbian, Maori and contemporary
themes without the restriction of homophobia, racism and sexism that is typi-
cal of  institutions, though I acknowledge the support of  the few.

The themes to my work are women-based: Maori women in mythology,
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Maori women of our pasts. I explore traditional Maori compositions and
styles and develop them to express my concerns. Although the forms and
symbols I work with are Maori, I do not refer only to Maori people. My
involvement in the Women’s Refuge movement spans seven years. This and
my own life’s experiences is the strong women’s base from which I work.

I am currently working on a commissioned mural for the Family Violence
Prevention Co-ordinating Committee at Wellington head office (talk about
networking!). It is a multimedia triptych of  harakeke, wood, paint.

My lover and I are setting up a workshop from scratch and raising an
instant family of two teenage women, hens, cats and a dog.
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Untitled, 152 x 27 cm, acrylic on canvas, 1991
Hineahuone, 152 x 37 cm, acrylic on canvas, 1991
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CRISSIE LOUISE SMITH
I am named after my maternal grandmother Crissie Louise Beattie from
Ireland. My ancestry is mostly Scots (Highland) with Irish (northern) and
Maori (East Coast). I came out as a lesbian when I was 16 (in 1981). Writing
for me is a very rare event, I wrote this piece eatly 1991. I 'm presently in my
first year studying for a diploma in computer graphic design at Whanganui
Polytechnic.

Gertrude believes that a dyke must have strong political
principles and must be able to vocalise them in any
situation and that i t  is a serious compromise for the
revolution i f  you do not.

Gertrude has a high profile and standing
in the political lesbians circle because
Gertrude can do this
Gertrude reads lots of books
Gertrude believes in women loving women
Maori Sovereignty bi-culturalism and the working class
and is able to speak for five minutes and 15 seconds on
each subject

Gertrude goes home and tells her woman lover
that she is having an affair with another woman
(G believes in  free relationships).

It happens to be the same woman that G’s lover called
a racist bitch last week
but G can’t remember exactly why that was
and i t  doesn’t matter anyway
cos this woman means nothing to G
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Gertrude’s lover starts to bleed from her eyes
Gertrude tells her not to stain the new white couch

Gertrude’s lover tells G
that some of her family are passing through
and they're going to stay for the weekend
G tells her i t  is not possible
because she’s hosting the lesbian anti-racist group
meeting
with the issue o f  bi-culturalism from a white lesbian
perspective
so they can’t have men and non-whites in the house
and after all i t  is G’s house
bought with the hard earnt money
of her grandfather who worked down the mines in
Austrailier
and died because o f  i t
wealthy, working class, and dead

Gertrude’s lover starts to bleed from her heart

Gertrude is going to see her folks and takes her lover
with her but she leaves her at the door
Gertrude’s lover's feet are bleeding all over the doormat
the dog licks it up
G finds her lover on the back doorstep with the dog and
tells her to come in but then accidentally shuts her in
the hot water cupboard. G’s mother in search of  a tea
towel finds her there but can’t quite see her and shuts
her fingers in the door
Gertrude’s lover bleeds from her hands

When they get home Gertrude announces that after visiting her
family she’s a bloody mess.
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DEBORAH JONES

At the end of 1991 I will have been a committed feminist for 20 years. This
is the single most significant choice that has shaped my adulc life: i t  seems
that all my other choices have flowed from this source. At nearly 40 I have
entered a fundamental crisis of meaning and being, and I don’t know in what
shape I will emerge.

LONG TERM LESBIAN RELATIONSHIPS
ARE NOT BORING

This is for Hilary Lapsley and Rosemary Curb who said the reason no-one
writes much about long term lesbian relationships is probably that they are
boring,

A couple of years ago I was talking to Linda,
sitting at the kitchen table.
Things were rough between you and me, then;
I was scared I was staying with you
for all the wrong reasons —
fear of  being alone
fear of  what my family would say
fear about money, the future, old age.

Once before I had stayed
long past closing time
I was scared I was doing i t  again.
I didn’t know how to tell i f I was.

When Linda asked me why I was staying
Why I stayed, when i t  was so hard
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I said: I guess she has just always seemed to really
love me.
And I knew you did.

A tree growing into the side of the cliff
looks as i f  any minute
it  will slide into the sea.
The forces of  gravity seem against it.
Then you see the roots, their strength,
digging in.

When I fell in love with someone else, I panicked.
I staggered around
like I'd been punched in the heart.

We met by the lake to discuss terms.
We wanted freedom, love, everything,
just like we always have.
That’s why we’re lesbians.

We were at a conference the other week,
sitting eating at the table. Morrigan asked you
i f  we were lovers.
She knew we were together, of  course.
She wanted to know if  we were — after seven years —
Still lovers.

I’m glad she asked, I wish we all talked more about sex.
I’m glad you said yes.

Ruth died a couple of  years ago;
we know i t  can happen any time.
I want love that can face that,
Not just with you.
There’s a kind of  love I know about now,
tough and homemade, transcending like and dislike;
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not just for lovers, strong, wiry, a Bailey bridge
thrown over the void.
I want all of us
to love each other enough
to make a bridge we can walk forward on
stronger than decay.

We love against the grain:
swimming upstream, we enjoy the fight against
the current,
feeling our strength.
We love to bask in the quiet pools upstream;
sometimes we rest there
in the peaceful waters.

WHEN YOU H IT  ME

When you hit me
when your fist smashed my head
against the door post

my spirit left my body.
From across the room
I watched a horror movie
unfolding.

I told two women.
One didn’t believe me.
The other felt powerless to help.
So I kept i t  to myself.

Now I remember a time before i t  happened.
I remember crossing a bridge at sunset
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to meet you.
The sky was huge, pink, orange
above the dark hill.
I felt such joy.
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ELEANOR BASSETT

Eleanor Bassett was born in the Waikato in 1944 and at present lives in
Torbay close to the sound of the sea with her daughter and two cats. She
spent ten years living and working overseas and since her return has been a
woodwork teacher at Auckland’s alternative school, Metro. Her poetry has
appeared in the Womenspace Journal.

TO TERRY, WITH LOVE

These few weeks
that I have known you
Laughingly
Lovingly
have plucked at my mind
with quick-sand force.

When I lie next to you
my arms ache
body cracks
I slide into you
and wonder
i f  am caught
in your drift-net.

Greenpeace warriors
who set the fishes free

leave me entangled
in my
Rainbow
ecstacy.
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ELIZABETH KEREKERE

Elizabeth Kerekere was born a Scorpian Snake in Turanganui-a-Kiwa, 1965.
She’s been known as the artist in her family for years and is slowly working
her way to an exhibition. Elizabeth is currently based in Te Whanganui-a-
Tara with the Museum of  New Zealand Te Papa Tongarewa Project where
she works as a Project Officer.

Artists Elizabeth Kerckere, Lauren Lethal and Jane Zusters spoke to a
capacity audience at the Dowse Art Museum, Lower Hutt, on Sunday 27
January 1991. The session, ‘Lesbians Discuss Heterosexual Visibility in the
Visual Arts’, was facilitated by Madeline Macnamara. This transcript was
edited by the artists and Megan Cook and first appeared in Lesbians Newsletter.

PREPARING THE ART  WORLD FOR MAORI  DYKES

Tena ra koutou katoa.
Na te mea tuatahi, e whae, e Papatuanuku,
tena koe.
Tena koe na o hua nei e whakamahana nga mokopuna.
E nga marae whanui o e motu, tena ra koutou.
E nga tini aitua o te motu, hacre. Haere ki nga tupuna kua riro
ki te po.
E nga kaitiaki e mahi ana i nga wharetaonga
o te motu kia kaha e hoa.

No Turanganui-a-Kiwa au
Ko Rongowhakaata, ko Ngai Taimanubhiri,
ko Te Aitanga a Hauiti, ko Te Aitanga a Mahaki, ko
Kahungunu, ko Ngati Oneone, ko Te Arawa nga iwi.
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Nga mihi atu ki a koutou, e nga wahine
Maori, e nga wahine takatapui, e nga hoa,
taku hoa wahine, ko Peati, naumai haeremai.
Kia ora huihui mai tatou katoa.

I’ve been working for a lot of years on issues to do with Maori people, Maori
youth, Maori wimin, areas of sexual abuse. This is the first time I've ever had
to speak publicly on something with lesbian in the title and I'm really excited
about it. I've chosen to express my view of heterosexual visibility in the arts
by focussing on one particular aspect of it, and it’s a subject that’s close to my
heart: sex. I look briefly at the open sexuality depicted in traditional Maori
carving and then how Maori women artists are choosing to express their
experience of sexuality now. I'll conclude that only Maori lesbian artists are
capable of  producing work that is unrelated to men.

In earlier times, in so-called traditional times, when we wore grass skirts,
slept in wooden houses on the floor, carvings were very explicit. I f  we accept
that art was a method used then, as now, to reinforce the order of the times,
we can also accept that heterosexual sex was an open, accepted and very
obvious part of life — I'd say it was rampant. In so many different areas that
we looked i t  was always there. [Slides shown of Te Hau ki Turanga pare or
lintel, and Teremoe, a large waka, both in the National Museum.]

The pare shows what we think is Papatuanuku and Ranginui in sexual
embrace, I presume while Papa was producing her 70 male offspring and
before their eldest child Tane Mahuta ripped them apart to let light into the
world. Tane went on to be the God of Creation, no less, created the first
woman and abused their first daughter. Creation myths aside, this is a com-
mon image used on carved houses in reference to the myths. They are also
common on pataka (storehouses) in reference to abundance and the fertility
of the land and the tribe.

This is a favourite of mine. [Slide of Tuterangiwhakaea carving — see illus-
tration previous page] This is from the Ngati Pikiao tribe of Te Arawa in
Rotorua. It is said to be one of several carvings from a building carved by
Tuterangiwhakaea. The building was probably a pataka and the carving a
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paepae (threshold), or rauawa (sideboard) o f  the storehouse. Now, some say
this is an ancestress and she should be upright like a poupou. I think what-
ever position she is in, it’s quite clear what she is doing. Perhaps i t  wasn’t
Tuterangiwhakaea who carved this — maybe i t  was his lesbian daughter.

Another feature of this time was the exaggerated sexual organs, especially
male sexual organs. Very explicit detail was commonplace. Things began to
change about the time of the missionaries. I think they had what could be
called an unhealthy interest in heterosexual visibility in the visual arts. They
set about an almost embarrassingly active collection policy of sexual organs.
It’s true, this is not heresy or hearsay. There are many recorded incidents of
this throughout the country. Apparently i t  got to the stage that in some tribal
areas they wouldn’t even carve them on for fear of this religion of closet penis
worshippers. To be fair though, on some carvings it’s not clear whether the
organ was chopped off or whether it fell off by itself.

I’ve always been taught that weaving was the appropriate work of women,
that in a marae the work of women complemented the carving of the men
and that both were an essential element of the whare — they provided the bal-
ance and they complemented each other. As well as the brilliant work in
weaving that our women continue, Maori women artists in more recent times
have claimed other media to express themselves.

Whatever the issue, whether it’s the Treaty of Waitangi, colonisation,
abuse or sexuality, it’s very much in a heterosexual context. [Slides shown of
contemporary Maori women artists, including Robyn Kahukiwa, Shona
Rapira-Davies, Emily Karaka and Haeata, exhibiting at the National Museum
and Wellington City Art Gallery]

A lot of Maori thinking is that we need that complementary thing. To be
whole, i t  has to have male there. I've come to the conclusion that for female
Maori artists to express themselves as separate from men then they're prob-
ably going to have to be lesbian, and since many Maori lesbians want the
approval of their Maori male family and colleagues and the women who sup-
port them, I think possibly we might have to be separatist as well.

We've been told that there were lesbians in ancient Maori times and I've
got no doubt that they existed. I do doubt the level of acceptability that they
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had: we don’t see a lot of carvings of women together, we don’t see our love-
making glorified and captured in wood for future generations to admire and
emulate. I think it’s left a huge gap in our cultural heritage.

It’s even a problem, the accepting of the labels. To say that you're an artist
in Maori families where everyone’s assumed to be creative in some form or
other, it’s like you're putting on airs to say, ‘well I 'm an artist’. In a Maori
community calling yourself lesbian is an insult to the family (as I 'm sure it is
in most communities), you're not doing your part to add to the total of
mokopuna that are running around. So there are lots of binds in accepting all
the labels necessary to call yourself a Maori lesbian artist.

I think arty people like to think themselves very liberal but this is an area
with room for improvement. One of the things the art world could do to pre-
pare for Maori dykes is to say ‘this is a lesbian artist’ when they have their
work, even when it’s not a lesbian exhibition. And to say that ‘this lesbian
artist is in a relationship with this lesbian whose work is over here.” Things
that are very usual in the labelling of exhibitions. Another aspect is that the
perspective is different: it’s not the same as Pakeha lesbians, or lesbians of
colour, it’s not the same as Maori women, and they may need to accept that
this is an experience of being Maori that’s not connected with our men, that’s
not connected with the tribe, and that’s not connected with complementary
roles of males and females.

When one of the first Maori lesbian huis was held in Auckland in 1988,
the women were quite hard put to find images in traditional Maori art that
were about women with women. So they created their own. The next year we
had the hui in Wellington, and we claimed the work ‘takatapui’, which
means intimate companion of the same sex and it can be used for either male
or female. I think that’s a word that will probably stick with us.

I think the art world has moved a long way in recent times in terms of
taonga and Maori collections and in their institutions, and so although white
racism isn’t directly addressed, biculturalism has become the solution to our
problems. So I'm sure the art world will find a way to bypass those dirty
words ‘lesbophobia’ and ‘homophobia’ and come up with something really
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positive. A way that they can openly support and fund a lesbian visibility in
the visual arts.

Mai te Tairawhiti, mai te Taitokerau, mai te Taihauauru, mai te Waka a
Maui, Te Waipounamu, mai te Moana nui a Kiwa, e nga whanaunga o te

motu, tena koutou, tena koutou, kia ora tatou katoa.

Postscript: 1 had also debated finishing this talk with some of  my own work.
My paid employment is very much Maori oriented. I find my art is about
women, about lesbians. It’s about heat and passion and fire, completely
removed from men. It’s my art work that best expresses being a lesbian separ-
atist. Unfortunately, I couldn’t have any completed works of mine here. Of
course, this is the problem when your friends are spread throughout the

country and you don’t speak to your ex-lovers any more. I'll just have to see
you all at an exhibition opening of  my work.
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a rainbow when you look at me. 50 x 70 cm,)
mI'm black inside but I

Pencil on cartridge. Sketch for painting based on a song “Wahine Toa’
by Mahina Tocker.
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LAUGHING WITH THE GIRLS

She could be your daughter
propping up the bar
with the bar dykes
and
laughing
and eyeing the women

She could be your daughter
out on the town
with the girls
got you worried?
And so you should be.
How's she going to

find a man
get pregnant
be a mother
wife
drudge
sludge
slave

i f  she hangs out with my gitls
laughing,
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These pieces reflect my current exploration of wood as a medium for surface
decoration. I use sycamore for its silvery paleness and because in Dunedin it
is a readily available weedout of our public parks and reserves where i t  com-
petes over-rigorously with our slower growing natives.

Acrylic colours are stippled, rubbed or sponged straight on to the sanded
form which is sometimes scorched as well with an oxyacetylene torch. The
growth ring at the neck of the vessels is formed from vines, or the tip twigs of
pliable species such as willow and eucalyptus, and is symbolic of the life force
of that tree which is still a part of the pieces made from it.

My work is available in New Zealand at Compendium Gallery,
Devonport; Crafts Council Gallery, Wellington and Dunedin; Cave Rock
Gallery, Christchurch and at the del Mano Gallery in Los Angeles and Ten
Arrow Gallery in Boston.

Sycamore, acrylic paint, twigs, 200 x 180 mm
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Elm, vine, 370 x 140 mm
Sycamore, acrylic paint, twigs and vine, 350 x 200 mm
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I am happy this work is being placed in an appropriate context. Regarding the
painting and its process — which is why I took the photographs — I have very
lite written in my diary at that time.

What I remember is that the work took about two months, each stage of
the painting being left to sit and be viewed. The idea of the work was to pro-
duce a structure on which I would be expressive and gestural — something
that doesn’t come easily to me. I suppose this was one of the most layered
paintings I had ever done in my bid to learn and teach myself about painting.
There — I have told you very little of the meaning of  the work for me person-
ally — but very sexually based.

House/Heart Painting (1987), acrylic on hardboard, 1200 x 1500 mm
A sequence of 6 photographs of the painting and its process.
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ON THE MOTORWAY TO HOF

Excuse me, but my heart’s a bit shaky,
I know i t  doesn’t look like it,
but my heart’s a bit shaky.
I don’t exactly know
i f  a four-and-a-half-hour journey
actually lasts
four-and-a-half hours.

I don’t exactly know i f
what is, is.
Yes, my heart’s a bit shaky.
I can’t store data very well.
For me, things flicker a bit.
Sometimes I seem hard, or very capable, or strong
and I'll make i t ,  I'll get through,
only my heart’s a bit shaky.
I’m 41, I don’t always know what’s right,
whether I’ve done that right,
or done i t  well.
Or what I've done wrong,

I wonder, i f  it’s having trouble
deciding
what something is, what something
actually is.
Coz although I know
what something is,
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i t  might be something
else as well.

In actual fact, things didn’t go quite right for me,
I mean, right at the beginning there.
Yes, shortly after the starting point actually,
i t  got a bit confused,
it’s a bit mixed up
there.
There where there’s
still fog.
I still can’t actually see too clearly,
can’t see.
But there, at the beginning, there was
a bit ofconfusion.

I mean, a brother is a brother
and a litte sister is a lictle sister
isn’t that right?
And what he did to me
that’s not important, is it?
That's right, isn’t it?
Or  what is right?
Or  what
is?
What am
I?
What was I?

A four-and-a-half-hour journey
doesn’t last four-and-a-half hours, does it?
I mean, I ' l l  get by.
I’ve already made my career —
well, now and then.
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Sometimes I couldn’t anymore.
Then there was a period of relaxation,
so to speak. I was
put out to grass,
so to speak.
Even so,
how long does a four-and-a-half-hour journey last?

Because i f  four-and-a-half hours
actually
are four-and-a-half hours,
then isn’t a brother a brother?
And isn’t a sister a sister?
And from a brother
don’t you expect
shelter, or warmth, or feeling
or at least being-there, support?

What i f  I say to you
that a four-and-a-half-hour journey

can last three hours?
Can i t  sometimes

last longer?
or shorter?
I mean, i f  you start out straight away?
I mean, i f  I have five dollars
are you sure that couldn’t be 5000?
o r . . .  not?

I mean,
green is green,
isn’t it?
And
a brother
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is really a brother,
isn’t he?
Can that be true?

How long is i t  going to go on?
With this IQ —
150 or thereabouts they said —
that
can’t even see
five dollars
as five dollars.
Doesn’t know how long
the journey lasts,
has to fight all the time
against other ideas.
I’m always so uncertain —
is a brother
a journey
of  415 hours?
Does that mean, i f  I see
40
that I have to drive 40?
Does it  also mean, you can
actually drive 80 or 40?
Does 40 really mean 40?
What's pressing on my heart?
That I hear
and don’t hear.

I can tell you,
I'm feeling better now.
A year’s therapy.
Now and again I can see something
new.
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I can do things.
I can imagine
making plans — for me.
Instead of  that endless
up and down, all over the place.
One moment here, the next somewhere else.

I have to sit down. And work.
I can’t. I have to.
What do I have to do?

Where do I have to go?
Have to go and see someone.
Who then?
Her? Or  her?
Will I find something perhaps?
What am I trying to find?

I’m trying to find the answer
to why I never know the answer.
Can never understand
why it  takes so much energy
to accept that four-and-a-half hours
is four-and-a-half hours.
That five dollars
is five dollars.

I have to fight.
Ihave to say
‘That thing is what it is.’
Of  course there are other things I can’t even
make a start on.

I think
I can.
I’ve always managed to.
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I’m going to keep on
managing to.

I f  green is
green,
does that mean
that time is time
and not longer?

Then I have to say
I’m not important.
What's inside me, moves around,
bodily, beneath my consciousness
there where I can’t see,
that means,
it’s not true.
There’s no uneasiness,
there is, after all these years,
no cry
no fight
but actually

there is.

Otherwise I wouldn’t have trouble
with
four-and-a-half hours
would I?
Or  with brother?
Or with touching?

Otherwise I wouldn’t grin at you
so nervously.
And then laught like a child
and uy
to please.
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I can’t see how deep this well is.
It’s dark, I can’t see the bottom.
I only know that there’s a weight on top.
Other people laugh.
Even my friends say
oh her, she’s always late.
Late?

Why am I always working?
After a whole day’s work
why do I have to sit down and work some more?
Why shouldn’t I actually pull up a chair,
pick up some book or other? . . .
Oh no — get to work,
prepare something, prepare yourself, take notes,
write i t  down, write i t  down.

And you know something?
That’s exactly what I do.
I never come home and say
hey, you did all right today.
Take a seat, take a break.
Do something you like.

Well . . . a break.
What does a woman do
in the break?
Does she listen?
Relax?
Can this woman afford to relax?
Can she allow
nothing to happen?

Because i f  nothing happens,
what happens then?
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