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Foreworo

For years | have messed about in boats. The sea is my element. | am at
home in islands. | love the outline of coasts, the swell of water marking

the place of rocks. | am drawn to charts and maps and sound imaginary

journeys across waters. | delight in metaphor,

Today | have embarked on a new voyage of discovery with two
experienced sailors whose skills I've known for a long time. | admire)
their courage, the exhiliration of their pursuit into the new millenium
- the year 2000. | watch them stand at the bow of Te Aroha, gliding away
from the ‘quiet surfaces’, the ‘stillness of the inner harbour’ and ‘the
house squatting in sea mist’. | see them ‘working to ride | waters rough
white | fending off / rock throat walls’ and head out for the rolling
myths and a loaded camera’. With these they trace the rich expanse and
treasure of past, ‘making connections / which shine | map a way to
=
In this tradition, Sue Fitchett and Jane Zusters are not entirely alone
seas alone, the journey of artistic co-operation brims with endeavour

and a listing of fellow travellers too large here to encompass. Suffice
it only to mention Hotere, McCahon, Brown, McWhannell; Baxter,
Manhire, McQueen and all the others giving ‘us back abundant

But Charts & Soundings is somewhat different - ‘other’, ‘balancing
on / the margins/... new frontiers...” also in complexity and nuance, the

subtleties of evocation. In a sense, there was no ‘collaboration’. The
visual images had already been taken independently, without

knowledge of the poems. But ‘read’ with the work they accompany,

summon Hans Arp's Das Gesetz der Zufall .
The combination of verbal and visual imagery resonates withj

connections, and works to extend, to elucidate, to detail, and constantly
energise a kind of ‘bi-lingual’ inter‘play’ with the larger themes
throughout the work - light and dark | life and death. Even where links

seem momentarily tenuous, there are evocations of larger worlds and

shared experience, intriguing new ways of ‘sounding’ re-enactmentg
of journeys made historically, spiritually and metaphorically.

The 20 poems and 22 images that comprise these mappings /

chartings /, this ‘spirit of place’, are full of literary allusions,
references and ‘classic’ art readings. Everywhere ‘glimpsed worlds’ /
dangerously / licked by shadows’, a complexity of vision honed by a
through time, through history. And throughout thisjourney’s centre’,
always the ‘presence’ of water, the elemental, ambivalent symbol

suggestive of deeper layers of psyche, and signalling associations both
with life and fertility, destruction and death and the travels of the spirit
to the underworld - the ‘dark shapes / rising & falling as one'.
Everything “beginning again & again & again”.

Riemke Ensing

September 1999, Auckland
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Fl.15 sec.

flash 15 seconds

a sharp star

all night

TIRITIRI MATANGI
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home on the island.






Mapping the Waitemats

a French navigator saw a handful of pebbles in the distance

on his chart wrote
Noisetteg

by a later chart
he ' tts’ had gone
N oisieg

oday a sailor's eye
inds one less i’
Noises

“Time has rubbed off the Frenchness”

Mururoa M ruroa Moruroa here’'s hoping






in smoke

ghosts rise up|
freed

remember thig
rom somewhere
our nameg
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in my mouth
watching our campfire
el ease another

lue shape
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upstream to its snow rich source

Tongariro Ruapehu
already shape changing

before sky swallows the blug

& | squint through wet lasheg
catch|

flutter






poem 5 of on the other side of Moehau (sleeping wind):
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he Spirit of the Place

f | could breathe

ome wordg

nto this rock
might tell

this hollow
acing the mountain
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& questioned | petitioned

Moeha

an Hassidic father
overs me

with silence.
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Coromandel
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Morning Report

i

olphins
threading early morning chop

the boat is latée
And the hollow in the pillow was warm

a tanker has been hit in the Gulf
entering the inner harbour

two dark shapes

rising & falling as one

curve into the morning

quietly making up






Whanganui Taniwha

—

his river

takes some of us by surprise
hrown under a thick surface

its presence fills our mouthg

powers into our nostrilg

—

sucks out long soft city words
leaving only hard quick ones
dump shock

snag fear &
anoes

untamed sleek water ponies

extending our words & bodieg

i

we enter a mouth full of teeth
over a tapered green tongue

& now
feather gliding
working to ride
fending off
spat out to rest on a wide belly

all the gorge

reflected in
skin rich & silky

at last this river

gives us back

abundant syllables
blessed exhilaration

docile ponies &

birdsong
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COUNTRY ROAD TAKES ME

this road is a comrade)
I know well
petrified

first forty kilometreg

thin green snow

although a blue sky promiseg
something larger & warmer

at the journey’s centre
winks a very different colour

a place of cunning

& feral possibility

there are risks
murder is painted on one

face my breath quickens

hairlets stand up on arms

then he appears

The Red Fox
the pub pales
an_icon

on the other sidefi
a I

real russian woman
wider than a blue promise

carrying a week’s provisions &
a smile to melt Siberia's winter






he thin men

a day of no sun
he ground ice caugh
n Auschwitz
very thin man
hrew a yellow star
into the sky
where it blazed
riefly
M accabees were hear
the horizon
& air smelt of life
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omorrow he'll process the film
hoot off another letter
“give me my money
a key to the camp
mesh of regulationg
ou’ve sewn around me”
marked mal
e types on yellow paper
nderlines in red
his cavalry words ride out
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irdkilling house
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he space of radio signalg
a stretch of imagination
& Rwanda’'s in my eyes
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witch off fill our bellies
coated words
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“two dead birds in two weeks”
ou say “on the deck”
rigid bundles of feathers
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repugnance
rames from a B grade movie
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he crack of a door

omewhere inside
a sycamore fall
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our house squatting in sea mist



Fresh coffee brewing
green shoots glaze new dug garden
old friends arriving.

by torchlight the path

stretches dangerously
licked by shadows
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looking at photographs

looking for my mother in old photographsg
i find myself younger than twelve

my mother is not there

her early mother

in remains a rumour
cannot see touch or taste i
my mother is not here
my mother is
dead skin

ski
i cannot see touch or taste it|
my_mother is not herg

s untouchable

i touch my skin
my mother is here
i am more than a snake
growing into a skin
mother
i pour my mother into this conversation
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my language tells it all

the ticg the holding of the mouth
my mothers smile flicks out
in the breaks in my
stories
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we sit & kni
my mother & i
g
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i round
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