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Foreword
For years I have messed about in boats. The sea is my element. I am at

home in islands. I love the outline of coasts ,  the swell of water marking

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

journeys  across waters.  I del ight  in metaphor.

Today I have embarked on a new voyage of discovery with two

experienced sailors whose skil ls  I’ve known for a long time. I admire

the i r  courage ,  the exhi l i ra t ion of their  pursuit  into the new millenium

- the year 2000. I watch them stand at the bow of Te Aroha,  gliding away

from the ‘quiet surfaces’ ,  the ‘st i l lness of the inner harbour’ and ‘the

house squatt ing in sea  mist’. I see them ‘working to ride I waters rough

whi te  I fending off  / rock throat walls’  and head out for the rolling

‘swel l  of the channel’  and the ‘turbulent s ea s ' .

Their  ‘small navigational aids’ are words and pictures - ‘the book of

myths and a loaded camera’.  With these they trace the rich expanse and

treasure  of past ,  ‘making connect ions  / which shine  I map a way to

the / heart of matter.’

In this tradition, Sue Fitchett and Jane Zusters are not entirely alone

on their course.  Others  have taken this route before them - and in these

seas  a lone,  the journey of art ist ic 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

syl lables  / . . .  birdsong / birdsong’.

But Charts & Soundings is somewhat different - ‘other’,  ‘balancing

on / the margins / . . .  new frontiers . . .’  a lso in complexity and nuance, the

subtleties of evocation. In a sense, there was no ‘collaboration’. The

visual  images  had a l r eady  been taken  independen t ly ,  w i thou t

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  with

connections, and works to extend, to elucidate, to detail,  and constantly

energise  a kind of ‘bi  - l ingual’  inter  ‘play’ with the larger  themes

throughout the work - l ight and dark I l ife and death.  Even where l inks

seem momentarily tenuous,  there are evocat ions of larger  worlds and

shared exper ience ,  in t r iguing new ways of ‘sounding’  re -enac tments

of journeys made historically,  spiri tually and metaphorical ly.

The 20 poems and 22 images that comprise these mappings /

chart ings / ,  this ‘spir i t  of place’ ,  a re  full  of l i terary al lusions,

references and ‘classic’ art readings.  Everywhere ‘glimpsed worlds’ /

dange rous ly  / licked by shadows’, a complexity of vision honed by a

psychological edge,  an acknowledgement of a wider reality accessed

through t ime,  through his tory.  And throughout  this  ‘ journey’s  cent re ’ ,

always the ‘presence’ of water,  the elemental ,  ambivalent symbol

suggestive of deeper layers of psyche, and signall ing associat ions both

with life and fert i l i ty,  destruction and death and the travels of the spirit

to the underworld - the ‘dark shapes / rising & falling as one’.

Everything “beginning again & again & aga in” .

Riemke  Ens ing

September 1999,  Auckland
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Boning  Up

On the bones of your arse
says it all
when you s t r ip  away f lesh
what have you got  left
bare essent ia l s

some people dig
up their  dead
af ter  a t ime
by then the f lesh  has
fa l len  off

with an archeologis t ’s  touch
the bones are l if ted up
placed on a smoking brazier
slowly they dry out
unti l  the i r  whi teness  has
a pure b r i l l i ance

even if we’re not dug up
pur i f ied  by f i re
our  bones will be found one day
by someone seeking roots

bones are the bottom line
at the end
we can be sure
there’ll  be a ske’leton
connec t ions
wh ich  sh ine
whi te ly  in murk
map a way to the
heart of matter

9
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TIRITIRI MATANGI

On the cha r t

on ly  th i s

Fl. 15 sec.
( a sh  in
the  mou th

flash 15 seconds
al l  n igh t

a sha rp  s t a r
spa rk ing

flash 15 seconds flash 15 seconds

each  dusk
as we draw cur ta ins

come in cold
unba lanced  by

win te r ’ s  da rk  f e r ry
take one last look
at the world before
sleep & when we can’t
s leep  night  a f te r
n igh t
a f t e r

in dawn’s  thin wash
I spread the  char t
rub out Fl. 15 sec.
wr i t e

in fire w arm
&

safe
&

home on the island.

1 1
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Mapping  the  Wai t ema ta
a French nav iga tor  saw a handful  of pebbles  in the d i s tance

on  h i s  cha r t  wro t e
Noiset tes

by a l a t e r  cha r t
the  ’ t ts’  had gone
Noisies

today a s a i l o r ' s  eye
f inds  one less ’ i ’
Noises

“T ime  has  rubbed  of f  the F renchnes s”

Muru roa  M ru roa  Moru roa  he re ’ s  hop ing

1 3
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in smoke

ghosts  r i se  up
f r eed

I r emember  t h i s
f rom somewhere
your  name
warm marshmallow still
i n  my mouth
watch ing  ou r  campf i r e
r e l ea se  ano the r
b lue  shape

ma tch ing
th i s

r ive r ’ s
S

bends
upstream to i ts  snow rich source

Tongar i ro  Ruapehu
a l r eady  shape  chang ing
before sky swallows the blue

& I squint  through wet lashes

ca t ch
a last

pa l e
f lu t t e r

15
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poem 5 of on the other side of Moehau (sleeping wind): Coromandel

The  Sp ir i t  o f  the  P lace

If I could breathe
some words
in to  this  rock
it might tell
who sat before in this hollow
fac ing  the  mounta in
Moehau
& questioned I petitioned
cloud tinged peaks

Moehau
an Hassidic fa ther
cove r s  me
with s i lence .

17
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Morning  Repor t

do lph ins
th read ing  ea r ly  morn ing  chop

And the boat
the boat is late

And the hollow in the pillow was warm
the  sha remarke t  has fa l len

aga in
a tanker has been hit in the Gulf

en t e r ing  the  i nne r  ha rbour
two dark shapes
rising & falling as one

they
curve  i n to  the  morn ing

quietly making up for the rest

19
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Whanganui  Tan iwha

t h i s  r i ve r
takes some of us by surprise

th rown under  a th ick su r face
its  presence f i l ls  our  mouths
powers  in to  our nostr i ls
sucks out long soft city words
leav ing  only hard quick  ones

dump shock
snag fear &

canoes
untamed s leek water ponies

extending our words & bodies
we enter  a mouth ful l  of teeth
ove r  a tapered green tongue
& now

fea the r  g l i d ing
working to  r ide
wate r s  rough  whi te
f end ing  off
rock throat  wal ls
spat out to rest on a wide belly

al l  the gorge
ref lected in
skin rich & si lky

at  las t  this r iver
gives  us back

abundant  sy l lab les
blessed exhilarat ion
docile ponies &

qu ie tnes s  embro ide red
b i rd song

b i rdsong

21
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COUNTRY ROAD TAKES ME

this road is a comrade
I know well

its l ines
pe t r i f i ed

first  forty ki lometres
th in  g reen  snow

although a blue sky promises
someth ing  la rger  & warmer

at the journey’s  cent re
winks a very di f ferent  colour

a p lace  of cunning
& feral possibility

there  are r i sks
murder  is painted on one

face  my breath  qu ickens
hair le ts  stand up on arms

then
The Red Fox

he appears

but today
the pub pales

before an icon
on the other  s ide

a real  russian woman
wider than a blue promise

carrying a week’s provisions &
a smile to melt Siber ia 's  winter
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the  th in  men

on a day of no sun
the  ground i ce  caught
in Auschwitz
a very t h in  man
threw a yellow s ta r
into the  sky
where it blazed
b r i e f ly
Maccabees  were  heard
on the hor izon
& air smelt of life

fo r  a th in  man
st i l t ing  along a beach
life’s  not over
he snaps his  lens  at birds
sleeves wingbeat his  wrists
c i rcu la t ing  a i r  round bones
tomorrow he’l l  process the fi lm
shoot  off another  le t ter
“g ive  me my money
a key to the  camp
& mesh of regulat ions
you’ve  sewn around me”
a marked  man
he types on yellow paper
under l ines  in red
his cavalry words ride out

tattoo
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birdk i l l ing  house

the space of radio signals
a s t retch of imaginat ion
& Rwanda’s in my eyes

whales  are  coming  ashore
eve rywhere  somet imes
no  one  knows  why

we wind these hulks in s i lence
switch off fill  our bellies
with honey coated words

sti l l  the dead semaphore
us over  no man’s land
worm in to  our  tongues

“two dead birds in two weeks”
you say “on the deck”
rigid bundles of feathers

“sell” I say quick
off  my tongue
onto  the table

be tween  us
a r epugnance
frames from a B grade movie

your house squat t ing in sea  mist
windows  bar re l l ing  open
the crack of a door

somewhere  ins ide
& a sycamore fall
of another  small  body

29



Fresh coffee brewing
green shoots glaze new dug garden

old friends arriving.

by torchl ight  the path
s t re tches  dangerous ly

licked by shadows

30



J



l ook ing  a t  pho tog raphs  l ook ing  fo r  my mothe r  in o ld  pho tog raphs
i f i nd  myse l f  younge r  than  twe lve
my mothe r  i s  no t  t he re
he r  ea r ly  mo the r

sk in  r ema ins  a rumour
i cannot see touch or taste it

my mo the r  i s  not  he re
my mothe r  i s

dead  sk in
i s  un touchab le

i t ouch  my sk in
my mothe r  i s  he re
i am more  than  a snake

g rowing  in to  a sk in
a sk in  con ta in ing  my  mothe r
i pour  my  mothe r  i n to  t h i s  conve r sa t i on
my body

my language  te l l s  it a l l
the tics t he  ho ld ing  o f  t he  mou th
my mothers  smi l e  f l i cks  ou t
weav ing

in  t he  b reaks  in my
s to r i e s

we sit & knit
my mothe r  & i
we  a r e  kn i t t i ng
ske ins  a r e  go ing  round
a re  go ing  round

& round &

round

&

&round&
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