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Killing Joke
Revelations

““What we are trying to do is

perfect the feeling of a
in the First World War

he goes over the trenches in
full knowledge of the fact that
his life will be over in ten
minutes, thinks of the fucker

back in Westminster w
him there in the first pl
That's it, the killing joki
heir previous two al
show us there is no
openly humorous abou

Joke. Only a black, sarcastic,
sadistic and cynical view of th

world.
The first album was

relatively clean and accessible .

Always intense, it stuc

to the Killing Joke ““world

view"'.

Killing Joke could never be

described as commerci

acceptable. Their music on the

second album (What's
was, to say the

rough. When first confronted,
a wall of noise hits you with
full force, but underlying that
wall of sound was always a

melody, contrasting wi
first album where the t

always at the forefront.
Burying the melodies in this

way perhaps parod
surrounding world.

The latest addition to the

Killing Joke sermon is
Revelations. The same
intensity and attack is
threatening you in the

of your home. Also there is
hope, optimism. The Killing

Joke message is often

pessimistic and depressing.

' Hope lies in identifying
enemy, attacking, and

it. If anything has been

obvious in Killing Joke

of the past, it has been a

feeling of attack. So

this album, that raunchy
distorted guitar and high
spirited fast pace drum beat

sound the charge.

Vocally Killing Joke show
they can be forceful and

vehement as demonstr:

the beginning of their career.
Dregs echoes, the psychedelic |
garbled venom of wardance.

Other songs equal the

agressive intensity of previous
work. And that is basically
what Revelations achieve, an
equalling of things that

preceeded it, different,
necessarily a positive
progression.

before the message was

seems a contradiction in
philosophy of the band.

human element."”

the words.

now hesitation hints at
uncertainty.
The Killing Joke have

form another band.

reckoned with. To me

soldier | the previous album. No

who, as

and their music stand.

ho put
ace.
e.”
bums
thing

t Killing

The Mockers

‘m not sure what the

Mockers are trying to
with this single.

k rigidly

ally

this for)

least, o
chart success. "It really

song we feel like."”

th the

une was| Woke

up Today

At times the vocals lose
their thrusting attack and
wallow in insecurity, e.g.
Good Samaritan. Whereas

The

straight forward and simple, in
chant form emphasising their
content, Revelations lyrics are
often verbous and wordy. A
lyric sheet is included which

the

| don’t have any respect for
people who use words to
communicate. Words are
included in our songs as the

This was early Killing Joke line
of thought. Revelations sees
more emphasis being put on

Perhaps this album shows
uncertainty in the band’s frame
of mind. Before self assurance
and certainty was evident,

now

disbanded, with two former
members going to Iceland to

as the Killing Joke saga

been a wasted effort? |
think not. Their message
shows the way for others to
follow, their fall shows their
mistakes, and their music
demonstrates a force to be

Revelations was the turning
point. Although containing no
drastic changes, its high points
continue in the same vein as

progression is evident, any

change has been a change for
the worse, a weakening of the
foundation on which the band

Woke Up Today

prove

Their last release, Trendy
Lefties, was put out because
the band thought it was their
most commercial song. It
didn’t receive much airplay or

put us

off releasing commercial stuff.
Next time we’ll do whatever

This is ““next time’” and

has

even more commercial appeal
than trendy lefties. | wonder
what they were talking about

ipd © e before? This song reeks of late
Beatles and early McCartney
influences which makes it
appear out dated. I’'m not

present, putting them down for that.

safety

Bands ‘are

and
Woke

relevant). Even

seen as
Up

the
fighting

music

too, on

practise run for the real

ated at

but not| this.
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obvious,
their music is still entertammg

Today
good, | can't help feeling that
it's a stall for something better.
Take the B side, Rodger
Aardvark and his incredible
Exploding Boots. It's the A
side done in a less commercial
fashion and it sounds like a

The influences of the Dunedin

but

though
is

thing.

Interesting once, but in the
long run just a waste of vinyl
space. Its limited interest fits
nicely in with the video clip.
Showing the whole “Woke up
Today” project relies mainly on
novelty value. (Like Jona
Lewis Stop the Cavalry).

Even though the Mockers
have done the whole thing
well, | don’t think they are well
enough established to be
messing around with stuff like

Rob Mayes

Death in Venice
Thomas Mann

Death in Venice is a moving
description of a philosopher’s
turmoil over the problem of
Youth versus Old Age. The
turmoil intensifies in the form
of the philosopher’s
(Aschenbach’s) ferocious work
habits.

Aschenbach reveals to us
the circumstances of his
unfulfilled childhood and
youth. From his earliest days
he was pressured towards
obtaining intellectual
achievement, and is therefore
bitter that he never had the
opportunity to partake in the
‘sweet idleness and blithe
laissez aller that belong to
youth’. His thoughs further
reveal his lack of comradeship
in his youth. Owing to ill
health he was kept from
school and privately tutored,
which resulted in him never
appreciating comradeship or a
physical and/or emotional
relationship.

The obsession with work
continues to haunt 2
Aschenbach, but his yearning
for adventure having a greater
influence on him, he decides
to travel to magical places to
be fulfilled.

During the sea voyage to
Venice, Aschenbach notices a
group of clerks from Pola on a
pleasure excursion to Venice.
The clerks were loud and jolly,
but one more so than the
others. Much to Aschenbach’s
horror he discovered that the
loudest member of the group
was in fact an old man. His
dress had deceived
Aschenbach. He was dressed
in a ‘dandified buff suit’, with
a bright red cravat and
bejewelled fingers.

Aschenbach was disgusted
that the old man was so
readily accepted as one of the
group. The situation reflects
the internal turmoil affecting
Aschenbach. He too was at a
point where he yearned for
youthful activities, but could
not demean himself in a similar
manner as the old clerk had
done. Aschenbach would not
put himself in a situation
similarly for fear of public
reaction.

After arriving in Venice,
Aschenbach books into his
hotel and puts his belongings
into order in his room. While
gaining his bearings he notices
a beautiful youth, and
discovers from loud
conversation that his name is
Tadzio. Aschenbach from the
beginning was enchanted by
him. He sees him as Eros, a
mythical youth of athletic
note, represented by the
Romans as Cupid.

Aschenbach'’s infatuation for
Tadzio virtually becomes an
obsession. He started to trail
him and his family around
Venice and begins to fantasize
about him. Aschenbach soon
after decides to call Tadzio,
Hyacinthus. In Greek
mythology, Hyacinthus, was
the beautiful son of a Spartan
king, whose favour was sought
after by Apollo and Zephyr.

Aschenbach sees himself as
Zephyr and Jaschiu as Apollo
both competm%for Tadzio’s
favour. enbach’s is
conscious that because of
Jaschiu’s youth he is readily
accepted by Tadzio into his
confidence, so resorts to
cosmetics. While at the
barbers he has his hair
transformed from all light grey
to it s original black. To rectify
the wrinkles around his eyes a
cream-is applied, pleasing
Aschenbach to the degree that
he believes that his
youthfulness and vitality have

With the transformation of
his appearnace, Aschenbach,
becomes obvious about his
desire for Tadzio. Tadzio by
this stage was aware of
Aschenbach’s intentions, but
gave no indication that he was
interested. It is at this point
that Tadzio and Jaschiu have a
disagreement causing Tadzio
to throw sand in Jaschiu's
face. Jaschiu demands
satisfaction from Tadzio in the
form of a fight. Tadzio is
attacked by Jaschiu,
overpowered and his face
forced down into the sand.
Aschenbach seated in a deck
chair, observes the events and
is already to rush to Tadzio's
aid when Jaschiu released
him. Tadzio walks away with
Jaschiu trying desperately to
be acknowledged, but Tadzio
remains aloof.

inton Thomas, in the

Mediation of Art, sums up
Aschenbach’s dilemmas as a
portion of the greater
‘homosexual perversion of
Death in Venice’'. This
homophobic attitude is
prevalent throughout his
analysis of the short story. He
sees Aschenbach’s attitude
towards Tadzio as an
expression of decay, that is, it
is a worthless/pointless
escapade seeing nothing
productive (no form or portion)
eventuate. One's emotions,
one's love for another person,
cannot be described in a
realistic manner.
Unfortunately, Aschenbach,
left it too late to allow himself
the pleasures of a relationship
that was not solely intellectual,
owing to his own stringent
ideals he feels that it is beyond
him.

He therefore dies, without
the joyous fulfillment of an
erotic, psychological
relationship with Tadzio or _
another member of the same
sex.

Robin Ellis

Rubyfruit Jungle
Rita Mae Brown

ubyfruit Jungle is an often

funny, sometimes sad,
always touching story of a
gutsy, fun-loving Southern
American girl, Molly Bolt,
growing up gay.

Rita Mae Brown tells her
readers, informally, how it is
and was for her as a lesbian.
Although ‘Rubyfruit Jungle’ is
never stated as an
autobiography, Molly Bolt's
character and experiences
seem really close to Rita’s
own,

The reader is taken through
Molly’s childhood, when she
was very young (a ‘tomboy’)
and resists the doll and dolly
role of girls and so starts the
struggle with family, friends
and society. This struggle
continues into her adolescence
where she feels the conflict
between her joy in her
lesbianism and social standards
which tell her that lesbianism
is ‘bad’. She begins the
difficult process of consciously
desocializing herself and
reaching an inner harmony.
She finds herself again and
again asking the question, how
do you keep feeling good
about yourself when society
tells you you're ‘bad’.

This book is important
because it cracks the
mythology of what people are
like and how they feel, Rita
Mae Brown is telling people
how things really are for her
and many other women. Molly
becomes a feminist and is
treated accordingly at film
schools.

S he goes through many
relationships in the book,
that show lesbian women at
various stages of development
from closetted denials to
classical hustling (the man's
game).

Rita Mae Brown tells it all,
about being and coplng as a
lesbian woman in society, ang
she does it beautifully with
great humour. | loved it and
I'm sure you will too.

Moira Thomson

Choices
Nancy Toder

his book is about Sandy

and Jenny. It is also about
the womin lovers we have had
who could not face up to
being lesbians in this
heterosexist society. It is
myself trying to explain to
heterosexual womin, often
feeling anger and resentment
towards them, anger and
resentment which often
belongs elsewhere but which is
needed to break through.

For every womin who has
loved another womin but
dared not put a name to it; for
every lesbian who has seen a
lover go back to men; for
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every straight womin who has
tried to get the best of both
worlds; for every womin for
every reason, this book is for
you sometime. | started
reading it after making a very
heavy decision and kept on
reading it, picking it up in
every spare moment and
submerging myself in it. | only
wish | had read it sooner but |
know the help and insight it
gives me now | will get again
on further readings.

This book is both
challenging and supportive. It
is about my lesbian reality. It is.
so in every sense in that
womin questioning or
challenging their
heterosexuality will get'much
support from its pages. The
passionate intensity of
Sandy/Jenny'’s,
Sandy/Shelly’s, my lover’'s/my
relationship is so evident |
wonder can it be ignored?
We are taught how to

review books at school.
Who made those rules first?
Who taught us our basic
journalist skills? Who lectures
in journalism at this University?
The answer is obvious, white
middle class men, but you may
choose to ignore it. Excuses,
exceptions, tokenism and
intellectual bullshit are easy.

Roger tells me reviews
should be between 600 and
1000 words. | can see reasons
for this but | choose to ignore
them. | also choose to omit
feelings and experiences that
men will wank over. One of
the choices described in this
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book concerns buying a
Lesbian Book. Through this
book Jenny confronts her
lesbianism. When buying it,
however, she chooses to hide
the cover because of her own
fear of being queer. This is, of
course, society’s fear and
society’s tools. Both these
fears have to be challenged.
We have to support each other
in challenging them. | can
think of one supportive action
which, although admittedly
only scratching the surface,
would help many womin. You
see if all womin in their search

Who

The
compe
other t
each C
Individ

for identity could openly look
at lesbian books, ask for them
at Womin’s bookshops, or
borrow them from friends
things would be significantly
different to how they are now.

Liz Byrné
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Behind the brown door which bore
the gilt letters of Dr Merlin Knox's name,
Edward the Dyke was lying on the
doctor's couch which was so luxurious
and long that her feet did not even hang
over the edge.

"Dr Knox,” Edward began, “my
problem this week is chiefly concerning
restrooms.”’

“Aahh,” the good doctor sighed.
Gravely he drew a quick sketch of a
restroom in his notebook.

“Naturally | can’t go into men's
restrooms without feeling like an
interloper, but on the other hand every
time | try to use the ladies room | get into
trouble.”

“Umm,” said Dr ‘Knox, drawing a
quick sketch of a door marked ‘Ladies’.

“Four days ago | went into the
powder room of a department store and
three middle-aged housewives came in
and thought | was a man, As soon as |
explained to them that | was really only a
harmless dyke, the trouble began...”

"You compulsively attacked them."”

"“Oh Heavens no, indeed not. One of
them turned on the water faucet and
tied to drown me with paper towels,
but the other two began screaming
about how well did | know Gertrude
Stein and what sort of underwear aia |
have on, and they took off my new cuff
| links and socks for souvenirs. They had
my head in the trash can and were
cutting pieces of my shirt-tail when
luckily a policeman heard my calls for
help and rushed in. He was able to divert
their attention by shooting at me, thus
dving me a chance to escape through
the window."”
| Carefully Dr Knox noted in his
| Notebook: " ““Apparent suicide attempt
after accosting girls in restroom.’ “My
¢hild”, he murmured in featherly tones,

have no fear. You must trust us. We
Wil cure you of this deadly affliction,
énd before you know it you'll be all fluffy
and wonderful with dear babies and a

idge club of your very own.” He drew
| #quick sketch of a bridge club. ““Now let
| Me see. | believe we estimated that after

?”'Y four years of intensive therapy and

Y0 years of anti-intensive therapy, plus
| few minor physical changes and you'll
| %€ exactly the little girl we've always
Wanted you to be."

Rapidly Dr Knox thumbed through
an index on his desk. “Yes, yes. This
year the normal cup size is 56 inches.
And waist 12 and #. Nothing a few well-
placed hormoes can’t accomplish in
these advanced times. How tall did you
tell me you were?"’

“Six feet, four inches,” replied
Edward.

“Oh, tsk tsk.” Dr Knox did some
figuring. “Yes, I'm afraid that will

definitely entail extracting approximately
8 inches from each leg, including the
knee-cap... standing a lot doesn't
bother you, does it my dear?"”

“Uh,”" said Edward, who couldn’t
decide.

“| assure you the surgeon | have in
mind for you is remarkably successful.”
He leaned far back in his chair. “‘Now tell
me briefly,-  what the word
‘homosexuality’ means to you, in your
own words."”

“Love flowers pearl, of delighted
arms. Warm and -water. Melting of
vanilla wafer in the pants. Pink petal
roses trembling overdew on the lips, soft
and juicy fruit. No teeth. No nasty spit.
Lips chewing oysters without grimy
sand or whiskers. Pastry. Gingerbread.
Warm sweet bread. Cinnamon toast
poetry. Justice equality higher wages.
Independent angel song. It means | can
do what | want."”’ S

“Now my dear,”” Dr Knox said, ““Your
disease has gotten completely out of
control. We scientists know of course
that it's a highly pleasurable experience
to take someone’s penis or vagina into

your mouth, it's pleasurable and
enjoyable. Everyone knows that. But
after you've taken a - thousand

pleasurable penises or vaginas into your
mouth and had a thousand people take
your pleasurable penis or vagina into
their  mouth, what have you
accomplished? What have you got to
show for it? Do you have a wite or
children or a husband or a home or a trip
to Europe? Do you have a bridge club to
show for it? No! You have only a
thousand pleasurable experiences to
show for it. Do you see how you're
missing the meaning of life? How sordid
and depraved are these clandestine
sexual - escapades in parks and
restrooms? | ask you.""

The Psychoanalysis Of Edward The Dyke

“But sir, but sir,”’ said Edward, “'I'm a
woman. | don’t have sexual escapades
in parks or restrooms. | don’t have a
thousand lovers, | have one lover.”’

“Yes, yes,” Dr Knox flicked the ashes
from his cigar onto the floor. “Stick to
the subject, my dear.”

""We were in college then,” Edward
said. “She came to me out of the silky
midnight mist, her slips rustling like cow
thieves, her hair blowing in the wind like
Gabriel. Lying in my arms harps played
soft in dry firelight, Oh Bach. Oh
Brahms. Oh Buxtehude. How sweetly
we got along how well we got the
woods pregnant with canaries and
parakeets, barefoot in the grass alas
pigeons, but it only lasted ten years and
she' was gone, poof! like a puff of
wheat,"”’

“You see the folly of these brief,
physical embraces. But tell me the
results of our experiment we arranged
for you last session.”

“Oh yes. My real date. Well | bought a
dress and a wig and a girdle and a
squeezy bodice. | did unsprekable things
to my armpits with a razor. | had my hair
done and my face done and my nails
done. My roast done. My bellybutton
done."

“And then you felt truly feminine.””

I felt truly immobilized. | could np
longer run, walk, bend, stoop, move my
arms or spread my feet apart.”

*Good, good.”

“Well everything went pretty well
during dinner, except my date was only
53" and oh yes. One of my eyelashes
fell into the soup, that wasn’t too bad. |
hardly noticed it going down. But then
my other eyelash fell on my escort's
sleeve and he spent five minutes trying
to killit."”

Edward sighed. ““But the worst part
came when we stood up to go. | rocked
back on my heels as | pushed my chair
back under the table and my shoes, you
see they were three inchers, raising me
to 6’7", and with all my weight on those
teeny little heels...""

Yes, yes.”"

"I drove the spikes ail the way into the
thick carpet and could no longer move.
Oh, everyone was nice about it. My
escort offered to get the check and to
call in the morning to see how | made
out and the manager found a little saw

and all. But Dr Knox, you must
understand that my underwear was
terribly binding and the room was
hot:::"

“Yes, yes."”

“‘So | fainted. | didn’t mean to, | just

did. That's how | got my ankles
broken.""
Dr Knox cleared his throat. “It's

obvious to me, young lady, that you
have failed to control your P.E.”.

“My God,” said Edward, glancing
quickly at her crotch, "'l took a bath just
before | came.””

“This oral eroticism of yours is
definitely rooted in Penis Envy, which
showed when you deliberately castrated
your date by publicly embarrassing
him."’

Edward moaned. ‘‘But strawberries.
But lemon cream pie.”’

“Narcissism,”” ~ Dr - Knox - droned,
"Masochism, Sadism. Admit you want
to kill your mother.”

““Marshmellow = bluebird,’””. 'Edward
groaned, eyes softly rolling. *’Looking at
the stars. April in May."’ !

“Admit you want to possess your
father. Mother substitute. ~ Breast
suckle.”

"Graham cracker subway,” Edward

writhed, slobbering, ‘‘Pussy = willow
summer.”
“Admit  you have a smegmatic

personality,”” Dr Knox intoned.

Edward rolled to the floor, | am vile! |
am vile!”

Dr Knox flipped a switch at his elbow
and immediately a picture of a beautiful
woman appeared on a screen over
Edward’s head. The doctor pressed
another switch and electric shocks jolted
through her spine. Edward screamed.
He pressed another switch, stopping the
flow of electricity. Another switch and a
photo of a gigantic erect male organ
flashed into view, coated in powdered
sugar. Dr Know handed Edward a
lollipop.

She sat up, “I'm saved,”” she said,
tonguing the lollipop.

“Your time is up,”” Dr Knox said.
“Your cheque please. Come back next
week."’

“Yes sir, yes sir,” Edwair said as she
went -out the brown door. In his
notebook, Dr Knox made a quick sketch
of his bank.
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Waiting

/'ve no idea,"sense of place,

wheré you might be when you stare
out

across this crowded bar. your eyes
have found some space | can't see:
rooms-you've slept in, long streets,
face of a.man you’ve met here before.

You keep your head down, look only
when the sound of the opens

or closes over the song someone has
played

three times. in ten minutes

you've pulled the blue plaid cuff

of yo:ir shirt sleeve twice to check the
time.

It's fate. | could tell you that.

We wait, stall for this person

we believe, tell ourselves,

write in our letters to distant friends
will walk in, sit down, and turning
hear the words we find in our hands.

Ed Cox

For lan
Auckland

I'm lonely for a man, and he'’s you if
only you knew it.

To lie for a moment with you, your
shaort black hair cut closely,

Black singlet and denims so fitting for
a lover,

Your bronzed body and forceful torso
a delight to the eye

And to the touch,

Your chest of black down hair
bordered each side with nipples

So nice to nibble,

Your Saggitarian manhood, a shaft of
noble dimensions,

Head bobbing and waiting for the
assault.

In a dream, world | remember our last
loving encounter

But your presence, although felt
closely, is separated. by distance.

| feel my crotch and hope it's you
But it's.a lonely love and the seeds are
far flung, for you

Hugh

Transvestite
Spotting at
Ferrymead

“Come now my son, my darling son,

Transvestite spotting at Ferrymead.
That’s how we’ll spend.the day.’”

“Transvestite spotting, oh father dear
And what are these transvestites pray
Who we will spot on this fair day?*

| “Atransvestite, oh my darling son,
Instead of skirt and lacy blouse
Wears grey trousers, shirt and tie.”"

““Grey trousers, shirt, a tie! What?
How? Why would a mann Dress so?”"

“An illness, deprivation in their youth,
Your  lipsticks soi lged but come

along: "’

Nina Sondeman

The Rape Poem

Once an ex-con told me

i was pretty

he said if i were in prison i'd be
somebody’s “woman*’

/‘d have to obey. him and be faithful to
him.

Jif 1 got.caught screwing with someone
else,

i‘d be slit with a knife or a

razor blade,

slit until the blood from my throat,
bled until the redness became a
poem and then a song’

until @ mute nation heard

but they haven't heard and sometimes
i realize they can't heard at all
yesterday | put on my faggot gown
and went mourning for the
faggots and dykes

burnt in the ovens that burped
and no one heard,

the ovens that digested so

many bones and pink triangles
and once when i was young’

a nazi tried to rape me in an alley
but i bit his tongue and the

blood

dripped

swaztikas

all over europe

rape,

rape as in genet, the rape of
humiliation of walking past

a corner and being taunted and
called “‘sweetie’’ and “faggot’
and when you answer back of
having bottles filled with beer

and rocks thrown at you

because you have somehow
violated their manhood

rape

as in alan’s bedroom

when that boy from up the street
broke in with a knife, out of
breath, whispering “suck me off
or i'll slit your throat’

alan the faggot

who said hello to everyone

even the nazis who waited for him
that night

when they plunged into alan
as they did
into europe’s throat and hung
its neck from
every pole to wave like a flag

they left alan’s sweet face
like a child’s
his mouth open to the breast of
the mother earth

+Tommi Avicolli

Dedicated to all
Women who
haven’t loved a
woman.

Must you run' from me?

Are my hands so different from a
man’s?

Or my lips too full and soft?

Do my eyes affect you oddly?

Is-my body so strange inits familiarity?
Am | so different?

Is my love so terrible?

Or is the fear growing from some
deeper root 2

Understood only by poets and weeping

“mothers?

Must you run. from windows beneath
the skin?

Listen, your answer may be different
than mine

But don’t run from the question,

Rita Mae Brown

Canta Vol 52. No 13, June 29, 1982 Page 17

'He came to Read

He came to read. Two or three volumes
are open, historians and poets.

But he had barely read for ten minutes,
when he laid them aside. He is dozing on
the sofa. He s entirely devoted to
books, but he is twenty-three years old,
and -he is very handsome; and this
afternoon love passed through his ideal
flesh, hislips.

Through his flesh that is sheer beauty,
the fever of love passed; without his
feeling derisive shame for the form of his
enjoyment. ..

C. P. Cavafy

Old Age Does Not
Happen Slowly

Old age does not happen slowly
but all at once, in the head. The body
takes its time
getting there, but the mind, clinging to
youth flashes suddenly, behaving as if
it were still careless! flashes on sagging
skin, discoloured hair.
If you're woman you probably cry
Your face is set in sour lines about the
mouth
at the corners, and you'‘ve an allment
that’s killing you.
The ailment is time
If you're a man you joke about not
getting it up so often, but doing it long
and slow and women like it better that
way ha, ha, and you talk about the
good old days of football and war.
Bit if you're gay you're dead.
Nobody wants you, old friends think
you're pathetic
and leave you alone with brief visits.
You eye the beauties like some leftover
dinosaur
Hovering in silence, terrified
Of those hard men you used to have
For if they go with you know it may be
your funeral.

Harold Horse

What do | know

Except I'm fifteen

like moments of quiet

that come in the morning‘and know
that | can't tell my parents

how [ feel inside

when [ visit my best friend

we spend the night together
at his mom’s apartement

at his mom’s apartment
on weekends and play cards chess
or watch television

last weekend we got caught

in the rain when we went camping
near the woods where the trains
change tracks

when we were at the bottom of the hill
the thunder started

we ran
as fast as we could reaching
for the small trees that grow there
and halfway up the rain came down
and my friend started to laugh out loud
and we were wet with clay that was
red
and kind of orange’

we_took off our clothes
hung them from the pole. that held
the tent up
fell asleep
in the ame sleeping bag

what do | know but what | want
to tell you this
how good it fees to touch
be touched
Ed Cox

Polemic No. 1

This is the poem to say ““Write poems,
women" because | want to read them,
because for too long, we have had
mostly men’s lives or men'’s
imaginations wandering through our
lives, because:even the women'’s lives
we have details of come through'a
male approval desire filter which
diffuses imagination, that most free
part of ourselves.

One friend is so caught on the
male-approval-desire hook she can't
even write a letter. Ink on paper would
be clear evidence of failure to be Sylvia
Plath or Doris Lessing, or (in secret)
William Butler Yeats:

Hilda Dolittle, the poet who hid behind
**H.D."”, splashed herself with ink just
before writing to make her feel free,
indifferent toward the mere means of
writing. | would take ink baths if I'd be
splashed free of male approval desire,
This male-approval-desire filter and its
attached hook, abbreviated M-A-D
filter and hook, have driven-many
women mad, could drive me mad,
won’t because | see all the other
women fighting the M Male A
Approval D Desire, and | clehch my
fists to hold their hands, and | am not
as alone as my grandmother who was
painted, was free and talented and
who for some M-A-D reason married,
had kids, went made and stopped
finishing her paintings at thirty-five.
M-A-D is the filter through which
we're pressed to see ourselves, if we
don't, we won't get published, sold, or
exhibited.

I blame none of us for not challenging
it except not challenging it may drive
us mad.

It is present in the bravest of us. It
comes out in strange shapes, escapes
like air through the tiniest hole in the
strongest woman's self. It is a
slaughterhouse waiting for the calf or
lamb-sized art, for the sausage-ready
little pig poems which never get to the
supermarket: They are lost in the
shuffle, or buried as ladies’ poems
have been in bureau drawers for years.
Male Approval Desire is a cog in the
Art Delivery Machine: It instructs by
quiet magic women to sing proper
pliant tunes for father, lover, piper who
says he has the secret, but wants ours;
it teaches us to wear cloaks labelled

Guinevere, become damsels, objects in |

men’s power joustings like her; lets us
shimmer, disappear, promise to rise
like a Lady of the Lake, but we drown,
real, not phantom.

The Art Delivery Machine is
ninety-nine and forty-four hundredths

percent pure male sensibility, part of a ‘

money system ninety-nine and forty
four hundredths percent pure
white-male-power-structure controlled.

So

you may wonder why | write this poem
and say ‘Write your own poems,
women!’ . Won't we be crushed trying’
No. We have more now, fifty-six
hundredths percent of the Art Delivery
Machine. We can’t be stopped. So |
write this polemic | call a;poem, say.
““Write poems, women.'’ | want to
read them. | have seen you
watching,holding on-and watching,
and | see your lips moving: You have
stories to tell; strong stories; | want t0
hear your minds-as well as hold your
hands.

Honor Mooré
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pate: 2nd July (Friday)
Time: 7.30 p.m.
Venue: Shelley Common Room (Studass)
film “The Bastion ‘Pmnt" 'fulloyved by
foum on “Domestic Racism in New
Zealand” given by Ms Rua Turner and
Mr Jack Fergusson, Members of the

Vethodist, ~ Peace  and  Justice
committee, N.Z.
All Welcome.

Christian
Action Week

Racism is a White Problem

Combined Study Programme, Wednesday
Jue 30 12.00, Chaplain’s Room.
fyeryone Welcome.

Ascent

L Ascent/Newman Society Gay

Pride Week Mass

Ascent (Christchurch) and the University
of Canterbury Newman Society are
combining for a celebration of the Mass
tomark Gay Pride Week.

0ld Testament Reading:
316b-20

Zephaniah

" Responsorial Psalm: Psalm 122

New Testament Reading: Philippians

L 2113
L Gospel: John 10:11-16

There will be opportunities for reflection,
discussion, and prayer and there will be
supper after the Mass.

futher information from Fr John
(raddock SM 488-469 or from Ascent
(Cheh) Ralph Knowles 558-014.
Wednesday 30th June 1982, 7.30 p.m.
Music Room, Students’ Association, 11

CHRISTIAN
UNION

Wednesday 30th June, 1-2 p.m. U.C.R.
What is @ week long? a lot of fun? (and
work!) rather controversial? and packed
out?

No, not a mid term break holiday for
#ight in a pup tent at Hamner Springs,
buta C.U.C.U. Mission!!

Come and hear all about it at the above
time and place.

Wednesday 14 July 1-2 p.m. U.C.R.
Prayer meeting for our mission. Please
come as this is the most important thing
we can do for mission.

Amnesty
Intemational

Agatha Christie, John Lennon, Germaine
Greer, Ronald Reagan, John Cleese, Lady
Ui, Ferdinand Marcos, Justice Mahon,
Indira Ghandi, Leonid Brezhnev, some fo
the above may or may not be appearing
a the forthcoming notorious meeting of
Amnesty International this Wednesday,
dune 30th 12 — 2 p.m. Room 105
History Department.

GUSS

Gay University Students Society, we
meet every Thursday, 6.00 p.m., Music
Room, All gay people welcome.

PRESIDENT

Teacher Trainees Association
of New Zealand

TTANZ invites applications for the above
position. The position is for one year and
requires residence in Wellington. The
successful applicant will commence
work in January 1983. The commencing
salary is $10,113 per annum plus
general wage orders.
Applications will close on August 2,
1982
For further information and job
description write to:

Executive Officer

TTANZ
P.0. Box 9712
Courtenay Place
Wellington

FOLK CLUB
MEETING

Meeting 8 p.m. Thursday 1st Ju_ly,
Reading Room, Guitar lessons, with
Chris Power, Everyone Welcome.

FOLK CLUB
BARN
DANCE

Band, Rimu Rattlers,

Venue, St Teresa’s Hall, Riccarton Rd,
Time, 8 p.m., 3rd July

Price, $4 B.Y.0.G. Supper provided

PEACE AND
NUCLEAR
ISSUES
GROUP

Planning meeting, Thursday 1st July, 1
p.m. in International Room, We need
ideas on activities for Hiroshima Day.

Anti-Racism
Group

“An anti-racist movement -that does

not have as its aim Maori sovereignty is
like the Treaty, a frudulent attempt by
whites to have an anti-racist tantrum.”
Peta Siulepa and Ripeka Evans.
“For the Maori, without sovereignty we
are dead as a nation. It is not
sovereignty or no sovereignty. It is
sovereignty or nothing. We have no
choice.

— Donna Awatere.

Maori sovereignty is a concept hat we
as pakehas find hard to accept.
Discussion within the group has showed
up our inability to perceive of ‘unowned
land’. The land of the people versus the
people fo the land. “When white people
are able to understand the concept of
tangata-whenua and recognise that the
Treaty of Waitangi set about to destroy
this,- then they would have come to the
point of supporting the call for Maori
sovereignty — Ripeka and Peta.

We must confront our personal racism
that dismisses Maori sovereignty as
illogical and unworkable. We must
realise that our perspective is white and
that the problem is ours. — our inability
to see past the white power structure
that exist today. We must educate
ourselves, that is why the group has
been formed. Racism is not an
intellectual discussion. To black people it
is a reality. We can no longer ignore this
reality.

Hear: Betty Williams, 7.30 p.m. Corso,
Barbadoes Street, Wedn. June 30.

She’s a Maori land rights activist from
the Coromandel.
The group’s next
following Wednesday, July 7, at 239
Salisbury St.

Labour Club
Meeting

30th June, 1" - 2 p.m. in the
Boardroom.
Meeting to Discuss possibility of a film.
Special guest.
Sir Winston Churchill (well not really but
if we are good and sit up straight
Mathew might do one of his impressions)

Exec.
Elections

Have you ever complained about the |

running of the Students Association...
well dont let your exec. stand alone.
Come to the forum (Shelly Common

is standing and Thursday get out there/7/"/_ =

Room 12.30 Wednesday), find out who "%
and vote. If you don't get involved, theC—* \ 1 :

don’t complain!!
Bring your student I.D.

140 Gloucester St. Christchurch.
Shades Arcade. Hereford St. Chch, Ph 7980-451
Hours: 9 until 6 late nite Friday

SAVE MONEY ONGOODFOOD.

We buy direct, do our own packing
and pass the savings on to you!
Call in and inspect our range.
Take home our price list.

meeting is the

Wit Oy

RUMOUR

Here’s a brief advance rumour about
THE FALL, not what happened to Adam
and Eve when they ate the forbidden
Tamarillo, the English musicians with the
reputation for integrity, originality and
gall which_is marginally stronger than
The Clean’s.

This rumour is strong enough for us
not to be accused of irresponsibility in
sharing it with you.The substance of the
rumour is... THE FALL are going to

AMAZING, isn’t it? But we believe it,
and it could happen, it’s on the cards.
Maybe we should all hold our breath and
WISH really hard, even if you feel
stupid doing that, they‘re probably
coming...... so be ready.

sunday movies

Ngaio Marsh Theatre, Sunday nights, 8 pm.
July 4

Fellini’s Roma (1972)
Fellini’s Satyricon (1969)

MOVIES

Every Thursday Upper Common Room,
Shilling Club Movies, bar opens 7 pm.
movies start 7.30 pm.

July 1
Rocky

July 18

The Graduate (1967)
The Great Gatsby (1974)

academy cinema

From Mao to Mozart 6 pm Breaking Glass 8:15pm

Sunday July 4, 7:15pm
Robert Altman Double

M.A.S.H.
A Wedding

From July 9, Fassbinders The Marriage of Maria
Braun.

Sunday July 11, 7:15pm Double Feature
A/ien
The Never Dead
PAPALOTE

Latin American Folk Music Group.
Ngio Marsh Theatre, July 10, 8:00pm

%e Fc'armgcxrdﬁ

INDOOR OUTDOOR RESTAURANT,
AND TAKEAWAYS Phone 63-656

Artists Quarters, Cnr Oxford Terrace and Montreal St,

A Parisian Cafe type setting in the heart of the city }(
Enjoy the sun and outdoors when you want, or the cosy
intimate meal inside if you prefer

10am — 8pm Daily except Sunday and public holidays
(9pm Friday and Saturday nights)

Weight reducers diets specially catered for. .
Fully vegetarian menu.
Organic depending on supply

Christchurch




Closest student sh0pp|ng to

| campus

CREYKE RD CNR
DAIRY

134 llam Rd

OPEN 7 DAYS
fresh fruit, veges and

cut flowers daily
all your grocery needs
Cnr llam and Creyke Roads

MONTANA BAKERY

138a Ilam Road
Phone 516-374

We have all your lunch requirements

CREYKE RD

BUTCHERY
STUDENTS 10% DISCOUNT

(Not Specials)
SALAMIS

PORK SAUSAGES _
Discount on field

trips & bulk orders

Discount on field trips

& bulk orders
Ph: 518-257

CREYKE CORNER
PHARMACY LTD

Peter R. Fear, M.P.S.
Phone: Bus. 518-633
138 llam Road, Christchurch 4

10% Student Discount
with I.D.

llam
Dry Cleaners
Ltd.

same-day Service nbefore 10)
excellent service

most modern machinery
reasonable prices

10% student discount withi.0)

* % % % %

138B llam Road. Ph: 517-019

for petrol, oil, motor accessories,
in fact allyour motoring require
ments, and a full workshop

service, you can’tbeat the closest
service stationto the University

Creyke
Road
Motors

106-108 Creyke Road
Phone: 519-177
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