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A poem and a painting
Philip Martyn and Raewyn Martyn

Philip wrote this poem as a Christmas present for his sister, 
Raewyn Martyn, who had started making paintings using methyl-
cellulose biopolymer as a medium. While making her most recent 
works, included here, Raewyn thought about Phil’s poem.
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PHILIP MARTYN 
Ready made Cellulose and from scratch, a prose poem.

Marks outline gestures, impressions are revealed.
Etches create emotions; contours and components make depth and tone. 
Angles bring blocks and structure, with brilliance, elegance and the essence 
of light and dark.
Composition; to halves, thirds and fourths, thickness of lines. 
Composition; the plant of panels, squares, triangles, rectangles.
Texture; weighing down, to pull back faintness, stomp on and press vividness.
Reduction of detail and layers.
Frames are complimentary.
Smears with materials, dry sponges, fudges, to reveal a magic eye.
To feel smooth and rough, open for interpretation, a new element for a 
new perspective.
All malleable, dripping and dropping, stretched and pulled by gravity.
Strands, sticky and elemental, heated and boiled, melted and melted on.
To conjure and mix an alchemy.
Collaborations, combinations, the installations and documentations.
Focal points of photography.
The set and surround, a complementation all influenced by nature.
The palettes of location.
A great synthetic mould, shape, sculpture of material diversity.
Ready made cellulose, and from scratch.
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RAEWYN MARTYN

Medium reconfigured, 2017, methylcellulose with bornite, pyrite, and wood flour pigments
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When I talk of my childhood (and now holidays) in India, it never takes 
long for the conversation to head towards religion; towards questions of 
faith and belief. For that same soil that gave birth and nourished me on 
the Indian subcontinent in ancient times gave rise, nourished, and crushed 
many religious beliefs.  However, the grittiness of that history and culture, 
of that storytelling, music and architecture that I was born into means 
something different for me. 

As, after all, I grew up a Catholic. 

There are mixed feelings. My memory echoes Indian hymns playing on the 
electric Casio keyboard with a still sleepy Sunday morning choir. Contrasting 
with this there are Greek and Latin words, residue of ancient times, of 
Handel and Mozart masses resonating through the Catholic Cathedral 
of Christchurch (now in ruins). I can almost smell the old and monsoon 
damaged paintings on the walls of the church of St Francis of Assisi (in 
India) painted by an Italian prisoner of war in 1946. That monsoon scent 
mingles with the smell of the cold Oamaru stone and burnt dust on the 
convector heaters of the Christchurch Cathedral. 

It seems, from memory, my Catholic childhood was bifurcated and sensory. 
That is, perhaps, why my answers are unsatisfactory when asked about 
religion. This afternoon however under a waning moon I was caught out 
when I (once again) picked up a book on world religions in the library. I 
thumbed the pages to the eastern philosophies, the grittiness of the ancient 
soils catching up with the frustrations of my sensory Catholicism. The 
rusty floodgates of personal beliefs shifting. And now, as I write, wrenched 
open. The water and moonlight flooding the plains of my childhood, and 
seeping in to my newfound adulthood and immediate surrounds.

Social mass
Deepa-Rose Sealy
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For immediately surrounding me, here in New Zealand, I have friends 
basking in something not Catholic, but familiar. India’s ancient history has 
met modern day Western millennials, touching them in a very personal 
and profound way. Buddhist tendrils have meandered ancient trade routes, 
through land and ocean, in conflict and peace, via paintings, literature and 
stories and casually wandered into the 21st century. But more practically, 
some of the Buddhist practices have morphed and survived the journey 
and quickly become a routine in many peoples’ lives. 

Meditation is no longer an ‘Eastern’ practice, it is not an exoticism, or 
‘behaviour’ isolated to native Buddhists across Asia.

This new Buddhism and her meditational practice brings, perhaps, the 
reminder of peace, compassion and community into homes. In a time of 
politics and systems so far from the ideal, meditation refocuses frustration, 
suffering, cynicism and disempowerment. In a time of great violence, change 
and suffering, Buddhism offers a safety net of acceptance of what is, while 
also focusing attention on what should be in yourself. 

For some it brings the reminder to search deeper within, to seek the Middle 
Way. A middle way hard to seek in a binary world, where ‘grey’ is seen as 
a weaker form of black and white. A world where the moon is either full 
or new, and not in its journey through waxing and waning.

A kingdom to be found within the Palace walls, and not the usual ‘beyond’.

This sates me somewhat and I do take peace from it. I do believe in the 
Middle Way. But I have no daily practice and nor do I attend retreats. 
And neither do I yearn for such routine. Instead I feel that as Jesus, 
Mohammed, Buddha, Ashoka, Zarathustra and many others did, the 
path of life is a meandering one. One away from my self-absorption, 
but a jungle of unknowns, dappled light, fearsome events, and a future I 
cannot control entirely. 
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And that the best way to negotiate this path is to know oneself truly and 
then let a light ripple and shine from within to the world surrounding.

I believe that we are ourselves a microcosm of the greater universe. Literally. 
It seems we mirror the world, and are the world. When the waters of that 
pool inside us are raging, so does the world. When the light is dim inside 
and is burning low, so is the world around dark. Likewise when the pool 
is calm and light so is our world bright. To get closer to that calmer pool 
and a content world around, some meditate, others retreat. Some live 
vicariously. Others eternally study and absorb. Some pray on bended knees 
in a borer ridden pew, others still with psychoactive substances surging 
through their arteries.

However, I choose to absorb and learn by living vicariously. That same 
meandering through the fearful is comforted by people. My meditation, 
you could say, is best represented by a keen interest in peoples’ rivers of 
life. The rivers of life that course through their childhood, in to adulthood, 
and perhaps then return to childhood! I admire those who live by the 
middle way in a society of excess. I am inspired by those who know how 
to navigate their ship by the stars, the inner ship that is, in increasingly 
turbulent waters.

But inspiration comes to people in different ways.

My mother still sits in those walls of St Francis of Assisi imbibing the 
now resurrected frescoes, thuribles of incense and the creeping dampness 
in the foundations. She still hangs off, intellectually, the words of the 
sermon. She still asks me, in hope, that as we enter the month of Mary, 
would I go to mass? 
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Recently I walked under a waxing moon around Mindrolling Monastery 
in a little northern Indian town (home). I saw the local devoted click 
their beads as they took their rounds around the golden monumental 
stupa under that same waxing moon. The Herculean statue of Buddha 
benevolently passed on blessings from a higher realm, perhaps bemused 
by the ‘devoted’ who clicked beads while checking smart phones. Those 
who did not take rounds, spun prayer wheels, or sat in silence, admired the 
flowers, ate coal cooked sweet corn on cobs, laughed in groups, or cuddled 
shyly on remote benches. 

All under the benevolent gaze of the Buddha. Or Mohammed. Or a 
fresco. Or a star. 

We all wander through life, and in and through different truths. We all 
find peace somewhere, wherever and however that may be. We all walk in 
the footsteps of Buddha, and other Prophets, ancient or modern-day. And 
it seems we are all fearing something deep inside, or beyond the Palace 
walls. Suffering is not isolated to those few ‘chosen ones’, the prophets 
who have come and gone, but it is deep inside each of us waiting for the 
moonlight to find.

We can all feel the same light. The moonlight that shone on those ancient 
soils through dappled leaves of the Pipal tree on the Buddha, is the same 
moonshine that benevolently calms all of us. As the Dalai Lama has said, 
it is ‘your own mind, your own heart that is the temple’. 

The moments of awakening have been laid bare. The floodgates have 
squeaked back in to place. And the book on religion now closed. For 
now. I will go to Mass. Not for Mary, but a Mass for the social. A Mass 
worshipping the marvels of the world; the nature deep within all of us. 

A Mass celebrating that pool of calm, or whatever name you have for it.
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Four photographs
Loyal to the idea not the institution: Bratislava, Paris, Edinburgh, Pezinok, August 2013
Nicholas Haig 
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Two propositions
Brad Josse 

UTTERLY REPLACEABLE 

Never has the individual person been needed so little by the human world 
around them.  Twenty thousand years ago, in a band of twenty persons, the 
untimely loss of one adult member of the group would have been a cataclysm. 
That person’s ability to gather resources, breed, provide protection, even 
warmth would have been lost to the group.  The slow physical maturation 
time required by any offspring would have meant that a replacement was 
far off indeed.  This is not a new notion.

Yet never before has the individual been told so often and so earnestly 
how significant he or she is. One can personalize the label of one’s shoes, 
customize the screen on one’s phone, individualize one’s licence plate, 
and flood the world with photos and text updates regarding the details 
of one’s life. And yet one is so completely replaceable. There is no lack of 
breeding stock, and the genes one carries are probably replicated exactly 
by millions if not tens of millions of others. The modern state provides 
care for one’s offspring, means for those we abandon or leave behind. The 
loss of one person is utterly insignificant, and the military campaigns in 
foreign countries tell us that the loss of thousands of individuals en masse 
is equally devoid of meaning. Like the waiting list for a Hollywood extra, 
our line of replacements is long.

In one of the more memorable cinematic scenes from Raiders of the Lost Ark, 
a local demonstrates his prowess with a sword to Indiana Jones, who 
proceeds to shoot him down with a bored, if slightly peeved expression on 
his face. We buy films, video games, and political ads demonstrating how 
important one person can be, how powerful they can be, and how they 
can change the world. But the machine is the real master here. One cheap 
pistol trumps a thousand hours of practice with a sword. One glass factory 
produces one thousand cups for every one that an individual artist could 
make in that time, and the quality is just as good, if not better. The price 
is often incomparably lower. Even those who could afford the individual 
flourishes and expressions provided by a lone craftsmen often prefer those 
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goods made by the machine. The factory makes every working person 
replaceable, and the robot renders them absolutely unnecessary.

How then does one become individually significant or, put differently, 
how does one become irreplaceable? It would seem that the bond of a 
romantic relationship might offer that possibility, but the high divorce 
rate in countries where divorce is legal demonstrate how replaceable we 
are. There is always someone new who can excite us, breed with us, and 
support us...for a time, at least, if we are willing to make the effort.

I assume that individual significance matters. That if one can develop the 
sense of one’s individuality then it must be made to count for something, 
or feel that it counts for something. Otherwise, it is better not to be aware 
of it all. And indeed many spiritual and political movements seem to push 
in this direction: toward the obsolescence of self. 

The only clue from my own experience comes in the form of some volunteer 
work that I have done. For about a year, two days a week, I worked with 
a young man in a wheel chair.  During that time, he developed a use of 
his body that surprised all who knew him. He also developed a sense of 
independence to match. Several weeks ago, I let all my clients know that 
due to travel plans, I would no longer be able to train them. For most of 
my clients, I am utterly replaceable. There are trainers who know as much 
as I do, who have more interesting stories to tell, livelier personalities, and 
who work as hard or harder. 

I had the opportunity to watch my clients work with their new trainers 
before I left. For the most part, the transition was easy. The clients didn’t 
stop sweating or smiling because I was gone, and some clearly enjoyed 
the novel experience provided by a new trainer. This was also true for my 
friend in the chair. And yet whenever I entered the room where he was 
working, I knew he tried harder because I was there. I knew that he looked 
to see if I was watching what he did. I knew that it mattered to him if I 
approved or thought well of him.  He did not look to anyone else for these 
things. And so I achieved personal significance, for a time. I was not in 
fact replaceable, not for him.
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Our individual significance is not derived from who we are in isolation, 
not from our use to a State or the means of production, not even from 
what we do. It is certainly not created by what we own, or from how we 
express ourselves in what we write and paint and sing. It comes from who 
we touch, and is gained only when we put the thought of it away.

MANIPULATING DONKEYS: ON RESPECT 
We deserve so much better. This idea of deserving something is a puerile 
notion based on moral algebra that is arbitrary in its assignation of 
values. Most likely we deserve nothing, whether represented as good or 
bad, x or y. Deserving is an illusory carrot, dangled in front of us, which 
we should get (but probably won’t). It is the kind of thing one manipulates 
donkeys with, and thus an effective way to make someone look like an ass.  

Respect is one of those things that we are told everyone deserves. We are 
entitled to have our lifestyle choices respected, our property respected, our 
person respected, and our thoughts respected. But respect, like everything 
else we deserve, is something that we either work for or are given. If 
respect is given to us, then it can be taken back again without our having 
any say in the matter. When we work for respect, though, we maintain 
some control over it.  

Perhaps this working for respect suggests a life of constant labour or cosying 
up to one’s superiors in the hopes of pleasing them. But working for respect 
means nothing more than living in such a way that earns respect. And one 
can earn something without cringing for it.

The simplest way to earn respect is to exchange it. If I agree to be accepting 
of another’s lifestyle choice, and they reciprocate, we have earned each 
other’s respect. This is hardly a laborious, grinding process, but more like 
a kind of lifestyle commerce. Unfortunately in commerce values fluctuate 
based on demand, and if we believe our own choices to be universally 
respected (or in high demand), we have little incentive to respect those 
whose choices deviate from ours. We are surfeited with respect, and may 
withdraw our own from those who make us uncomfortable. The issue of 
homosexuality exemplifies this surfeited market. If the vast majority of men 
profess to lead and respect a heterosexual lifestyle, and we do the same, we 
are automatically entitled to huge amount of respect for our observance 
of this convention. Put another way, we are selling something that a lot of 
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people are buying.  The margins might be low but the volume is high. We 
may not feel a need for the small amount of extra respect that we could 
earn by catering to those regarded as deviants.

What does one do when one’s product is not in high demand? One 
can attempt to corner the relatively limited market for it. This is done 
by surrounding oneself with other likeminded deviants so that even 
though the overall demand for one’s product is small, in one’s own circle 
is it universally sought after. One can make deviancy a kind of luxurious 
delicacy or exclusive membership in an elect: low volume, high margins 
(protestations of immense respect). Or one can seek to offer new products 
that might appeal to other niche markets. Thus one could vary one’s sexual 
identifications or agree to respect a wide variety of deviancies in order to 
scoop up all the respect lying outside the dominant market share.  

Both conformity and cliquism never lead to universal respect because both 
are exclusionary by definition: one of minorities, the other of majorities. By 
chasing the respect of one group, they race in the opposite direction from 
one another. But these two strategies are by far the most common ways of 
seeking respect. All seemingly distinct strategies of achieving respect: building 
or enhancing one’s appearance, practicing violence or demonstrating the 
potential for violence, achieving a high level of education, accumulation of 
wealth, publicity or fame, are all means of appealing to a dominant market 
or courting or creating a minority one. They cry “see how like you I am!”  
Or, “See how unlike most of you I am!” These are both simply ways of 
telling others that we are able to exchange respect with them.  

Perhaps one should hold that people would universally respect a “good” 
person. But this is where arbitrary algebra comes in. A particular group’s 
notion of goodness is often interpreted by another as weakness, their 
honesty as naiveté, courage as recklessness, none of which command 
respect. In the end, one earns universal respect by extending it to both the 
good and evil in one’s sight, the deserving and undeserving, x and y. And 
respect does not mean showing kindness or offering praise. It is simply 
an acknowledgement of legitimacy. To respect the one who would steal 
from you, injure you, abuse you, or condemn you often means meeting 
force with force. Respect is not pacifism, but the absence of condemnation.
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Two photographs 

Of course, ‘illness’ is often a quite sensible protective  
reaction to unbearable interventions from outside the self. 
Robinson 
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Coming of age
Dave Jones

Feeling surprisingly joyous, Kroke unslumbers, humming a tune from his 
past by Dusty Springfield.

If you go away, if you go away...
An image on an old TV. Slim women with bouffant hair styles. 

Unattainable and mysterious.
Now he was able to get up, stretch limbs and be relaxed. That was it. 

Comfortable. The Prime Minister’s soma to the people.
Rap at the door. Jandle bursts in, lipstick scrawled over her mouth.
“Where the hell have you been!”
An injection of acid air into the chaotic clothes-strewn bedsit. The 

sound waves destroying half-formed thoughts.
“Oh what. Ugh, dishes, I got in late.”
The forthright stance informed Kroke that she was deeper in the sack 

than he had anticipated.

Can a time from a collective unconscious be remembered? Being hunted 
through a dark land of inter-tribal warfare. Forests to hide within, and fear 
of never getting out alive. Living in a body that is compressed like liquid 
oxygen, ready to propel itself at the tweak of a sign.

 How could Jandle ever understand?
 The front line had always been a place to forget and leave to the 

nightmare, riding roughshod through the brain-stem of survival. Basal 
and deep, hidden and undigested, ambiguous and repressed, necessarily.

What had happened to Kroke? There had been deep wounds cut into 
him by an old relationship. Friends and relatives had disappeared from 
his life in the drive to survival, searching for security in a world of the 
unexpected.

Fleeting memories of a time before the second land grab, when the 
wealthy aliens were invited to slice up all he knew, all he loved. The bush 
where he had played, the old houses before the precinct. An unlegislated 
wild fever of consumption. There are only so many holes you can drill in 
the community before the block collapses. How could the landlocked 
residents survive? The answer was they did not.

Chaos by reducing welfare. Chaos by giving propaganda as education. 
Dissent had been managed by the military, domestic surveillance and 
prison services. The New Order was the death knell for any illusions of 
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democracy.  Māori, Polynesians and Pākehā were now all displaced Pacific 
Islanders in their own paradise.

It was during the early phase of transition after a couple of crashes of 
international finance. Vulture capitalism was rife. The carcass of welfare 
was being eaten from the inside out. The laws had favoured the favoured. 
The government mantra “let the market provide” was an unmitigated fraud, 
where alienated anarchy was the hands off approach of the cabinet. All 
power and no responsibility.

Kroke knew his enemy. But who could be trusted, who could be 
believed, who could be depended upon? Tadpoles in a pond encircled by 
huge sharp beaked predators with hanging hungry bellies, trampling on 
unsuspecting prey. Terrified, offering a friend or neighbour rather than 
be the inevitable meal before nightfall, the tadpoles swarmed in a crazed 
tormented froth of common fear.

Living on the street was hard in those days for Kroke.
One pathetic hand holding circle of resistance, calling themselves “The 

Eva Band,” took Kroke in. Communal scavengers and hustlers shunning 
the shackles of employment slavery. Parasites, according to the rules of 
commerce.

The young man with the flick knife had written “Spider Eyes: Make 
a stand” in red spray paint with “Rozo’s Fire” underneath.

The troubled men suffering institutionalized paranoia, being closer 
to a truth about the powerful.  Tortured souls in this shithole culture of 
corruption. Crush dissent.

Many decided to put themselves on the line, like Kroke. He went along 
to the protest at Why Hope, spurred on by Rozo’s message as if written 
in human blood.

There was a sense of security in numbers as the buses loaded up early 
in the morning. Efforts to keep the information limited while the plan 
unfolded, now released good humour. A sense of a broader reality also 
remained. A depressing reality.

Spirits that spoke the same sort of language, had taken time to think 
through the fog; humble yet sharp. They formed a fence of razor sharp 
perceptions, to keep alive the idea of a collective sense of being. Unwilling 
to succumb to jealousy, deep insecurity and competitiveness; the flagship 
of aggressive individualism. Keep Out. Kroke asked if this was home 
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for himself. Shared food and humour. Making connections, moment to 
moment, cellular, seductive.

Camp life, the great equalizer, the hidden manifesting, illusions of 
grandeur broken. The nomadic tribal meme still alive. The inviting strum 
of a guitar resonating in warm colours somewhere fine and harmonious.

Vibrating “the concrete box” with a note perfect hum brought a jailer 
to the door. No longer was there a consoling smell of wood smoke and 
cardigans. This was stale urine with a background of pine disinfectant.

Kroke sees a face at the slide hole. Looking into his abyss.  
Grasps at straws.
“Need to let my family and employer know where I am, please.”
“I’ll get someone.”
Wanting to roar at the injustice but knowing the futility. Power has to 

be met with stealth and craft.
He had had time to think of the event chain in detail. Being here was 

not a chance event, an act of fate. He recalled to mind the long conversations 
about the day of protest, the plan and the sharing of personal details. Jake 
had asked him as the fire light danced shadows over their faces if he could 
stay on his way home. Personal addresses and details had been shared. 
Jake was friendly but now Kroke saw it as creepy. He had been the only 
one making notes, taking details, being super cheerful, never leading in 
conversation, agreeable, superficial. How did the paramilitary know so 
much about him when they came to the door three days after the protest?

I was set up.
He could understand now.
Keeping a smooth mind, sharp and refined was in his survival kit. 

Feelings towards Jake could wait. Kroke needed to be resilient. He had to 
get out. Any energy had to be conserved or directed towards this single goal.  

Three days without charge or access to a lawyer or family member. The 
strip search, the intimidating military doctor, more interested in finding 
new charges than his welfare, all attempted to induce fear and break his 
resolve. Refusal to allow reading and writing material meant being thrown 
back on his own resources, yoga postures, refining the approach towards 
his oppressors. The good cop/bad cop interview really happened, and it 
was very tempting for him to implicate another person and buy into deals 
about getting out. Kroke knew the law could not hold him much longer 
and their threat of continued captivity was staged fearmongering. He 
couldn’t be absolutely sure.
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Relating this to Jandle would be too much for her, as a close friend, 
attached but struggling to shut out the horrors of the world. No need 
to burden her, particularly now. He sensed he had no right to inflict the 
spaces he inhabited on her. Get her talking, avoid talk of his absence as 
long as possible, reassure, listen to her feelings and remain obscure. These 
are tactics to “protect” her.

Yes he had been camping, that was the smoky smell. His brother had 
picked him up yes, but he had just forgotten to tell her, this was the plan. 
Brother had had a gap from his busy workplace. Unusual maybe.

Does she know I am lying to her?  
And further, was she suspicious of another relationship. That would 

be a more tangible worry to surmount over time. Take her off the scent.
Protecting Jandle was his plan. Now being a number on the secret police 

databank, paramilitary police would follow any order from command. 
Kroke realised this was all futile posturing. The probability of being just 
another bod filling a jail cell had just stepped up a notch.

He understood how the regime worked. Moving the unwanted and 
irritating members of society into the ultimate of tiny houses – the jail 
cell. The final solution to the homeless, the “unfit for work.” Get rid of 
those that can’t play the game. No property, no money, no vote – go to jail.

Monopoly had always had the dynamic of fascism. Encourage individual 
greed, alienate everyone and blame the victim for failure. The illusion of 
possessions equalling status, in the face of abject poverty. Force labour 
on the masses to make the instruments for their own incarceration and 
enslavement.

What a piss poor species we are, he thought.
Stretching freely in his bedsit was relief from terror. For now anyway. 

Enjoy the illusion of comfort. Jandle curled up with him. She cared, 
about her security, close to his breathing, beating heart and his distinctive 
familiar mustiness.
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