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Melissa Wastney lives in an old house in Wellington.
With a pocketful of apostrophes and a heart full of hope, Mic Dover joins the rear-guard action
against toxic churnalism.
Robinson grew up somewhere in the north of England.
Tom Haig likes to read pop-science stories that confirm his prejudices. He lives in Wellington.
Tao Wells is breeding his own rugby team of zombie capitalist voters that will make this
country great again by selling it overseas and then they'll eat themselves after some socialist
writes brain on their foreheads.
Dave Jones is a trainee doll acupuncturist, rambling walkways activist, and recovering Thatcher
refugee.
John Roughan is a graphic artist/illustrator and now and then he writes things.
Nicholas Haig collates Watercoloured.
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THREE SOUTH COAST POEMS
Melissa Wastney
Microlight
From the plastic window: a patchwork quilt of paddocks.
The world is in the same place we left it:
Cook Strait a sinkful of dirty dishes,
maize field a bar of sunlight soap and
when are you coming home?
That cluster of hills is a crumpled duvet with your foot escaping at the bottom,
east coast ocean the spare-bed blue blanket
with the satin edge.
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Countdown
Five aisles with men wandering slowly, plastic baskets in crooked elbows,
Serious (despite the bouncy love song),
basking in fluorescent shine like moths under moonlight,
avoiding eye contact: it’s nine pm.
Six teenagers on a sports trip, tall with matching jackets,
singing along, inspecting the pic’n’mix,
scooping licorice allsorts and salted cashews into bags.
Find the electronic beeping at the checkout:
a heart monitor for the operator who wears
a plastic frangipani in her hair.
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Rest
Lunchtime is called ‘dinnertime’.
Today it’s warm mince on white melamine with a plastic placemat underneath.
In the living room, it smells like a fruitbowl.
There’s yacht racing on tv, but someone changes the channel to Country Calendar.
A child is riding a horse in Northland,
silky seedpods drift.
You watch from your chair
shuffle your slippered feet
your skin just linen hanging over a clotheshorse to dry.
The room is filled with easy chairs with footrests raised:
children in rubber rings floating out to sea.
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MILLENNIAL MILLSTONES
Mic Dover

Okay, let’s get the Baby Boomer narrative out of the way first. The arctic ice is melting, the
climate is changing fast, we're extinguishing species a thousand times faster than the
historic average, the coral reefs are dying, and there are dead zones in the ocean. Half the
world lives in poverty and this growing gap between haves and have nots is causing unrest
and tension all over the world. One in every six human beings lives on less than a dollar a
day, and almost 2 billion live on less than a dollar a day with no access to sanitation or
electricity.
This is the legacy of the Baby Boomers, right? Well yes, but … Like the Romans, what have
the Boomers ever done for us? Well, they gave us the counterculture of the 1960s and all
the art, music, literature etc. that went with it. They gave us the civil rights movement,
"second-wave" feminism, the Pill, The Stones. On matters of multiculturalism, race,
women’s rights, gay rights and sexuality, today’s young people pretty much accept
behaviours that, prior to the 1960s, were unutterable, if not unthinkable. If the Baby
Boomers had not done their thing, it’s hard to “Imagine” how a black president could ever
have been elected in the USA.
The concept of ‘generation’ is a fairly recent phenomenon. A little bit of a Wiki-search
uncovers:
The 'Lost Generation', those who fought and lived through World War I and
typically were born between 1883 and 1900.
The 'Greatest Generation' includes the veterans who fought in World War II. They
were typically born between 1900 and 1924, coming of age during the Great
Depression.
The 'Silent Generation', also known as the Lucky Few, were born from
approximately 1925 until 1942. It includes some who fought in World War II, most
of those who fought in the Korean War and many during the Vietnam War.
The ‘Baby Boomers’, defined as those born from 1946-64 i.e. aged between 52 and
70 years old in 2016. Traditionally, the Baby Boomers have been seen as the first
'Me' generation, associated with rejection or redefinition of traditional values.
‘Generation X’ is the generation born after the Western Post–World War II baby
boom with birth dates ranging from the early 1960s to the early 1980s.
The ‘Millennials’, or Generation Y, is the generation with birth dates from the early
1980s to the early 2000s.
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Since the 2008 Global Financial Crisis, the economic downturn has led to the Millennials
being described as the first generation to have no expectation of being better off than their
parents. Millennials entering the workforce (often as unpaid interns or doing McJobs* or
not entering at all) are increasingly seeing their baby boomer bosses as the Selfish
Generation: the one that has squandered the earth's resources, created the conditions for
disastrous levels of climate change and presided over political and economic policies that
have severely exacerbated levels of inequality. But hey, they invented The Beatles. Well, no.
Actually, the lovable mop tops were all born between 1940 and 1943: pre-Baby Boomer.
Younger commentators in the media are starting to talk up generational battle lines. The
arguments can be persuasive, especially when you look round the world and see Boomers
basically running everything yet apparently powerless to change the world for the better.
When you look at the players on the world political stage such as Putin, Cameron, Hollande,
Trump and Clinton and their predecessors such as Bush, Blair and the rest, you could hardly
blame Millennials for some measure of despair or resentment.
But is it really that simple? Are Boomers really all retiring, collecting their pensions, taking
dietary supplements, moisturising their wizened necks, binge-watching Netflix while
everyone else slaves away like Sisyphus to pay off their student debt? Some maybe, but
across the developed world (although not in New Zealand, as John Key won’t go near the
subject), the average age of retirement is rising. An increasing number of Boomers are
actually realising they cannot live off a state pension. The truth is, many Boomers will be
working alongside Gen X and Millennial co-workers for some time to come. In other words,
working class members of all generations face the same economic hardships and challenges.
To paint today’s societal problems as a generational battle is just another millennial
millstone forcing our eyes downwards in doom, instead of upwards in hope. Hope? No, the
data does not look good for the young. Using LIS** survey data, the Guardian newspaper
examined the disposable incomes and wages of young families in eight of the 15 largest
developed economies in the world. Together these countries made up 43% of the world’s
GDP in 2014. Using the most recent US data, in 2013, average under-30s had less income
than those aged 65-79. This is the first time that has happened as far back as the data goes.
Student debt is a shocking millennial millstone – young Americans are sitting on $1.3 trillion
dollars of it. And it was neoliberal Boomers who, outside the US at least, all got free
university education, who introduced student debt to succeeding generations.
In the UK, Thatcher’s dream of a property-owning democracy now looks like a sick joke –
actually it always was one. Across Europe, since 2008, it’s really been about the lack of jobs
– youth unemployment of nearly 50% in southern Europe is a scary statistic. Add that to the
migrant crisis and you have a combustible mix. In December 2005, a group of
underemployed 30-somethings in Italy joined together to form the “thousand-euro
generation” club, which later spawned a novel and movie about the plight of overqualified
Italians living hand to mouth on just €1,000 (NZ$1630) a month. But by 2016, earning €1,000
a month has become an aspiration rather than a low wage to complain about.
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Governments with a short term outlook (i.e. most of them) have had no incentive to address
this issue, since as long as they don’t annoy them, they can count on the votes of an
expanding, politically-engaged section of society – the old. The young, far less likely to vote,
have been ignored with few political consequences. However, recent events in the UK and
the US suggest this may be changing, as the demographic supporting Corbyn and Sanders –
both political mavericks untainted by Big Business - is very youthful. This would seem to
suggest that it is ideas that count, not your age or generation.
The alarming trend though, is the emergence of extreme ideological and political forces that
seem attractive to young people who feel the future is not about their hopes and
aspirations. As Hitler, Mussolini and the other Fascists of the 1930s understood, and as
Putin, Trump and Isis also clearly understand now, hopelessness is extremely fertile ground
for Simple Answers to Complex Problems.
“Eliminate the Jews”, “Destroy the West”, “Nuke the Muslims”, “Make America Great
Again”, “Build a wall around Mexico“, “Leave Europe” (translation: build a wall around the
UK) etc. These are simple concepts for people who feel slow-moving, fuzzy democracy has
not delivered – it can’t even promise them they will be better off than their parents – but
Donald Trump and Vladimir Putin will make that promise, because they are “Strong Leaders”
and “Won’t Back Down”. A little like Hitler.
Over a third of French voters under 34 opted for the far-right Front National in local
elections last year. Similarly, many Danish, Dutch and Polish young voters are opting for
hard-right parties too. In New Zealand we don’t need to swing to the right because the right
is already in firm control of the agenda and the voters. And the media.***
So what’s the answer?
My belief is we need to find Millennials to replace political Boomers like Sanders and Corbyn.
Imagine a Russell Brand figure but one you could actually take seriously. A young person
who can mobilise and inspire his/her/their peers to believe in collective action as a means
to change their own lives. In fact, if you look around Nelson, these groups already exist (e.g.
Ecovie, PING [Permaculture In Nelson Group]) but they remain marginal to mass media and
almost invisible to mainstream Kiwis. But we have to reverse the shift to the right among
the growing grey vote. Spain shows how mobilising younger people is possible. The
Podemos**** political party owes its success to a range of community-based movements,
beginning with the indignados in 2011, when disproportionately younger voters filled
central city squares.
Organising in the community on issues relevant to younger voters’ lives, such as housing,
student debt or youth services, is critical. That doesn’t simply mean protests and rallies,
which tend to attract the already politically engaged. It means going to where young people
are. In Nelson, Labour and the Greens still don’t have a candidate for the next election. Nick
Smith must chuckle into his cornflakes every day this situation continues. Why aren’t trade
unions and opposition parties setting up youth community centres, for example?
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The words Left and Right are real millennial millstones round the neck of meaningful
political debate. But these are interesting times – when Young Americans in their millions
can describe themselves as socialists – all is not lost.
A good degree of the words you have read above were inspired by (or even cut and pasted
from) articles by political commentators Owen Jones (a British Millennial) and John Zogby
(an American Boomer). I thank them and acknowledge their wisdom. I’m pretty sure they
won’t sue for plagiarism. I will finish with Jones’ words below:
Younger people should expect a better lot in life than their parents. The tragedy is
not simply that much of the next generation are robbed of this optimism: it is that
they are resigned to being so. But what is the left other than a rejection of the idea
that injustice is inevitable, and a belief that it can be overcome with collective
determination? Unless the left succeeds, the next generation will be written off –
and it is society as a whole that will suffer.
Notes
* McJob is slang for a low-paying, low-prestige dead-end job that requires few skills and offers very
little chance of advancement. The term comes from fast food chain McDonald's, but is used to
describe any low-status job where little training is required, staff turnover is high, and workers'
activities are tightly regulated by managers.
In the face of objections from McDonald's, the term McJob was added to Merriam-Webster's
Dictionary in 2003, much to the chagrin of McDonald’s who threatened to sue, but never did. In 2007,
the UK arm of McDonald's planned a public petition to have the OED's definition of McJob changed.
McDonald's attempted to get all of its workers to sign the petition but many refused on the grounds
that the definition was accurate.
More recently, the term has started to be replaced by ‘precariat’, a combination of ‘precarious’ with
‘proletariat’. Unlike the proletariat class of industrial workers in the 20th century who lacked their
own means of production and hence sold their labour to live, members of the Precariat are only
partially involved in labour and must undertake extensive "unremunerated activities that are essential
if they are to retain access to jobs and to decent earnings". The emergence of this class has been
ascribed to the entrenchment of neoliberal capitalism.
** LIS is an international data centre which serves a global community of researchers, educators, and
policy makers. LIS acquires datasets with income, wealth, employment, and demographic data from a
large number of countries, harmonises them to enable cross-national comparisons, and makes them
available for public use by providing registered users with remote access. Located in Luxembourg, LIS
is home to the Luxembourg Income Study Database and the Luxembourg Wealth Study Database.
These databases contain harmonised microdata from high and middle-income countries around the
world.
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*** As I write this, the editorial in the local Fairfax newspaper, The Nelson Mail, was praising New
Zealand’s 121 MPs for their common sense and entrepreneurial skills in topping the charts in multiple
home ownership. So the media’s role in examining wealth and power on behalf of citizens is well and
truly dead in Nelson, regardless of the global fallout from the “Panama Papers”.
**** In 2011, the 15-M Movement protested against inequality and corruption and demanded a
radical change in Spanish politics, as demonstrators did not consider themselves to be represented by
any traditional party. Podemos is a Spanish political party founded by political scientist Pablo Iglesias,
who represents the party in the European Parliament. It is a left-wing populist party that seeks to
address the problems of inequality, unemployment and economic malaise that followed in the wake
of the European debt crisis.
In the 2014 European Parliament election, Podemos received 7.98% of the national vote, with
1,200,000 votes cast, electing five Members of the European Parliament (MEPs). The 2015 Spanish
general election marked the transition from a two-party system to a multi-party system, with
Podemos (Spanish for "We can") coming third with 69 seats. But the four main parties have failed to
produce a working coalition government forcing a new general election on 26 June 2016.
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ONE PHOTOGRAPH: AT PEZINOK CEMETERY
Robinson
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HISTORY WARS
Tom Haig

When I was teaching, there were a few kids who were particularly skilled at getting me to
lose my temper. Axel was probably top of the class. Once I threw a chair across the room in
rage. Fortunately, the class had finished and the students, including Axel, had left.
In one year in my English class, Axel lost or destroyed three or four exercise books, and
wrote anything down around one class in three.
So I was amazed when his social studies teacher showed me a project he had done about
Hone Heke, with pages of his own writing (not even cut and pasted from Wikipedia) and
interesting reflections on the great Ngāpuhi leader.
I’m sure this won’t surprise you, but I didn’t know until then that Axel’s iwi was Ngāpuhi and
his whakapapa went back to Heke and his illustrious and terrifying uncle Hongi Hika.
I didn’t manage to use this knowledge to any great effect, and it didn’t really cheer me up
at the time, instead emphasising what a crap teacher I was. But I was struck by how real
stories from our messy and bloody past captured a boy who otherwise seemed only
interested in motocross and being a smart ass. This was a story that fed his identity, as
Ngāpuhi, as a rebel, and as someone with power and mana, which he probably didn’t feel
he had a lot of within school grounds.
People can be surprising when it comes to our history, and in particular the history taught
at school.
Generally, the teaching of ‘national history’ in schools is something favoured by political
conservatives. For example, Australia’s Liberals are currently adapting their history
curriculum to “strengthen references to Western influences on Australian history”. While in
England, Cameron’s Tory government introduced in 2014 a new history curriculum that took
primary students through British history from the stone ages to 1066, and brought
secondary students up to the twentieth century. Along the way, they needed to learn about
Elizabeth I, Cromwell, Churchill and so forth.
Educators of a progressive bent fought back, and a few minor changes were made (Clive of
India was dropped from the curriculum – lucky school kids, poor Clive), but essentially in
England there is now a set syllabus taught in chronological order.
Conservative historians like Niall Ferguson praised the new curriculum, writing "It should be
made possible for every pupil to take in the full narrative of our history throughout every
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century”, and that history was essential for “developing in each and every individual a sense
of their own identity as part of a historic community”.
So it has been strange to see the New Zealand Labour Party lining up alongside Christopher
Pyne, the Aussie Minister of Education, Cameron, Ferguson and the loathed English
Education Secretary Michael Gove, and calling for compulsory and prescribed New Zealand
history in schools, and the National-led government resisting.
Here’s David Shearer on the topic:
Amazing New Zealand history isn’t taught as a matter of course in our schools.
Most Kiwis have little to no understanding of the founding of our country – the New
Zealand wars, land confiscations, not to mention the Treaty of Waitangi and our
first government. Yet those events not only shaped us but still have a huge bearing
today.
So I agree with my colleague Peeni Henare who is asking for New Zealand history
to be part of the core curriculum. It could even go together with basic civics
education – teaching us a vital understanding of how our country works and our
responsibilities as citizens.
As Shearer says, the main push for this has come from his colleague Peeni Henare, who is
the MP for Tamaki Makaurau. Henare, a young first term MP with an easy charm and a
confidence bred by coming from a family of tribal leaders, has been fronting a campaign to
encourage the teaching of the New Zealand Wars, and has framed it with a broader issue,
which is that our history, and in particular the history of Pākehā and Māori relations and
conflict, isn’t taught adequately at all.
The origin of this campaign though isn’t from the Labour Party, but a group of students from
Otorohanga College who presented a petition to the Māori Affairs Select Committee. Signed
by 13,000 people, this petition was specifically about raising awareness of the New Zealand
Wars, and included a call to memorialise that bitter conflict with a day of commemoration.
I completely agree that teaching of New Zealand’s colonial, and pre-colonial past is
important, and that we probably don’t do it particularly well in many instances. But changing
the curriculum or making this ‘compulsory’ (whatever that means) is not the way to solve
this. For one thing, it seems like a lot of the people pushing for this don’t know what happens
in schools at the moment.
The national curriculum that schools use today isn’t a list of prescriptive topics or particular
knowledge, but is generally about concepts, skills, understandings, and what are called
‘competencies’ – broken down for different stages of development. The Treaty of Waitangi
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partnership is enshrined as one of the principles of the curriculum, and the objectives of the
social sciences learning area, which are required for all students up to year 10, include
numerous references to Aotearoa’s past and the relations between Māori and Pākehā.
How this is taught varies widely, which is unavoidable really, but seeing as teaching our
colonial history is already as ‘compulsory’ as we make the teaching of anything, it seems
futile to think that legislators can make it ‘even more compulsory’.
It’s similar to a promise by a mayoral candidate to ban begging. Of course it would be great
if there weren’t beggars – but passing a law to get rid of or change something you don’t
approve of is a poorly thought-through way to solve a complicated problem.
But perhaps more importantly, seeing a problem in society and leaping to ‘make teachers
solve it’ is even more naive. In Shearer’s comments he says “most Kiwis have little to no
understanding of the founding of our country…” So, he proposes teaching about it at school.
Just think about the maths of this for a moment: to see a significant change would take
decades, with fewer than 80,000 students leaving school each year in a population of over
4 million.
What’s lost in here is that there are lots of other ways to educate New Zealanders about
our history other than lumping it on teachers. It almost seems unbelievable now, but people
used to really believe that the media (and television specifically) had a responsibility for
these things too. And as the original petitioners to parliament about this also requested, a
national day of commemoration would serve as an educative alternative that would reach
many more people than a unit at school.
In some ways it’s not at all surprising that Labour’s getting stuck into causes like this. In fact,
it’s just a further symptom of the identity crisis that they’re going through (and hopefully
will soon get over). Leaping to disarmingly simple solutions to complicated problems that
you don’t really understand is unfortunately often all that opposition parties can do when
they don’t have the resources or wherewithal to do any better.
After the last election, there was a lot of hand wringing about young people not being
engaged in the political process and not caring or understanding enough to vote. Again,
many commentators and politicians looked at schools to solve this problem, and some leapt
to the idea of compulsory teaching of civics education – like Shearer discussed.
On one hand, it’s heartening and affirming for teachers to have people interested in what
they’re teaching, and a public discussion about why it matters to society, beyond the sterile
issues of achievement rates and literacy and numeracy. On the other hand, a betterinformed discussion wouldn’t hurt, and a recognition that for every glib comment on radio,
or hour spent writing a press release about it, teachers spend days agonising and
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deliberating over the value and relevance of what they should be teaching, and why it
matters.
It’s vital that we do teach the history of Aotearoa. If a student like Axel can find something
to really engage him, that’s a good enough reason, let alone all the guff about nationbuilding and creating a shared sense of identity.
But working out what’s taught, what the conflicts are, and what points of engagement are
should be something that happens locally, in schools and classrooms, between students and
teachers, not by grandstanding politicians. A really positive example of this is Waikato
Tainui’s partnering with 15 high schools in their rohe around the teaching of history.
Funnily enough, when I mentioned this to Peeni Henare he responded with scepticism,
concerned that Tainui wouldn’t teach the battle of Ruapekapeka as it’s not part of their iwi
history. If that’s not a reason to stick with the broad goals that we currently have in the
curriculum instead of specifying what exactly is taught, then I don’t know what is.
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SKID-MARKS – TWO WALKS, FOUR
PHOTOGRAPHS
MOUNT CRAWFORD (WELLINGTON) AND HAVEN ROAD (NELSON)

Robinson
‘The art of living is the capacity to keep ourselves in harmonious relationship with that which
escapes us.’
– Giorgio Agamben
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MORENA/GOOD MORNING, WE HAVE A
DAUGHTER
Tao Wells
She was born in a magical birth at home, Tuesday morning 12 April, in our living
room/ studio in the am, with our beautiful friend Carla attending. Looking back it
has the feeling of a dream, three sisters at a cauldron, Macbeth witches, fire and
lightning, all the elements in accord, nature tamed, being ridden. Laura caught her,
and I caught her, she was in the pool. The birth was so relaxed that I had no idea
what stage we were at, so didn't tell the midwife until we were at the last. So the
midwife wasn't there, and it felt so cool to do it ourselves. Even if afterwards we
kind of sat around wondering now what! Anna our midwife soon arrived and we
were in such amazing hands that the glory glow continued, even today!
She makes these little mewing sounds, cooing sounds, and her hands are like wild
sea weed all over her face and in the sky. Laura was so well organised, I think I
remembered to unplug the phone on my own, but that was about it. For some
reason I've gone deep with this one, like she's got me by my mind, probably just a
phase...Of course we are still working on a name (6 pounds 14 ounces). AHHH... it'll
come...
much love to each of you
we are thinking of you and your love
eating it, sustaining us in the friend family romance of positive living, zooming
through the negative. Miss you Ian Cressy
Take it easy
bye

Home hypnobirthing is only for hippies like extreme pain is for the
mainstream (avoid this kind of thinking)

Okay, labour story, her labour, my labour, it was work. There’s no sugar coating it and if I
hadn’t had a life time of dabbling in the meditative arts, a few yoga sessions here and there,
a general interest in the mind and meditation (not a lot of wow insights but still enough to
know that something about it works) I could imagine feeling underprepared and not up to
it. All that thinking takes energy; to focus on the pin head during a hail storm, or a hurricane,
takes practice. Laura, luckily, had put in that practice. I had no idea how effective my efforts
at participation were for her, as feedback was never going to be a real strong point during
the move, so often I would be standing there with my hands limp as jelly trying to push or
prod some aspect of her back or body, thinking shit this isn’t doing much, where’s my
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strength? Turned out that strength wasn’t what was important, just the touch, the thought,
the intent. She felt it, and where she was, deep in concentration and relaxation, my feeble
but well-meaning messages were received.
Made me feel a lot better hearing that, talking after the birth. Because at the time I guess
as a man, or the partner of the one who is going through the primary act, the experience,
the support role is one that has been poorly realised, poorly articulated. Our first child was
born in a hospital with the hospital midwife yelling at us to push. We were in a pool, but I
was so shockingly under prepared, clueless, despite considering myself being someone who
is reasonably researched and prepared. And the idea was consistently pitched at us at the
time, that, oh “You know nothing, you know nothing and don’t expect to know anything till
after.” AHHH. So fucking frustrating, I mean what kind of culture does this on a mass scale,
not only keeping the birth ignorant but STUPID. Truly sick and it sucked.
Our child, of course, turned out perfect, but only despite the circumstances. Mainly what
we didn’t get the first time going through the typical mainstream approach is where the real
work needs to be done. Not in maintaining ignorance but in this active relaxation, this deep
participation in the waves of the body and the ability to not only surf these sensations but
master them. The revolutionary difference between pain and a surge, ripped or unravelled,
relaxed flesh. As the partner, I needed the doula – the support person. For me, without
them it would have been horrible.
The day before the birth, Laura had been getting surges all day. We kept relaxed, relieved
that the day before we finally had everything in place. The pool, the nappies, clothes all
kinds of stuff. I was up in the clouds. I guess preparing to do war of a kind for however long
it took. Preparing to be a tanker of sorts to feed energy to her. We had drawn up a map, a
map of the layers of insulation around Laura and her channel of super energy focused on
relaxing. I was the second layer. Before the birth I was casual about the fact that outside of
me we had our close friend Carla as the next layer of support. During the birth she was so
important and I am so grateful.
About 10pm things changed. We were watching a movie when Laura came downstairs, and
told us to turn it off. I started to fill the pool. We had scarves over the one source of light,
essential oil gently releasing a cocoon of similarity and Brian Eno DJing in between bouts of
Monsoon Point chants. The world seemed to slow down. Going outside (we are taught
torture not nature) I was reminded how wonderful it was that we had the difference
between a great birth and a disaster, the fear of being a hippy, to give a shit, to actually just
do the work that enables the birth to be a positive and damn right glorious experience. We
are surrounded by animals – cats, sheep, birds – giving birth. If each went to hospital to
have a child, what a joke. Marketing is making an industry sick with money and we are
paying for it with pain and ongoing pain. Sick and stupid.
Going back inside, the warm quiet enveloped me and as pumped as I was for a long battle,
I found that I was completely exhausted. Not having done anything, this feeling didn’t make
sense and for a long time I struggled with guilt of not being a simple farmer, a simple warrior
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in the field whose back was at least strong enough to bend to the task at hand. Nope, my
instinct screamed run, you don’t belong here, you don’t understand and you can’t
understand, this is not your place. Run and come back when it is all over. Out of mind out
of sight. Fatigue sent me to the couch and I would feign sleep, actually kind of passing out
to some semi dimensionless state, while my ears picked up everything. As I hid, my doula,
our doula Carla would step in, no explanation or instructions needed, she had read the
hypnobirthing book, had been a mindful, meditation practitioner, and I felt in great hands
as she poured her energy into my partners back and hips. For hours she would rub them
while I lay on the couch unconscious.
And it was so good. Because, lying there, I would have profound metaphysical conversations
with the muses of life and death about what was I doing and what was going on. There was
a kind of equation being thrashed-out in my head that involved the following: you have no
way of knowing how long this is going to take so you need to take stock of your energy and
spend it wisely. You have no idea really what spending wisely really is since you really can
only spend when it is necessary. You want to create an impression of security, strength and
solidity for her to feel, but you are freaking out with doubts and strange parallel birth
notions that don’t make sense and flood the brain with confusion. I wanted to blindly thrash
into the melee and prove all I was worth by giving myself body and soul to be drained in the
fight. I was wrong, this idea is wrong, it’s not a fight.
I was right to just do what I needed to do, because that is what was needed. I became a
witch equal to the other two, as much as anyone really is in that I participated in the world
in the way that I could with my entire being and when I was called I answered and my answer
was the thing that got us through. I remember holding Laura while she dug her nails into
my back and it felt good. Hovering in the air for a moment before we dropped down into
the pool, I was there vividly making a difference, saying the calming affirmations, saying the
key words, visualisations holding on in blind doggedness that this is actually working.
Because I could see that it was. I could visibly see and feel her body relaxing to my touch, to
my words, to my work. As short and sweet as it was, it was the right thing. I was the rock I
wanted to be in a way I had to discover. But I had the tools to discover, and though societal
doubts and bad education had led me down a path of confusion, by not buying into any of
the abused and poisoned socially constructed gender roles I transcended to my normal self.
A spooky being, relaxed in the unknown as in the familiar.
The home birth dilemma drama (which, as it happened, was a non-drama) became centred
over the one question of when to call the midwife. Laura three times asked me to call her.
The first two times I was sure it was too early and so explained my reasoning (you’re
projecting your surge solution onto a mythical hero rescue, trust your body it knows what
it is doing) to Laura and won out (because we had practiced this). Knowing that the key
moment was when she turned inwards and would no longer respond to us so much. Being
in cell phone contact with the midwife confirmed this idea, so in my mind Laura – even at
the time of her second request – to me was maybe still only just entering stage two. Stage
three or the birth itself erupted in a sudden surge of creative expression; Laura firmly telling
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me that she wasn’t insane and that the baby was indeed coming right now. I dialled the
midwife, and before I could say anything, a beautiful low howl went out across the night.
The midwife replied: I’m on my way.
Ten minutes later we were in the pool, one breath, the head is free, second breath, the
body turns and slides out. Laura’s hand – there – catches the baby, I catch her and together
we are embraced by a whirlpool of emotion clearer than any stream, though we were sitting
in semi darkness, gold light flickered everywhere, in the realisation that we had done it. That
it was over in my mind before it really had even begun sent a beautiful shock to my system.
Then to discover that despite all predictions that it was, as I had felt, a girl, made the
wondrous discovery of this technique, this way of life, full and equatable to what I can
imagine life can be like. What life should be, can be – is, actually. A mystery prepared to be
such a good day. It hurts that 95% of births should be this good, but aren’t by marketing.
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FLAG IT
Dave Jones

Six weeks after the ‘choice’ and $25million spent, the issues seem as mysterious as ever.
How and why did we ever get drawn into such a whim of the current PM? The media had a
field day, everyone had an opinion – even those you would expect to remain impartial.
We seem to have been left with a bad taste in our mouths about the identity of New
Zealand. Do we now neurotically wonder just what and who “we” are? After the final result,
the PM voiced his opinion that it had all been worthwhile as there had been plenty of
reflection and debate on the flag. And, paternalistically, that he had given us the chance to
vote over a decision that could have been made in parliament. He also mentioned that we
need a design that represents “us” and our collective “goods and services”. Clearly he wants
to fly the flag of tourism, and perhaps his unconscious relates the fern to a silver dollar, but
he couldn’t quite let go of the Southern Cross. I am surprised he didn’t support something
representing farming: udders, a scythe, or maybe empty space-age milking-sheds...
Surely there needs to be some reflection on the process of the referendum and the grounds
for initiating it? What about historic factors such as the Treaty of Waitangi and ANZAC? And
are there future threats to sovereignty?
The line I remember being fed was that sometimes at international sport and political events
there was confusion with the Australian flag, with a subsidiary reason being that the flag no
longer represented the multicultural nature of NZ and its independence from UK. Confusion
of flags is a feasible reason, yet we don’t see it worrying Australia. And the question of who
we are and how to represent “us” is a hard – impossible – question. Does a fern really
represent us? Certainly the sporting fraternity would feel included.
Flags do have their place. But that place is not as the backdrop to John Key’s ongoing efforts
to sell the nation.
And yet the nation said no. We saw through it. But how come we’ve not seen through the
rest? By which I mean, we have a PM who so obviously cares more for flags and false unity
than child poverty, homelessness, student debt, healthcare and so on. A PM who doesn’t
give a hoot that that the rising inequality of wealth in NZ has been on the backs of the poor,
that we have a housing crisis. As I see it, it’s certainly not a time to believe in one flag, not a
time to believe in one nation.
So did you get an opportunity to participate in the process of creating a new flag? Sending
in a design was on offer, but this had aspects of a colouring competition for kids. Discussions
seemed to be affairs that happened somewhere else on a rushed roadshow. Certain factions
like the RSA had specific views for retaining the existing flag, understandably. War was never
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a sport for them. Māori interests seemed marginalised, and yet for many New Zealanders
there seemed a real desire to move forward and honour the treaty in the flag. But where
was the mature discussion about these issues?
Looking at the power-play of the political actors, the witch’s cauldron that they sat round
brought forth a glamorous distraction. The flag flapped around as our individual rights and
sovereignty were being negotiated away from us via the perniciousness of the TPPA. John
Key had a field day behind the scenes with international trading corporates. Goods and
services were a part of the agenda, but more important were the new Investor Settlement
Courts and other new legislative bodies and laws that will be a threat to our sovereignty.
The flag referendum seemed to be – no, make that, was – a cynical ‘false flag’ that was used
to keep us off the scent of the substantively more important issue of the TPPA. We were –
thank you, John, for your generosity – able to say no to the flag. Where was our opportunity
to do the same with the TPPA?
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WHEN LIFE GIVES YOU LEMONS: JESUS
John Roughan
“...now, if anyone wishes to come up to the front and say this prayer silently: Dear Lord Jesus,
I know that I am a sinner, and I ask for Your forgiveness. I believe You died for my sins and
rose from the dead. I turn from my sins and invite You to come into my heart and life. I want
to trust and follow You as my Lord and Saviour. In Your Name. Amen.”

And that was it. Just like that. From that moment on, life was going to be different. In rain
or storm I knew than I was being looked after and that I had a close and personal relationship
with Jesus.
Well, that's how it was supposed to work out. I was at an evangelical retreat. I was 13 years
old and my youth group was going so I was going. At the time my family was involved, for
lack of a better word, with a cult. A small tight knit network of families headed up by an
elderly couple who for reasons I could never quite work out ran the show. It wasn't
something you questioned. This was a community of answers and the answer was always:
Jesus. This kind of situation is a safe haven and has many benefits to people who, like a lot
of us, have felt the hot sting of life's slings and arrows. It is a support – a community with a
big C.
Along with the loving cocoon of sweet spiritual support was a whole host of weirdness,
control, power plays and pretty much universal insecurity posing as faith. This is not unusual:
most places that offer answers and salvation do so by initially offering love but eventually
giving way to coercion. They attract people who want answers, regular folk who are
dissatisfied with what the world offers, well intentioned and with massive potential for love
and warmth. Unfortunately most of the time this is co-opted by a value system which
supports bad thinking, archaic beliefs and warped logic. You come to believe, once you
believe you must have others believe what you believe in order to help you believe and once
we believe you may never leave. Did I mention that upon entry to this Community people
sign contracts? Well yeah, they do. Not legal documents, but a soul contract offering
allegiance to the force.
***
Ye shall not round the corners of your heads.
– Leviticus 19:27
In the revival hall (a mega church with a sound system that would rival an EDM festival), the
music was loud and the energy was electric, hundreds of kids my age were all there singing
and raising their hands. When most kids would have been making shapes, making out and
making mistakes I was knee deep in the seductive vibrations of salvation. It is real. Most of
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the kids there were clean cut, they looked cool, like they had their shit together. I did not
have my shit together, insecurity was coming off me like stink lines in a cartoon. I fell in love
with a dozen girls that day, and the feeling was troubling. Jesus was not too keen on me
splitting my devotion. After the music died down, my heart was pounding, a real feeling of
potential was being nurtured, absolute possibility. The idea of being relieved of all my
insecurities and suffering was delicious, I wanted it so bad.
A young guy perhaps 25 years old took the stage and began his testimony. He was
charismatic and had a quality of confidence I admired and desired: “Wow, that really was
something wasn't it, you can feel Christ's love here tonight, am I right, are you with me, you
know?” His speech was always punctuated with remarks like “you know”, “are you following”,
“am I right” and so on, which at the time felt inclusive, like he was with us with him on his
journey. His tale was shocking and exciting, it ached with tragedy and concluded with
redemption. Looking back it wasn't that much of a story: raised by single parent – he did
drugs – miracle – he found god – he talked about god – miracle. After going to a few of these
you soon realise that they all went to the same “how to preach about Jesus class”. All the
testimonies had the same general rhythm and conclusion. And yet, I suppose many personal
speeches share the same narrative arc. I could craft my life story into that cookie cutter
motivational riff, most any one could really. We are the stories we tell ourselves. He
concluded with a teary eyed appeal for our salvation: “...now, if anyone wishes to come up
to the front and say this prayer silently...”
***
“I predict, in the next five years by the time we hit our tenth anniversary, and I don’t say this
lightly, but we will be ruling the nation ... I feel very strongly in my heart that the word of the
Lord came to me very strong ... that this will actually be the first nation historically in the
world to be under the governance of God.”
– Destiny Church Conference, 2003
Pentecostalism is a branch of Christianity that claims it is the only real Christianity, a little
like all other branches of Christianity. It is characterized by an emphasis on direct personal
experience of God and the Holy Spirit. As you can imagine, trying to corroborate deep
personal experiences is difficult when there are hundreds of people in a group. Thankfully,
we have the New Testament. “Speaking in tongues”, “Slaying in the spirit” (we will get to
that later), healing illnesses, seeing visions, becoming born again; the list of proclaimed
miracles and super powers is endless. This is surely one of the main appeals: super powers
and general avoidance of the harsh realities of life. This isn't necessarily a problem, a lot of
people create beliefs to avoid the harsh realities of life. Most self-help or spiritual literature
is about that very thing. The problem is the intellectually lazy exercise of going from: 1)
Believe 2) believe a little more 3) ???? 4) Profit. The second problem is the creation of
polarity, the “We are right and you are wrong” but elevated to the level of: “we are on the
side of the father-master of the universe and everyone else is the devil.” So here we are,
fundamentalism my old friend we meet again, though they may not be blowing themselves
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up for virgins, they are attempting to solve the problem of life. This song has been played
before, it’s a rusty old tune that goes like this: “God is dead, religion is evil, yeah I am
intellectually free and they are a hoard of sheeple idiots.” And yet, that song it not only old
but is a patent oversimplification. It’s not the religion or god that is the problem, it’s just bad
thinking.
Believe what ever gets you through the night, but leave your kids out of it. Life is long and
some of it sucks, we are all fighting our own battles. Sometimes we stumble upon solutions
to our unique problems, which is great, but where it goes wrong is applying that fix to other
people: the logic of if this doesn't work for you, you are doing something wrong. Remedies
are relative, relational.
One size does not fit all, we each have a very unique make up of experiences, genetics and
ways of processing the world. You have your own answer. Trial and error, trial and error.
Everyone is just making it up as they go anyway.
***
"Sometimes I wish God would give me a Holy Ghost machine gun. I'd blow your head off!"
– Benny Hinn
I walked up to the front that evening. People were praying, the band was playing soft piano
music, it was all very emotional and strangely romantic. Something powerful was going to
happen. Laying of hands began. The effect is a form of faith healing, a soul salve, invisible
Jesus beams coming from the faithful towards the eager and the metamorphosis from sinner
to born again is manifested. That evening, the laying of hands was causing shaking bodies
and “speaking in tongues” and concluded with “slaying in the spirit” which is a form of Holy
Spirit overload where the person whom the hands are laid upon faints and lies in a form of
catatonic Jesus bliss. People were collapsing left and right, bodies vibrating on the ground.
If I closed my eyes it sounded like an orgy, moaning and spiritual trembling: “Oh god, oh god,
yes god...”
It was my turn. Most kids my age felt peer pressure when it came to drugs and sex, not me,
offer me a joint: “No thank you, I’m good.” Offer me salvation and a clean slate: “Yes please.”
In my mind I was listening intently for the voice of Christ, some kind of tangible subjective
experience that I could hold on to. I heard nothing, I was shaking but not with the Holy Spirit
but with nerves. I needed to feel the power of god. Do not fuck this up, John, this place is
filled with people who get it, you cannot be the one guy who messes it up in front of them
all. I prayed with my eyes closed and felt the light pressure of hands, waiting, praying,
waiting, praying, waiting. Eventually I felt one hand push gently and I resisted initially but
eventually submitted. With my eyes closed I began the trust fall of the faithful. On the
outside everything was going according to plan, I was praying and falling, slayed in the love
of the Holy Spirit. Internally I was wondering how long I would have to lie there pretending
to be comatose in Christ. It was all very awkward. I was lying for what felt like an hour, it
wasn't but it felt like it. I imagined what other people went through and if they had similar
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experiences or if they were riding rainbows and feeling the flow of righteous relief through
their bodies. After what felt like long enough I got up, smiled and gave the preacher a
thumbs up, you did good preacher man, chalk this up as a victory, and walked sheepishly
back to my seat. So this was what salvation felt like, a mixture of shame and relief. Relief it
was over and shame that nothing happened, I had faked it. Compared to a lifetime of faking
it, hell did not sound too bad. Jesus knows I faked it anyway. Sorry to say JC but those are
clearly my footprints in the sand.
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A WRECKING LIGHT, A REEL OF WOOL, A
CAN OF BEANS II1
Nicholas Haig

The Folkestone Gold Rush

In August of 2014, thirty pieces of 24-carat gold worth a total of £10,000 were buried in a
strip of beach in the harbour of the Kentish town of Folkestone in the UK. Part of the town’s
Triennial arts festival which is funded by Roger de Haan, a local man who sold the Saga
Group (a British company focused on serving the needs of those aged 50 and over) for
£1.3bn in 2004, Folkestone Digs was the brainchild of German artist Michael Sailstorfer.
Developed in secrecy, the Triennial website explains:
The pieces of gold are dispersed across a wide expanse of beach, which is revealed and
accessible daily as the tide allows. Sailstorfer’s sculpture is made and re-made daily by
people digging on the beach. Since no-one knows how many of the gold pieces have been

1

This is the second part of an extended addendum to ‘Make Matter Matter’, an illustrated essay which in an
attempt to throw some light on the “issue” of Hone Ma Heke, conflated the blurbs of texts which accompanied
dOCUMENTA (13) with a number of individuals who are sometimes lumped together as being part of the Arte
Povera movement. ‘Make Matter Matter’ appeared in Watercoloured 3.
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found, the goal of hidden treasure waiting to be discovered may be a permanent addition
to the beach.
Sailstorfer’s Triennial bio states that although his process spans:
[…] highly elaborate productions to near-imperceptible interventions, a common factor
across his work is the disruption of the everyday. […] Sailstorfer is intent on expanding
the notion of classical sculpture and Folkestone Digs is a continuation of his aim to make
art that comes less from the head and more from the stomach.
This ‘participatory’ artwork, which cast the prospectors who descended on the beach as
contributors – ‘although most were perhaps more interested in a slender chance to redeem
lives blighted by poverty’ – attracted media interest from around the globe.
In April 2015, Guardian journalists Stephen Armstrong and Maruxa Ruiz del Árbol visited
Folkestone and were told by local reporter Dean Kilpatrick: “The digging has never really
stopped. There are fewer people on colder days, but the coldest day I went there was in
February and there was still one guy digging away. There were even people there on
Christmas Day.” According to their report, sales of digging tools including trowels, shovels
and spades increased by almost 500% at the local B&Q store. They also contended that:
Sailstorfer’s artwork has essentially become a documentary of despair. Regular visits to
the short, sandy beach under the shadow of the harbour wall found the vast majority of
diggers were unemployed or low waged. In September, Michelle Moorin, 41, was digging
with spades, pieces of wood and her bare hands. She had been unemployed since the
shop she worked in closed almost a year earlier.
Folkestone, like so much of the ‘periphery’ in the UK (anywhere other than London), is
economically ‘stagnant’, and the Triennial was touted as offering regenerative possibilities.
However, JJ Charlesworth, a resident of Folkestone and associate editor of the Londonbased international art magazine ArtReview, was reported as saying “I don’t necessarily see
[art-led regeneration] having any immediate effect in Folkestone. [And] I don’t really think
that art has very much to do with poverty at all.” Ouch.
Over the last year, I’ve been unable to come to terms with Folkestone Digs, unable to erase
this picture of droves of “prospectors” scrabbling in the sand with a melange of improvised
utensils on another blighted winter’s afternoon in the south of England.
Should they – the ‘contributors’ – be applauded? Should their sticking-power and adaptive
methods be hailed as a minor triumph of the entrepreneurial (social-Darwinist) spirit?2

2

The true injunction freighted in the neo-liberal chimera ‘upward mobility’ is ‘to make do.’ Essentially, ‘making do’
is the dark corollary of the entrepreneurialism that is expected of us. This particular understanding of ‘making do’
is both vastly different and terribly similar to certain readings of Michel de Certau’s humdrum cri-de-coeur. If once
practices of ‘making do’ – mining daily doings for glimmers of resistance – were thought to offer the ordinary
32

And maybe I’ve taken it a touch too seriously. It’s playful – just a hypertrophied treasure
hunt. And what of the fleshy fingers wheedling the damp sand, this sensual meeting of
organic and mineral matter? It’s a sort of pantheistic or pagan communion. It’s orgiastic
without the fluids.
According to the Guardian article, the prospectors dug with whatever came to hand: some
with metal-detectors, others with tools better suited for sandcastle building than
earthworks/prospecting. So maybe the results could be thought of as a sad and shitty
amalgam of Robert Smithson’s Spiral Jetty (with the ‘tailings’ forming a higgledy tracery of
mounds and trenches which are successively submerged, revealed, washed away, and made
afresh day by day) and Sol LeWitt’s Buried Cube Containing an Object of Importance but
Little Value?
As I imagine it, it is also a bit Bruegelish, but with sand instead of snow; a tableau of
‘ordinary’ misery. That Peter Bruegel was born in the midst of (if at a distance from) the
German Peasants’ War of 1525 seems somehow significant. It’s a bit Mad Maxian too: it’s a
scene which could have come – which has come – from the end of the earth. Somewhere
sans hope, somewhere beyond (but in midst of) the apocalypse. An apocalypse, however,
of a very particular sort: one which was not/is not in any sense inevitable.
Pure Life, Upward Mobility
The principle is a simple one. Instead of asking what return a given activity will produce, the
question is what it costs in terms of pure life: ‘the cost of a thing is the amount of what I call
life which is required to be exchanged for it, immediately or in the long run’.
– Frédéric Gros and H.D. Thoreau
The cost of a thing. The cost in terms of pure life. Folkestone Digs seems benign enough.
And, you know, these people have nothing to do anyway, right? Perhaps, but creating
conditions whereby human abjection – however innocent seeming – is exposed in a most
public way? The cost in terms of pure life, as I see it, is enormous. This is an abasement. A
civic humiliation. One more slap for those whose lives have already been eviscerated by the
forces of capital.
And yet, how does it function within the rubric of ‘art’? That is, according to what logic does
it operate? What does participation – the underlying methodology and hoped for outcome
of Folkestone Digs – mean in contemporary art parlance? Put simply, to set up scenarios
whereby the audience gets to eat the meal rather than just look at it. Here, “participants”
appear as little more than pawns in some sort of redundant social experiment. But the

person the possibility of reclaiming life from the all-pervasive forces of commerce, politics and culture, then today,
in a wicked irony, it is precisely these pin-pricks of light that are being colonised by commerce, politics and culture.
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results – if I adopt the patois of our performance economy – have been excellent. A high
uptake, a big buy-in, thousands of participants.
German poet Jan Wagner concludes his poem On Lake Michigan with the lines: ‘…hard to
say in the lonely light / if that’s a black bear clambering up the bank / or a piece of driftwood
/ burnt to a black bear’. Here, I’m unsure if this is a gratuitous and wholly manipulative piece
of theatre or a revelatory “event” which lays bare the malevolence of a system which makes
us – which is making us – creaturely.3 Perhaps it is both. Perhaps it is neither. As I said earlier,
I’ve been unable to come to terms with Folkestone Digs.

3

Literary critic Linda Hutcheon suggests that parody, while appearing subversive, in actuality is an ‘authorized
transgression, authorized by the very norm it seeks to subvert. Even in mocking, parody reinforces; in formal terms,
it inscribes the mocked conventions onto itself, thereby guaranteeing their continued existence’.
34

