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Tao Wells (M.F.A, Dip.Tch, Cert. in 

Counselling and Social Work) is working 

on his archive, in between grubbing gorse 

and caring for his son.  
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can’t seem to un-embed himself. He tried 

to once.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Watercoloured is an Arts Council 

Nelson initiative and is printed with 

assistance from a Creative Communities 

Scheme grant.  

Watercoloured is able to arrive free-

of-charge because of the generosity of the 

contributors. A quarterly publication, the 

next issue of Watercoloured will appear 

in December.  

 

Editor Nicholas Haig 

Production and Design Nicholas Haig 

and John Roughan 

 

Contact 
watercoloured.nelson@gmail.com  

Online 

watercolourednelson.wordpress.com  

 

In the next issue Gabriel Adams talks 

ice-cream, illegal immigrants and Central 

Asia, John Roughan gets situational and 

Nicholas Haig goes to paradise. Among 

other things.   

 

The opinions expressed in this 

publication do not necessarily reflect the 

views of the Arts Council Nelson.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:watercoloured.nelson@gmail.com


2 
 

Return, If Possible 
On wearing your dead mother’s 

underpants: a short essay on 

flowers, the plastic arts, material 

culture and loss 

 

Fiona Johnstone 

Life, death and art are inextricable for an 

artist. All art functions as memorial in 

one way or another, as whatever is 

created or assembled in a new way acts as 

a prompt to memory, to invite 

comparison and engage the imagination 

to make fresh connections. A work of art 

is an emblem of its time – a capsule of 

specific connections that may be re-

interpreted in another period. 

Art that is made specifically for the 

dead may staunch a painful void of 

absence.  It may be made to assuage a 

sense of guilt or as a celebration. It is a 

commemoration, an acknowledgement of 

meaning between the maker, the viewer 

and something or someone that no longer 

exists.  It may be an act of faith: denying 

death its impersonally selective impact 

by using material objects as a dedication. 

A dedication or an act may be 

private – such as wearing your dead 

mother’s underpants. No-one will 

probably know of this intimate act of 

material connection (unless you tell 

them) but it may change the tone of your 

day, enabling memory to be worn as an 

ordinary yet invisible mantel of 

commemoration.  Is it art?  It could be if 

you believe as an artist that life cannot be 

separated from what you make. It might 

be acceptable as art to others if you 

filmed it, or wrote about it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 
 

Drew your mother’s underpants in loving 

detail, describing the frayed elastic that 

you need to record because one day it will 

perish and you know you should throw 

them away but you cannot because it may 

be all you have left of her. 

Are there social limits of what you 

can and cannot use as a commemorative 

item for someone deceased?  What is a 

desecration for some could be venerated 

by others.  Take, for example, the usual 

place where we find our dead and see 

what tokens we leave. A cemetery.  

When I recently visited one I was 

surprised. The usually somber 

environment of stone, concrete and lawn 

had been transformed into an informal 

playground of colour by the extensive use 

of artificial flowers and plastic 
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mementos.  It was not the flowers that 

surprised me, but their make-up – plastics 

and nylons in vivid colour, the “never-

say-die” attitude of them, and their 

occasional careful placement in the 

compost bin. Despite being unable to 

break down organically, thoughtful 

visitors had located this as the best place 

for them once the sun and wind had 

eventually leached the vibrancy from 

them.  

 

 
 

Flowers and the dead have a long 

association. Before cemeteries became 

the exquisitely planned landscapes for 

laying our dead to rest in the nineteenth 

century, artists from many cultures used 

flowers as an allegory for the passage of 

life.  Floral forms were associated with 

mourning rituals and remembrance: as an 

allegory of life and death, their individual 

budding, flowering and withering was 

seen as mimicking the progress of an 

ideal life. In the Western world by the 

nineteenth century the iconographic 

meanings of flowers were generally well 

known, honed by Christianity and used in 

cemetery arts, in bouquets and in 

wreaths. For example, Linda Tyler, 

writing on floral signification found in 

the Northern Cemetery in Dunedin, noted 

the rose was found in at least three forms: 

the posy, the bloom, and woven into 

wreaths.  She says the inclusion of the 

rose stemmed from the writings of St 

Ambrose, who believed it grew in 

Paradise and only developed thorns after 

Adam & Eve were expelled from this 

garden [1]. Tyler notes that roses used in 

grave decoration are therefore always 

thornless as ‘symbols of the paradise now 

enjoyed by the deceased’; also that the 

red rose is a symbol of Venus, and could 

suggest the person was well-loved, 

perhaps as a martyr, whilst a white rose 

was seen as an image of purity, and a 

wreath of roses is ‘indicative of heavenly 

joy’.   

As this floral lexicon was imported 

as a ready-made marker of grief into New 

Zealand together with its colonist 

populations from Europe, Scotland, 

Ireland and England, perhaps it is fitting 

that the artificial flowers used today 

(their semi-permanence imitating the 

ceramic wreaths and marble carvings of 

earlier generations) are also of similar 

generic and exotic types – roses, 

carnations, lilies, dahlias and 

gerberas.  But do we still know what they 

signify?  Or in the environment of the 

dead, placed amongst the living, are we, 

in the words of Rosemary Hill writing on 

memorial art ‘unable to generate a shared 

visual language, only a repertoire of 

clichés’? Hill described memorial 

practices in Britain as having an 

‘appalling banality’ after noting that the 

top crematorium tune at the time was ‘My 

Way’. She concluded that contemporary 

memorial art is impoverished by 

comparison to the past, when 
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iconography could embody, and actually 

modify, beliefs.   

American writer Erica Doss has 

documented this international change in 

memorial iconography. She observes 

…a major shift has taken place in 

contemporary commemorative culture: 

from the monument to the memorial; 

from the monolithic master narratives of 

‘official’ art to the diverse, subjective, 

and often conflicted expressions of 

multiple publics.  In contrast to the 

ennobling, authoritative, and pious 

monuments of the past, today’s 

memorials are especially disposed to 

individual memories and personal 

grievances, and often attuned to tragic 

and traumatic historical episodes and 

eras… 

By this, Doss is contrasting how 

experiences of tragic death were once 

commemorated by civic authorities on 

behalf of the individuals who may have 

died (sometimes in the employ of the 

state, such as war memorials for soldiers; 

or for civilians murdered in war, such as 

Holocaust memorials). Official 

recognition of this type of death has 

undergone a transition to an immediate 

public venting of emotion which is seen 

as justified given tragic circumstances 

evident, for example, in public anger over 

Princess Diana’s death, relating to 

perceived shoddy treatment by the Royal 

Family in Diana’s lifetime.  Public 

response to tragedy is no longer mediated 

through a vested authority, but is 

increasingly personalised by ephemera, 

such as the public delivering in an 

apparently un-orchestrated synchronicity 

accumulations of flowers, soft toys, 

notes, photographs, t-shirts, hats, bottles 

of booze – any thing that, for an 

individual, can signify a connection, a 

sorrow, a celebration or an apology to the 

deceased. There is no longer a focus on 

understanding the causes of the event, but 

an outrage at the loss the event has caused 

those who survived, who may (or may 

not) have actually been affected by it [2]. 

Doss notes that these depositary actions 

have become an ‘international 

phenomena’. The practice is also known 

in New Zealand – for example, in 

Motueka a roadside shrine has existed for 

some years, commemorating the 

untimely death of a boy racer.  

Spontaneous memorials, Doss 

proposes, are particular as their  

…acts, rituals, or performances of 

memorialization (are) often exorbitant, 

frenzied, and extreme – or manic. Their 

pathos and inconstancy are not 

surprising: memory itself is often 

unpredictable and unstable, and rituals 

of memorialization are often prompted by 

emotional states of being such as grief, 

guilt, and gratitude…  

Doss, in arguing that memorials  ‘are the 

physical and visual embodiment of public 

affect’ believes of the materials used for 

impromptu shrine-building that the 

‘formulaic and increasingly 

universalized nature of their production 

calls into question their vernacular 

sensibility’. Citing Jack Santino, in his 

study of spontaneous remembrance in 

Ireland, she agrees with his view that this 

sort of public memorial displays ‘a dearth 

in the heart of social life’. Similar 

materials are used in private memorial 

practice in Motueka, evidenced by the 

presence of plump Santas, teddy bears, 

plastic windmills and fake flowers, notes 
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or  damp photographs wrapped in plastic, 

furry animals, t-shirts, hats or tinsel.   

It is Doss’s view that  

…These things are central to 

contemporary public recollections of loss 

and social performances of grief not only 

because they are inexpensive and easily 

available but because they resonate with 

literalist beliefs in the symbolic and 

emotional power of material culture…  

And of the material culture itself, of 

‘things,’ Doss says that ‘things also, of 

course, constitute a modern mass culture 

that valorizes impermanence and 

disposability in order to fuel patterns of 

consumption’.   

According to Stephen Deed in 

Unearthly Landscapes, cemetery 

decoration has always reflected the 

common aesthetics of their day. Writing 

on 19th Century graveyards of New 

Zealand, he observes that  

…the monuments of the Victorian 

Cemetery echoed the popular tastes and 

fashions of the era…individuality could 

be expressed if one had the inclination 

and the money, otherwise mass-produced 

memorials satisfied the tastes and 

aspirations of the middle and lower 

classes…  

The use, then, of mass-produced objects 

– whether it be iron railings around a 19th 

century grave or a bunch of artificially 

bright cyclamen for a grandfather 

recently deceased, is not new in 

cemeteries.  It is difficult to be unmoved 

by the joyful brightness created by a 

swathe of gaudy flowers, toys and 

decorations strewn about a modern 

cemetery.  The gaiety provided by the 

combined displays creates a celebratory 

atmosphere, a tumult of clashing colours 

evidencing a sense of triumph over 

death.  It is an art of sorts: an art of the 

living finding a common expression in 

their remembrance.   

Yet despite Doss’s conclusions in 

the early 21st century, not all spontaneous 

remembrance co-opts the more garish 

consumer forms of sentimentality. 

Thinking of two recent memorials seen 

(distinct in time and place) they appear to 

enact a simplicity – a freshness and an 

elegance – that underscores the message 

of dumbfounded tragedy and immense 

loss. The first memorial is in the town of 

Taiping in Malaysia. Taiping is a garden 

city: it has remediated its original scars of 

wealth – tin mining – by remodelling a 

descending pit cut into the earth into a 

gracious lake and plantings. The park is 

used by poor and wealthy alike, and by 

tourists. It sustains fishing, jogging, tai 

chi, pedal boats, lotus beds, turtles and 

otters.  Possibly crocodiles.  Buildings 

surrounding the park range from shared 

housing, middle-class bungalows, upper-

class mansions and hotels. The park also 

sustains graffiti and the most beguiling 

example was found on a large concrete 

wall close to the Zoo, near the road that 

leads the way to the WW II Cemetery. In 

a well-executed image of a very large 

white aeroplane named as MH-370 on the 

engine closest to view a large ghostly 

human hand is seen cradling the body of 

the plane – giving, guiding or taking 

away? Above this image are the simple 

words RETURN IF POSSIBLE. It is 

difficult to think of a more concise prayer 

of loss and hope. 

The second memorial to contradict 

Doss’s view is found in the wire fence 
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that was sited around the perimeter of the 

collapsed CTV building in Christchurch. 

As long as the fence stood (for nearly 

three years after the February 2011 

earthquake [3]) ‘tributes’ were pushed 

through the diagonal mesh structure to 

honour the 115 people who died on this 

site. 

 

 
 

Most of these tributes seemed to be real 

flowers – a photograph taken in March 

2013 shows a three-metre section of this 

fence stuffed with 24 bunches of flowers, 

only one of which seems to be eternally 

fake. The remainder are real, and in 

various stages of withered decomposition 

but their wrapping remains intact: 

cellophane or patterned sheets of fine 

plastic, flapping about and reflectively 

shining – rustling in the breeze. There is 

discrete signage attached to the fence: 

images of people who died here, a thank-

you to a team that saved a life here, and a 

small careful notice on plastic core-board 

from the Christchurch City Council and 

the Canterbury Earthquake Recovery 

Authority. The sign says: 

 

 

 

Please respect this site  

In recognition of the special significance 

this site holds for the people of our city 

and all those affected by the earthquakes, 

the Christchurch City Council is working 

with the Canterbury Museum to preserve 

aspects of our remembering.  Tributes 

may be left at this site. Older tributes will 

be removed for archiving by the 

Canterbury Museum to become part of 

the city’s memory of the Canterbury 

Earthquakes.  Organic materials will be 

composted and used in the city’s gardens.  

Perhaps then the evidence of fresh 

floral devotions is misleading? If organic 

material is being regularly removed for 

composting, and if non-organic material 

is being archived, what length of time 

does an image of this decorated fence 

represent? It is impossible to know now, 

at least until the Canterbury Museum 

finds a way of presenting its trove of 

objects and images rescued from this site, 

which began as an un-orchestrated public 

response to major and tragic loss of life 

but was quickly (it seems) taken in hand 

and managed by civic authority.  

The vitality of the offerings of 

remembrance at this site are not unique as 

a response to the earthquake in 

Christchurch. There seems to have been 

an instant recognition from people within 

and without the city, and from the general 

community (which includes families, the 

homeless, the unemployed, businesses, 

gardeners, architects, artists – really it is 

everyone it seems in Christchurch as the 

rebuild encourages all to vocalize given 

the hardships of death and insurance and 

loss and rebuilding) that living plants 

offer consolation and remediation.  After 

containers full of food and clothing were 
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dispatched to Christchurch from other 

communities in the country and the 

world, came deliveries of plants and 

shrubs. Diverse groups formed with 

various structures and levels of official 

support, including Guerilla Gardeners, 

Greening the Rubble, Plant Gang, and 

The Plant People; all of which perform 

within a gardening/memorial framework. 

Plant Gang, founded and organized by 

artist Liv Worsnop is unique as it 

combines aesthetics, action and 

empowerment and seeks to operate 

beyond the command of civic authority. 

They create guerilla gardens in 

abandoned lands, such as a Zen garden 

from the rubble of a demolished building, 

planted cacti in a vacant lot, a herb garden 

(called ‘Grand Chance’ because of its 

proximity to the demolished hotel) and 

begun the botanical documentation of 

what plants flourish in neglected urban 

wilderness and which of these can be 

harvested for food [4]. They encourage 

the foraging of available foods – fruits 

and vegetables – that are otherwise 

wasting in red-zoned suburbs. It is a kind 

of memorial activism driven and enriched 

by ecological concern.  

The work of these groups – and 

there are more than those mentioned here 

– springs from memorial but leaps 

forward to offer ideas for the future by 

taking control of the (damaged and 

injured) present and imagining 

alternative futures. For example, an 

interview published by online magazine 

Dreary Modern Life in May 2014 

describes Worsnop as being not 

especially impressed by descriptions of 

her work as ‘vibrant’ or ‘beautiful’, but 

that:  

Liv sees the overwhelmingly positive 

responses to the project as being 

indicative of the project making sense; 

the project is formulated around making 

sense of your environment. PLANT 

GANG symbolises the vulnerability 

reflected in people’s responses to the 

environment and one which is mimicked 

in plants. Liv spoke to us about the idea 

of surrender, people and plants, giving 

one’s self up to chance. This is prevalent 

in plants because, ‘…they might live, 

grow and propagate.’   

Much of what is occurring in 

Christchurch is down to chance and the 

feeling of not knowing, but it is also an 

attempt to synchronise one’s self with the 

environment. Mother Nature can assert 

herself at any given moment. When asked 

whether the green movement in 

Christchurch inferred to the city’s 

reputation as being the ‘garden city’, Liv 

noted that the Earthquakes had solidified 

this identity. 

Worsnop’s conclusions are echoed 

in another recent online article by Lara 

Strongman writing for Christchurch Art 

Gallery’s Bulletin about Cunningham 

House in the Botanic Gardens. 

Strongman states that ‘Cuningham House 

is the most significant garden building in 

a city of gardens.’ This early 20th century 

greenhouse was exceptionally well 

controlled and maintained until after 22nd 

February 2011, when it was believed 

(incorrectly) to be structurally unstable 

and was largely abandoned. Portable 

plants were removed, but in-ground 

plantings remained.  Strongman writes: 

Every time I walk around Cuningham 

House I'm reminded of Max Frisch's line 

from the novel Homo Faber (1957) – his 
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hero is in the Guatemalan jungle: 

'Wherever he spat, it germinated!' 

Over the three or so years that the 

building was shut up, an automatic 

watering system kept the large plants 

alive…and gradually the plants left 

behind grew wild. The neo-classical 

balconies were festooned with creepers 

which forced their way up to the roof and 

out of the skylights. On the second storey 

of the garden, seedlings came up which 

had hybridised themselves from the 

tropical pot plants. The life of the place 

continued in its own way without 

gardeners to tend it and hold it in check. 

Photographs [5] of the rampant 

foliage accompanying the article look 

like the rococo abandoned graces and 

spaces of Detroit. The physical sense of 

botanical abandonment – being both 

deserted and free from constraint – 

resonates with ancient tales of the bier of 

Snow White; current ideas of the collapse 

of capitalism; the effects of climate 

change on estuarine cities – all of which 

are gently held within the progress of 

verdant life and the never-ending cycle of 

memory and loss.   

Julia Bennett believes ‘An 

understanding of place as an inalienable 

gift may create a moral duty to nurture 

and pass on places to subsequent 

generations’ [6]. This desire for 

replication of place through 

representative plants as memorial is well 

understood by gardeners – although the 

notion of morality is arguably less 

influential than that of mortality. Lois 

Daish affectionately documented a group 

of art tourists visiting Christchurch (an 

organized visit by Friends of Te Papa 

called the Christchurch Cultural 

Recovery Tour, in 2013) 

opportunistically excavating the plant 

scarlet schizostylis growing wild in a 

drain to transplant to their home gardens 

in Wellington.  

Christchurch city central briefly, 

unwittingly, became a cemetery for those 

who lost their lives and for the buildings 

that retained the capability to take life.  

The impromptu work of citizens using 

plants as memorials created a botanical 

continuity in a city in need of this. The 

intensity of many of the acts of grief 

mentioned here – such as the private 

devotion of sharing underwear, the public 

attachments to a fence, or whether 

simultaneously private and public such as 

Worsnop’s guerilla gardens or the 

temporary closure of a public space – 

capture the power of memorial and the 

need for diverse expression of 

incomprehensible loss. The plea to 

return, if possible. 

 
Notes  
[1] ‘Paradise’, according to William Dalrymple, is 

derived from ‘the ancient Persian words pairi 
(around) and daeza (a wall)…introduced into Greek 

as paradeisoi…into Latin as paradisum and into 

Middle English as paradis’ (Dalrymple, 1994, p. 
236). Persia is also noted as the origin of many of 

the exotic species of flowers used in still-life 

paintings and cemetery decoration: the traveller Sir 
John Chardin writing in the 17th Century recorded 

‘But the Flowers of Persia, by the Vivacity of their 

Colours, are generally handsomer than those of 
Europe, and those of India’ (Chardin, 2001, n.p.). 

[2] This public affect was especially important after 

2001, when President George W. Bush of America 
and Tony Blair of the U.K. manipulated the public 

grief caused by the Al-Qaeda destruction of the 

World Trade Centre in New York on September 11 
to garner support to later invade Iraq, a country that 

had nothing to do with the terrorist attack. 

[3] The fence was removed in January 2014 to 
enable landscaping of the site, making it a public 

park until its future becomes agreed and known 
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[4] The article can be found at 

http://drearymodernlifezine.tumblr.com/post/8508

5736371/a-conversation-with-plant-gangs-liv-
worsnop-by-zach 

[5] The photographs are taken by Neil MacBeth 

and can be seen at the Christchurch City Council 
website: 

https://www.facebook.com/media/set/?set=a.69484

2457222371.1073741945.189426624430626&type
=3 

[6] Bennett J, 2014, "Gifted places: the inalienable 

nature of belonging in place" Environment and 
Planning D: Society and Space 32(4) 658 – 671. 

Bennett is a lecturer in Interdisciplinary Studies at 
Manchester Metropolitan University in the UK.  
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Hokioi Hokioi Hu u! 

 

He Wakaputanga o te  

Rangatiratanga and Te 

Tiriti O Waitangi and 

that other one, The 

Treaty Of Waitangi 

 
Tao “The Beneficiary 

Artist” Wells 
(Scottish/English/American/ 

Pākehā/Manuhiri) 
 

 

I think it is significant that as an 

immigrant I have never lost that 

sensitivity to the occupying of space as a 

New Zealander. I knew Māori were not 

treated as you would expect to treat 

someone who is the landlord of the place, 

who really owns the place and was letting 

you stay there (waiting for you to 

recover, come over and introduce 

yourself), but were being bullied by a 

bunch of thick kids who thought it was 

fun to steal the rent owing and spend it on 

themselves. We wait patiently, while 

others pave over that uncomfortable 

feeling as if they could get away from it 

in a faster car.    

Since I found myself completely at 

the antithesis of this and other capitalist 

success stories, according to my own 

will’s design (which does afford me some 

beautiful luxuries), as a full-time artist 

who makes anti-commodities, and a full-

time parent whose income consists of his  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

partner’s part time job, and $95 from the 

Gov. for having a child, apparently; it is 

only at this point that several teachers 

appear in my life and I am driven into the 

arms of an understanding that was 

profoundly missing before. Being 

invisible has enabled me to see what else 

is unseen, but very much there. For 

example: 

The two treaties: Te Tiriti O 

Waitangi and the Treaty of Waitangi. 

One not a translation of the other. You 

don't sign a translation of a legal 

document. They did, Hobson did. The 

Crown's representative. The Queen’s 

voice said yes to the Māori contract of 

law.  

The Two Treaties; only one voted 

legally in, by numbers, by the 

overwhelming majority. By our 

traditional western capitalism law, 

deigned democracy, in a parliament 

where laws are made, to govern the 
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people a vote is made.   

Britain signed With THE UNITED 

FEDERATION OF TRIBES to leave 

well alone. All power to Te Ao Māori, to 

be defended by the British Legal system: 

they will be protected from the abuses 

symptomatic of all previous 

colonisations. This will not be a 

colonisation, this will be different. Some 

one at this point must have been taken 

out, was taken down. The leaders of this 

enlightened wave of thought, the 

emancipatory egalitarianship connected 

possibly to the massive Anti -Slavery 

movement at the time, disappeared. The 

Intellectual leaders of the societies of the 

rich doing the right thing and freeing the 

poor from torture, gone. 

Two treaties. Not even remotely the 

same. Nor were they treated the same at 

the time, all through history, and right 

now.     

Te Tiriti, built ON the first treaty, 

the founding Declaration of 

Independence, He Wakaputanga o te 

Rangatiratanga, ALREADY agreed to by 

the Crown and International Law. That 

New Zealand belonged to the United 

Federation of Tribes. 

Signed just three months later, Te 

Tiriti, furthered and strengthened this 

Crown commitment, spelling out in 

detail, clearly, no buts about it: 

Chieftainship, Sovereignty, Taonga, Tino 

Rangatiratanga. Despite many Māori 

writing, reading and speaking English 

extremely well, thanks to seventy years 

of highly successful international trading, 

and Christian missionaries and their 

book. It was only Te Tiriti that was 

copied, accurately eight times (all of 

which still exist at the National Library of 

New Zealand) and financed to travel 

extensively over the entire landscape of 

New Zealand. Carefully avoiding iwi 

hostile or uninterested to any agreement 

with Pākehā. Written and copied 

accurately in a new Māori written 

language, developed, to carry the 

concepts of Te Ao Māori in a form that 

utilized roman lettering, to bridge 

somewhat to Pākehā. 

These eight were signed by over 

500 chiefs and significant whānau and 

hapu, and significantly, the Crown signed 

this document.   

The other was signed by just forty 

Māori, chiefs, significant whānau or hapū 

and the crown. This English treaty in 

English, travelled separately from Te 

Tiriti O Waitangi, visiting just two 

places.  

The effort, the resources, the 

logistics of time and money invested into 

the two different treaties is staggering, 

and a clear indication of what was felt 

about the two treaties. One we believe in, 

believe is the true document and will 

receive our backing, funding, support and 

protection.  

The other, a coiled trap. The 

contemporary habit of referring only to 

the English Treaty when saying “The 

Treaty of Waitangi” even though Tiriti is 

the rat eaten image we think of. The habit 

that this English treaty is used to promote 

three ‘P’ principles “protection, 

partnership and participation” which 

malign, obscure and trivialize a true shift 

of power needed to reflect what New 

Zealand agreed to be. Words in Te Reo 

are rooted to this earth.  

The tired habit of offering a 

contradiction in translations between two 

different cultures, a language gap, used 

by generations, after generations of white 
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bureaucracy, supported by black 

exhaustion. Let us now wake from it. 

That though we share the same feelings 

for repulsion, will pretend that criminal 

intent is not able to be conceived on a 

document representing the entire 

population of an empire, let alone a 

country. That the person, making it up, 

doing the whole I represent the country 

the empire the power, and it's not 

me…but it is me... this is how I will do it. 

Is us, right now. In how we behave, how 

we continue to think I have a right to this 

land, even though it belongs to someone 

else, because my culture is dominant and 

dominant decides. Well no, dominant 

doesn’t decide, you are simply not 

listening. You are failing to please us. 

You are a crappy lover.  

Te Tiriti was a personal agreement 

between Chiefs and a Queen, Hobson 

spoke for her. It was her mana that said, 

ok this is worth signing. Then she 

betrayed us all. Fought against her own 

subjects, then abandoned them to a form 

of legal fascism to compliment the 

planned germ warfare genocide (they 

knew, they did it before, knew the 

consequences of such an action, and 

counted on it producing real estate).  

There are those who plan to end the 

Treaties’ relevance; you might as well 

start with erasing your own birthdays, 

your children’s, your families’ too. Get 

rid of all significance of the days and their 

differences. Pretend you can’t remember 

the last time you felt good, really really 

good. Forget that for ever. Not going to 

happen.  

When I hear the words Treaty of 

Waitangi, bring out your crack shots, take 

down the assumptions mounting the gate 

posts with victory flags. I will say 

TREATIES of Waitangi, Māori or 

English, and then I will say which one, 

which side, are you on? The principle of 

the Law, or the Crown thieves spin?  

How long have you been here? 

Welcome to a start that never ends. 

Who’s afraid of a little work.  

 

Hokioi Hokioi Hu u! * 
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*This is the sound recorded that the New 

Zealand Giant Eagle made in Māori aural 

history. It is what it called itself. I heard a 

story that said that this Eagle represented 

conscious thought, or intellectualism, 

that left NZ. To one day return.   
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Songs of Departure and 

Passage: A Visit to the 

Poet Panni Palásti 
 

Cliff Fell 

 
One afternoon in the dead of winter it 

occurred to me that it was many months 

since I’d last paid a visit to the poet Panni 

Palásti, an occasion that invariably offers 

an agreeable hour or two of news and 

conversation, usually about poems, and 

perhaps a little food to share and a pot of 

green tea. From my window I could see a 

brisk southerly buffeting the pines up on 

the Cairngorms, translating its ice-blue 

cries into a sky that seemed to be 

stretched tight across the horizon. Even 

though it is but a brief distance to her 

place, I knew the day would be cold, so I 

donned a cap and coat before setting out 

along Nile Street towards the School of 

Music, and turning into the street where 

the poet resides in a long two-storey 

apartment block that commands a 

northerly aspect on a spur that runs east 

from Church Hill. Set on the corner of 

one of its stuccoed walls, a discreet 

copper plaque informs those passers-by 

who care to decipher its message that the 

block occupies a section that was 

formerly the site of Nelson’s first town 

gaol and also the scene of Maungatapu 

murderers’ executions in 1866. 

I first came across Palásti at a poetry 

reading in 2003, not long after her arrival 

in Nelson, the latest port on her odyssey 

of almost half a century. I was struck, as 

were many who were there, by the 

gravitas of her voice, the East European  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

inflections of her measured delivery. The 

air around the microphone seemed alive 

with something deeply personal, deeply 

authentic. The ruts of wagon wheels cut 

through her poems and across the Magyar 

steppes. Old women in prayer shawls and 

long heavy skirts tended chickens and 

vegetable gardens in villages with rustic 

paling fences, a horseman might be 

passing by, while somewhere in the 

distance a rumble of heavy machinery 

heralded a new and terrifying age: street 

warfare, soup queues, the banners of 

eagle and crooked cross raised above 

barbed wire camps. 

Over the years, I have read Palásti’s 

poems and seen her perform them often. 

The work reveals the joys and 

tribulations of her childhood in Budapest 

and the surrounding countryside, the idyll 

of her early days broken by the 

experience of Nazi occupation and the 

Russian-led battle of liberation. A decade 

later, the same Red Army returned to her 

native city’s streets to quell the popular 

uprising of 1956, an event that sent her 

into exile from Hungary and on the 

course of the travels that finally brought 

her to Nelson.  

The first years of exile were spent in 

the USA, in New York, Cincinnati, San 

Francisco and Los Angeles, where Palásti 

worked as a teacher and also as a feature 

writer on The Ventura Star Free Press. In 
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the early 1970s, she came to New 

Zealand with a husband and son, island-

hopping across the Pacific in their sailing 

boat. After a few months in Auckland, 

they settled in Russell, where she was 

soon at the centre of the local arts scene, 

establishing the Three Ravens gallery, in 

which her husband, the artist Denis 

Brown showed his work, and helping 

found the Russell Writer’s Group and 

Russell Review.  

Her subject, through all those years, 

has focused on the Hungary she left 

behind, and the challenge faced by all 

immigrants in learning to become one 

with their adopted country, a challenge 

all the harder to bear for those who have 

been forced into departure from their 

native land. In Canto XVII of Paradiso, 

the spirit of Dante’s great-great 

grandfather, Cacciaguida degli Elisei, an 

Italian knight of the early 12th century, 

foretells the long and bitter exile Dante 

will experience. ‘You will learn the salty 

taste of other people’s bread, and how 

hard the path is up and down someone 

else’s stairs,’ he warns the poet. Palásti’s 

sense of being a stranger in strange lands, 

the loss of all that was once familiar to 

her and dear, her family, of course, as 

well as the passage of time, is often 

envisioned through the prism of the war 

years. In ‘Time and time again,’ the 

closing poem in her collection, Taxi! 

Taxi! she wrestles to reconcile the present 

with the all-pervasive past:  

 

 

Is last week closer than 1944? 

You say I must stop wallowing in memories 

and stay with the ant of the moment on my plate. 

But how? The century, a tired whore, a tease, 

 

offers the lull of a wallow in memories. 

I am looking at a pure azure summer sky. 

I am a child of a raped century, a whore. 

Jewel-like silver planes glitter high as they fly  . . . 

 

The perfect rhymes of ‘memories’ 

take an ironic swipe at the past. Nothing 

was perfect in 1944. Meanwhile, those 

glittering aeroplanes offer, of course, the 

possibility of a journey, a passage back to 

the other country, a reality for Palásti 

since the end of the cold war. But they are 

also emblematic of the planes that fought 

in the skies above Budapest, not least the 

RAF bombers that she and her family 

took shelter from, fearful that they would 

fall victim to the liberators, the Allies.  

 

 

The experience of Nazi occupation 

was fraught with daily terrors for Palásti, 

due to her family background. Her 

mother, a Roman Catholic, had married a 

journalist, a Jew. During the years of 

Nazi occupation he was sent into forced 

labour in various parts of the country, 

including the Serbian mines. He seems to 

have lived a charmed life. Remarkably, 

he managed to escape from Nazi hands 

three times, once from a Gestapo prison 

in the Buda Hills. 



16 
 

For three months, from November 

1944 through January 1945, the family 

had to hide him from the Gestapo. The 

fear of denunciation and consequences of 

arrest must have hung equally over 

Palásti, but she makes light of it in her 

war poems, or chooses to focus more on 

the experiences and lives of those around 

her. And yet the enormity of the 

experience continues to weigh on the 

child she was, holding her hostage to the 

times, and to those memories she cannot 

escape. 

Walking up Shelbourne Street, the 

façade of Palásti’s residence seemed to 

glow in the low sunlight, the long 

staggered lines of its decks and balconies 

resembling an ocean going liner, a cruise 

ship come to rest on the hillside, far 

above the port and ocean. 

 

 
 

I began to think of the remarkable 

fortitude upon which travellers into the 

unknown must draw. It drew my thoughts 

to another traveller from distant shores 

and knowing I had fifteen minutes to kill 

before I would be expected at the Palásti 

household, and wary of disturbing the 

poet at work, I took a little path on the 

corner of the street. It leads to Hallowell, 

the site of the first cemetery established 

in Nelson. 

The place is a jewel, though easy to 

miss, tucked away up a crooked flight of 

steps that open on to a steep grassy slope 

studded with trees. Known as ‘The Old 

Burying Ground’, the site was surveyed 

by the New Zealand Company who set 

aside two acres, two roods and 30 

perches, as the signboard tells visitors, 

for a cemetery and gaol. But it was 

apparently once a Māori urupa, so had 

already been a place of the dead for 

countless years. As a Pakeha cemetery it 

was in use from the early1840s through 

to 1885 and is said to contain the remains 

of more than 200 individuals, whose 

names are listed on the signboard. The 

three Maungatapu murderers are also 

named there, though they were interred 

just outside the cemetery walls, in the 

prison yard, as was customary in those 

times.  The crimes they had committed 

were deemed too heinous for them to gain 

a resting place in hallowed ground. At 

first glance, you might not know that 

Hallowell is a cemetery.  

 

 
 

Only a few headstones remain, 

some lying close to the residential 

property on the boundary, and which, it 

appeared to me as I considered its little 

garden path and bower with a view over 

the city and sea, seemed more deserted 
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and unpopulated – and eerily haunted – 

than the cemetery itself.  

To visit graveyards, to wander into 

their realm of the invisible, is to briefly 

glimpse at the existence of the fates that 

will destroy us. It’s as though the dead 

were trying to explain this to us, and 

calling us back to walk in the world they 

knew, to step into that haven where the 

coffins of the dead, their little boats, have 

been scuttled beneath the terrestrial 

surfaces on which we tread. And to learn 

this important news: that words are all 

that will really remain of us, perhaps only 

our names, or an epitaph or inscription. 

Not that it matters to the dead in any case. 

Such intimations of mortality are shed 

with the passage into death.  

 

 
 

For as long as I can remember I’ve 

been drawn to graveyards. Of course it’s 

one of the fundamental realities, along 

with taxes, as they say, that we’re all 

inevitably drawn to such places, but in 

my youth I would seek them out in order 

to wander in those lands of the dead and 

pay my respects to the old bones that 

reside there beneath the surface, those 

bones that once walked and danced, went 

about their day to day tasks, sowed seeds 

in the ground, made love, prepared food 

for themselves and others. Sometimes I 

would sit on a tombstone and wonder 

whether the bones its grave contained 

were really resting in the peace their 

headstones required or perhaps restlessly 

jerking up and down, clattering to some 

music of their own making, skulls and 

neck bones, knucklebones, leg bones, 

arms and ribs all trying to jig their way 

back into the world. Or I’d wonder if the 

corpse I was sitting beside was trying to 

talk to me, to tell me something. I don’t 

visit graveyards so often, these days. 

Perhaps I’ve grown out of it. But I do still 

like to visit Hallowell from time to time, 

to pay my respects to its inhabitants, but 

in particular to one of those names on the 

signboard, a young man, a settler who 

only managed to settle in this graveyard, 

whose brief life and early demise I 

suppose I must be the only person in the 

world to mourn. His name was Francis 

Greenhow and he drowned – as did so 

many whose deaths are described on that 

signboard – late in December of 1842, 

while crossing the Maitai River.  

On this particular winter afternoon, 

the cold light slanting down across the 

hillside, I had another reason for this brief 

visit to him at Hallowell. A discovery I’d 

recently made about Greenhow was 

nagging at me, and I wanted to mull on it 

there, to share it with the silence, and with 

him. I stood in the shadows beside the 

signboard, a slab of hardwood carved into 

a tall headstone shaped plinth and offset 

with a Celtic-styled cross that seems to 

sprout out of its pinnacle, and studied his 

name again. I knew that Greenhow had 

only arrived here in the new colony in the 

February of the year he died, just ten 

months earlier. He had been a passenger 

on the Lord Auckland, one of the vessels 

chartered by the New Zealand Company 
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to enable the settlement of Nelson. I 

know this because my own great-great 

grandfather, Alfred Fell, a figure who has 

loomed large in my life but not yet 

appeared to me as a spirit, was a fellow 

passenger on the ship. In the journal he 

kept of their four-month voyage, 

published in London many years later as 

A Colonist’s Voyage to New Zealand: 

Under Sail in the ‘Early Forties, he 

makes frequent reference to Greenhow, 

who was clearly one of the characters of 

that ship’s company.  

                                 

 
 

Alfred Fell was born in York in 

1817, the son of an impoverished market 

stallholder and one of eleven children. He 

was fostered to the family of a Dr Little 

of Howden, a surveyor, possibly an uncle 

by marriage, and it seems that over the 

years he did all he could to conceal his 

lowly origins. Certainly, by the time he 

took passage for Nelson, aged 24, he was 

describing himself as a gentleman who, 

on the night of his departure, at anchor off 

Deal in Kent, dreamed of the New 

Zealand he was going to make his home 

as being a ‘perfect fairy land.’ Whether 

the colony he came to lived up to that 

vision I do not know, but it is certain that 

he made a successful life in Nelson. 

His portrait of Francis Greenhow 

reveals a youth, perhaps still in his teens, 

an immigrant who is also travelling cabin 

class. He is depicted as noisy and foolish, 

a figure who swiftly becomes the butt of 

the cuddy, the cabin area where the cabin 

passengers took their meals together, and 

is soon the target of practical jokes. It’s 

not long before the other passengers have 

marked his gullibility by transposing his 

name from Greenhow to how-green. A 

little later in the voyage, on November 

24th, sailing close to the equator, he is 

persuaded to shave his head, on the 

assurance it will improve his hair, ‘for he 

has great vanity,’ Fell writes. Finally, and 

most cruelly, only two weeks from the 

end of the voyage, when Greenhow is 

scheduled to lead the vessel’s weekly 

debating society on the topic, ‘Was the 

death of King Charles I justifiable?’ 

someone ‘very dexterously,’ as Fell puts 

it, pickpockets the speech he has spent 

two weeks preparing and which he had 

announced and talked up with great 

fanfare. Reduced almost to tears, 

Greenhow is unable to go on, and the 

debate dissolves into mirth at his 

expense. The evening would prove to be 

the final meeting of a society that had 

covered a range of issues, from Hamlet’s 

madness to the question of whether 

colonisation would benefit the native 

population of New Zealand. Of 

Greenhow’s debasement, my great-great 
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grandfather comments: ‘This you may 

think is strange amusement for men. So 

should I if I were on shore. But here 

where you have nothing else to amuse, 

and you are tired of everything, why 

anything is a perfect godsend.’  Was it 

ever thus? Will it ever be so, that we will 

pick on the weakest in any grouping or 

society, the scapegoat upon whom we 

heap insult and transfer the manifestation 

of our insecurities? As it was, or so The 

Bible tells us, for the one who was 

accordingly sent to us by God, verily a 

‘godsend’. 

The extent to which Alfred Fell may 

have been perpetrator or witness-

observer of these actions against 

Greenhow is hard to determine. I hope it 

was the latter, but either way, standing 

before the signboard at Hallowell and 

weighing up the scant evidence left of 

Greenhow’s life, his name, cause of death 

and date of burial, the few incidents 

recorded on the voyage of the Lord 

Auckland, I felt a sadness welling up in 

me, a sympathy towards him and the 

brevity of his days.  

This sorrow was eased a little, 

though, by my discovery, which gave me 

an insight into one slightly mystifying 

Greenhow-related incident that Fell’s 

diary alludes to and now casts the young 

man in a different light. Early in the 

voyage, Fell and John W. Barnicoat had 

established a weekly newspaper, The 

Lord Auckland Journal, which ran to 

sixteen hand-written single copy editions 

‘published’ during the course of the 

voyage, each running to 4,000 or more 

words and which other passengers could 

read in the cuddy, and copy if they 

wished, which some did. Content ranged 

from daily logs to satires and ghost 

stories, romances and imaginings of life 

in New Zealand twenty years on. There 

were also reports on the proceedings of 

the ship’s weekly Debating Society, 

letters to the editor and a regular poetry 

section. Contributions from passengers 

were solicited and welcomed, but 

according to Alfred’s diary, most of the 

contributions were the work of Barnicoat 

and himself, writing under a range of 

inventive and ludicrous pen-names. 

Reading it, you can sense how consumed 

they were by the project, which was an 

unusual, if not unique production among 

settler voyages of the time, and clearly a 

tribute to the industry and single-

mindedness of the two editors.  

A copy of the journal is now held in 

the National Maritime Museum, but I was 

fortunate to receive a digital version 

some years ago, prepared by Barnicoat’s 

great-great granddaughter. It is an 

extraordinary window into the world of 

that little ship, and an insight into the 

times. You could argue that the Lord 

Auckland Journal is, in effect, Nelson’s 

first newspaper – and perhaps the first 

literary journal to be published here, if 

not in New Zealand. It has become one of 

my most treasured files. 
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While Barnicoat and Fell wrote 

most of the articles in the sixteen 

editions, at least one piece can be 

attributed to Francis Greenhow, though it 

took some detective work to arrive at that 

conclusion. On November 25th, almost 

ten weeks into their passage, Fell’s diary 

records that a mock trial was held in the 

cuddy. Greenhow was arraigned before a 

‘court’, on a charge of ‘forgery on the 

editors of the journal’. Only one day 

before, the seventh edition of the paper 

had been published. It includes a poem, 

under the nom de plume of ‘Will 

Greenhorn’, whom we can fairly safely 

assume to be Greenhow. An intriguing 

mystery accompanies the publication of 

this piece. It was prefaced with an 

editorial comment, to the effect that the 

editors are not undisposed to receiving 

anonymous contributions, but will give 

preference to work that is autographed. It 

seems that this poem had initially been 

submitted anonymously. Why were they 

so vexed by this? I suspect that the two 

editors had recognised the merits of the 

piece, particularly in comparison to their 

own more wooden and obvious poetic 

efforts. They probably wanted to know 

who among the passengers (or crew) was 

responsible for the poem, if indeed it was 

the work of someone on the ship and not 

an act of appropriation or plagiarism. I 

can see them buttonholing each of the 

cabin passengers, and perhaps even some 

in steerage, to discover whose hand it was 

in. One can only imagine their 

astonishment when they discovered that 

their how-green was the perpetrator of 

this charming piece:  

 

 

Farewell! dear Aunt, I cannot stay! 

       Our bark is waiting me,  

For I am bound far far away 

        Beyond the deep deep sea.  

My blessing on my dearest boy! 

      For thee I’ll ever weep,  

Thy dear Aunt’s peace thou dost destroy 

   By crossing o’er the deep.  

But when that you from me are gone,  

   O pray remember me! 

And all the things that I have done 

      In thy young days for thee.  

When thou wert but a baby yet,  

   And oft wert want to cry; 

Who got a rattle for the pet? –  

      I know dear boy, t’was I.  

Apace you grew like turnip tops 

   To be a chubby boy;  
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Who bought you then sweet lolly pops? –  

      O Merry dear! ‘twas I.  

And then again some years did pass 

   When you were sent to school; 

Where first at the wrong end of class 

      You oft-times played the fool.  

When thus you got into the lurch,  

   Say who did interfere 

To save your hinders from the birch? 

   It was thy kind Aunt dear.  

And who designed in minstrelsy 

   To learn to sing and chant –  

Who taught thee thy sweet melody? – 

   It was thine own dear Aunt.  

Who kept thy stockings neatly darned? 

   Thy linen whole & clean? 

With flannel shirts, so snugly warmed?  

   It was thy dear Aunt I mean.  

But last, not least, thy morals all 

   Grew by any fostering care; 

From virtues path then do not fall, 

   And ever vice beware. 

No more! No more! dear Aunt, I pray; 

   I feel I’m growing weak;  

My heart beats – how, I cannot say – 

      The tears are on my cheek! 

But I must go to another land,  

   My duty there to do: 

But when upon a foreign strand,  

      My aunt I’ll think of you.  

 

The poem may not be of the greatness of, 

let us say, William Blake in his Songs of 

Innocence and Experience phase – with 

which it bears some passing qualities and 

resemblances, of tone in particular, 

though little of Blake’s wide-ranging  

 

moral scope, but it nonetheless has much 

to commend it. There is something 

marvellously delicate and subtle in the 

handling of the emotional pallette, of the 

voices and dialogue of aunt and nephew. 

The diction is free and light, the humour 
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unpretentious. Little wonder, then, that 

the editors of The Lord Auckland Journal 

doubted their seemingly foolish 

Greenhow as the author – or so I assume 

– and decided to try the young poet for 

forgery, feeling that he might have put 

one over on them. Of course, the 

courtroom charade smacks of a boarding 

school prank – with all the jingoism and 

dubious social rituals attendant on such 

communities – but thankfully it proved 

an occasion of great mirth. In his diary, 

Fell writes: 

 

This evening we tried Greenhow for 

forgery. Mr. Patchett was counsel for the 

prosecution and the captain for the 

defense; Mr. Graham, the judge; 

ourselves and Mr. Jenkins, witnesses; the 

remainder, jurymen, police &c.; and it 

certainly was the most laughable affair I 

ever heard. After about three hours the 

prisoner was brought in not guilty. 

 

 

So, it seems that Greenhow was 

able to exonerate himself of any claims of 

plagiarism. As far as I know, there is still 

no evidence to the contrary, certainly not 

in the vaults of Messrs. Google and Co., 

so I believe it is only just that we 

celebrate young Francis Greenhow as the 

true poet of the Lord Auckland. 

Sadly, though, for one with such a 

well-tuned ear, this was probably the only 

poem he published during the voyage. 

The bulk of the poetry in the journal 

appears to be the work of Barnicoat, 

although at least one effort is to be 

attributed to my great-great grandfather. 

The final poem in the journal, doubtless 

one of Barnicoat’s, offers a portrait of the 

cabin class passengers. His verses on 

Greenhow reveal that the young man’s 

most annoying habit was his incessant 

chatter, which seems to have persisted 

even in his sleep, as the fifth of these 

eight lines reveals, suggesting to us the 

subconscious worries that touched the 

young man.  

 

    Here’s a youth that is made of a queer thing of batter 

    With moderate sense, but unmoderate chatter 

    His brain is so so, but his tongue is uncommon 

    (It belongs to a boy tho ‘twas made for a woman) 

    Whether sleeping or waking he makes the same bother 

    And he talks just as well at one time or another. 

    But he’s sound at the core, the best natured of boys he;  

    And would do if he weren’t so confoundedly noisy. 

 

The fourth line can, I suppose, be 

read as a reference to the two voices in 

Greenhow’s poem about the aunt, as 

much as a suggestion, in Barnicoat’s 

estimation, that he was wont to chatter 

like a woman. 

So, there we have it, in a few 

flickering glimpses: the life of one  

 

walked on this earth. Noisy and 

annoying, eager for attention, no doubt, a 

little troubled, perhaps, Francis 

Greenhow returns to us briefly, a man 

who was not to survive long in the new 

colony. Nor can time or words rescue him 

from the fate of his Christmastide 

drowning in the Maitai. He died, I think 
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it is safe to assume, unmarried and 

without heir or much else to his name, as 

he will vanish again from these pages, 

with barely a trace. Nor do we even know 

whether the aunt, assuming the character 

in the poem to be based on a real figure, 

ever learnt of his death. If the voyage of 

the Lord Auckland provided its future 

settlers with an opportunity to playact at 

the practice of Justice, it wasn’t long 

before the young colony was engaged in 

the real-life exercise of law. 

 

 
 

The inhabitants of Nelson’s gaol, 

those few ‘perches’ set aside by the New 

Zealand Company, were generally minor 

nuisances to the town: drunks and 

mariners, deserters and petty thieves 

were among those who found themselves 

before the Magistrate’s bench. But in the 

1860s, with the gold rush in full swing, 

crime was on the rise. The details of the 

Maungatapu murders are widely known. 

The trial ran for a week and was followed 

closely throughout New Zealand. John 

W. Barnicoat, the former Lord Auckland 

Journal editor, no longer playacting, was 

among the twelve men selected to serve 

on the Special Jury that arraigned the 

accused men, though he did not serve on 

the Common Jury that found them guilty. 

Less well-known I suspect, is the 

report of the gruesome executions of the 

three convicted murderers that appeared 

in the Nelson Examiner on October 6th, 

1866. A friend drew my attention to its 

online existence in Papers Past only a 

few months ago. At more than 6000 

words it makes for grim reading, 

detailing not only the last speeches, the 

struggles of Thomas Kelly to avoid his 

fate, the awful twang of the ropes, the 

appalling aftermath as the hangman had 

to swing on Kelly’s body to hasten his 

end. Richard Burgess, the psychopathic 

ringleader, appears to have gone to his 

death in an act of bravado, kissing the 

noose that will, he announces, deliver his 

repentant soul to God. Before mounting 

the scaffold, Thomas Kelly, breaking 

down, was not allowed to complete the 

speech he had prepared, but the report 

prints it in full, revealing his intention to 

conclude with the words of a hymn 

popular in the 1850s, written by the 

English Congregational minister and 

social reformer Andrew Reed (1787-

1862): 

 

There is an hour when I must part  

With all I hold most dear;  

And life with its best hopes will then  

As nothingness appear.  

 

There is an hour when I must die,  

Low on affliction's bed  

And anguish, tears, and bitter pain,  

Become my daily bread.  

 

There is an hour when I must sink,  

Beneath the stroke of death;  

And yield to him who gave it first —  

My struggling vital breath.  
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There is an hour when I must stand,  

Before the Judgment Seat;  

And all my sins, and all my foes,  

In awful vision meet.  

 

There is an hour when I must look  

On one eternity;  

And nameless woe, or blissful life,  

My endless portion be.  

 

Oh ! Saviour, then in all my need,  

Be near, be near to me;  

And let my soul in steadfast faith,  

Find life and Heaven in thee.  

 

Philip Levy went to the gallows 

accompanied by a Rabbi. His last words 

on earth, with the noose around his neck, 

were to proclaim, ‘I am innocent.’ This 

after a coherent and articulate speech, 

reported in full, which was delivered in a 

calm voice, and without notes. He used it 

to denounce the trial and jury and, above 

all, their accomplice Joseph Sullivan, the 

witness – or ‘approver’ to employ Levy’s 

now obsolete usage of the word – who 

had turned Queen’s evidence for the price 

of a pardon and 200 pounds. 

The sun had already set as I came 

down from Hallowell, thinking of the 

crowd that gathered on the hill outside the 

gaol that dawn, atavistic in their desire to 

witness this terrible retribution, and yet 

restrained . You can hear the baying of 

the people, understandably angered, in 

the court reports, as the judge threatens to 

clear the court time and again, or sense 

the undercurrents of anti-Semitism that 

flowed beneath the colonial veneer 

coming to the surface in the wild rumours 

about Levy that were published during 

the trial. But now the crowd was silent, a 

mark of respect as the men met their 

doom.  

I walked across the tiles of Palásti’s 

patio, where her lemon trees were in fruit, 

and she at her door, greeting me warmly 

and taking my coat. There was food laid 

on the table, some bread and cheese, 

pickles and winter radishes that smelled 

pungently of fresh earth. The tea in the 

pot was Russian Caravan. We talked 

about the book she has recently 

completed, a memoir of her childhood in 

Budapest, and then of the war in the 

Ukraine and the growth of neo-Fascism 

in Eastern Europe. Later, at my request, 

she led me out through her garage, where 

the sign of the Three Ravens gallery 

presides, to the driveway at the back, and 

pointed out the spot where the gallows 

once stood in the prison yard. 

She told me that one of the builders 

claimed to have seen a ghost walking 

there at dusk, but assured me that she had 

seen no sign of it yet.  

Then she spoke of how for so long 

she had thought that the word ‘gaol’ was 

pronounced with a hard G, almost like 

ghoul, and found that people were 

constantly correcting her. We discussed 

the etymology of the word, and she told 

me that ‘gaol’ and ‘jail’ both derive from 

caveola a diminutive of the Latin cavea 

meaning cave, or coop. They came into 

modern English via the medieval Latin, 

gabiola and the middle English, gayole, 

both still spoken with a hard G. It was the 

Parisian middle French that softened the 

G and spelling to jaiole. You can imagine 

how delighted I was, she continued, to 

learn that it was Paris that had 

confounded me, and that my original 

Hungarian pronunciation had been right 

all along, or certainly in the first place. 
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The Fourth-Wave and 

the Illusion of Equality 

Miriam Hansen  

 
There is no doubt that feminism’s activist 

past has made huge gains for women.  

The First-Wave of feminism, which 

campaigned for votes for women, was 

followed by the liberation movement – 

the Second-Wave that blazed in the 70’s 

and 80’s – which in turn was followed by 

the Third-Wave, born of a rejection of 

binary gender stereotypes. We have now 

arrived at a time where many believe that 

feminism has achieved its aims. And, in 

many cases, there is a strong sentiment 

that the movement has gone a step too far. 

The backlash to the feminists of the 70’s 

and 80’s still reverberates, and feminism 

is now often dismissed as irrelevant and 

historical. It would seem that for many 

‘…feminism has had its day’ [1]. Is there 

any truth to this? 

 

 
Figure 1. Valeria Lukyanova, Ukrainian 

model, better known as the ‘human Barbie.’  

 

Women in the Western world are 

now more visible and equal than ever. 

They have more disposable income; 

spending ever-increasing amounts in the 

fashion and beauty industries, where 

plastic surgery and Brazilian waxes have 

become commonplace and where it is the 

norm to denounce feminism. 

At the same time, the sexual double 

standard has been erased so women are 

now openly as sexually active as their 

male counterparts, mostly without social 

prejudice. This new arena of sexual 

equality coincides with the ever-

increasing pornification of visual culture 

where the representation of women in the 

mainstream media is increasingly 

sexualized.  

Beyoncé’s performance last month 

at the VMA’s is a good example; she 

performed a racy dance routine in front of 

a feminist quotation illuminated in huge 

letters. In response to this performance 

Mollie Hemingway said she sees 

‘feminism right now [as an] incoherent 

mess of double standards,’ which may 

reflect how contradictory and confusing 

many find feminism in 2014.  

 

 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XsixEG06Jmk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XsixEG06Jmk
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Figures 2 & 3. Beyoncé performing at the 

Video Music Awards in August this year 

 

So what does feminism really look 

like now? Well, the way I see it the 

Fourth-Wave or intersectional feminism 

as it may be referred to, is subjective, 

responding to a range of issues that 

concern women in varying global 

contexts. According to Kira Cochrane in 

the Guardian, the Fourth-Wave of 

feminism is occupied by a heroic front-

line, often characterized by pragmatism 

and humor. One such example is Finn 

Mackay, who started a feminist group in 

2004 protesting against the pornification 

of mainstream imagery such as Playboy-

branded pencil cases marketed to school 

children and sold in large chain stores in 

the UK.  

As part of this Fourth-Wave we are 

now seeing gender issues being covered 

in mainstream news media thanks to the 

likes of Russian feminist punk group 

Pussy Riot protesting about the policies 

of Vladimir Putin and FEMEN, a 

feminist activist group initially founded 

in the Ukraine. 

 

 
Figure 4. FEMEN protesting in Paris in 2012 

 

FEMEN, who are now based in 

Paris, refer to their activism as 

sextremism. Their manifesto focuses on 

issues concerning the sexual exploitation 

and institutional discrimination of 

women. 

The Muffia is another group that 

expresses political ideas through 

interventions and live performances. This 

includes protesting against the increasing 

prevalence of designer vagina surgery, 

seen by The Muffia and Feminista as an 

extension of porn culture driving 

feminine body consciousness. These 

groups organized a protest in London in 

2011, The Muff March, protesting against 

the ‘pornification of our private parts’ 

[2].  

Using the Internet to create a 

collective voice, projects like Everyday 

Sexism also expose inequality and 

provide an online forum for everyday 

experiences of sexism. Embodying the 

maxim the personal is the political, 

projects such as Feminista, Vagenda and 

the Counting Dead Women, also 

encourage women to record and identify 

how inequality affects them, providing 

evidence that these problems aren't 

individual but collective [3].  

Do I enjoy equality (whatever that 

really means)? I think so. However, a 

quick scratch of the surface reveals some 

very concerning details about women 

http://www.telegraph.co.uk/women/womens-life/10572435/Intersectional-feminism.-What-the-hell-is-it-And-why-you-should-care.html
http://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/2005/aug/22/shopping.gender
http://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/2005/aug/22/shopping.gender
http://rt.com/tags/pussy-riot/
http://femen.org/news
http://themuffiablog.wordpress.com/
http://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/the-womens-blog-with-jane-martinson/2011/dec/08/muff-march-designer-vagina-surgery
http://ukfeminista.org.uk/
http://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/the-womens-blog-with-jane-martinson/2011/dec/08/muff-march-designer-vagina-surgery
http://everydaysexism.com/
http://everydaysexism.com/
http://womenshistory.about.com/od/feminism/a/consciousness_raising.htm
http://vagendamag.blogspot.co.uk/?m=1
http://kareningalasmith.com/counting-dead-women/
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globally. UN statistics indicate that ‘one 

in three women will be raped or beaten in 

her lifetime…[and] of parliamentary 

seats across the globe only 15% are held 

by women’ [4]. Given these statistics and 

my concerns about the ongoing 

intensification of the objectification of 

women in contemporary visual culture, I 

have come to see feminism from two 

quite distinct fields.  

Firstly I think it imperative to 

acknowledge the subjugation of women 

in societies that openly discriminate 

against women and the war-torn parts of 

the globe; nothing can compare to the 

horrors and discrimination they endure. 

Furthermore, from where I stand those of 

us in the Western world are the lucky 

ones; we enjoy relative equality, but by 

my way of thinking we are still not there 

yet. As social scientist Angela McRobbie 

argues, in the Western world ‘the fashion 

and beauty complex, together with 

consumer culture … function as a kind of 

displaced substitute for old fashioned 

patriarchy’ [5]. Rita Felski also proposes 

that the modern characteristics of 

femininity are modeled on the 

‘preoccupations of male fantasy,’ [6] 

where consumerism predetermines a 

given framework of ‘culturally 

intelligible’ gender symbols [7]. 

 

 
Figure 5. Kate O'Brien and Sinead King, 

members of the Muffia, in London in 2009 

For me the existence of the Fourth-

Wave feminist movement is very 

reassuring, because I believe there is just 

too much at stake to deny that gender 

inequality is not a problem [8]. I take the 

existence of this new front line of media 

savvy women as evidential of progress 

towards the recognition of gender 

inequality. We are not there yet, but it 

seems to me we are on our way, where 

the backlash to the backlash has created a 

new wave. 
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http://rebloggy.com 

Figure 4. FEMEN protesting in Paris in 2012 

http://wewastetime.com/2013/05/23/may-fascism-

rust-in-hell/ 

Figure 5. Kate O'Brien and Sinead King, members of 

the Muffia, in London in 2009. Photo: Anna Gordon 

http://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/the-

womens-blog-with-jane-martinson/2011/dec/08/muff-

march-designer-vagina-surgery 
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Fog, Blenheim, Fog 

Danny Knox 

 
I found it hard to write anything 

interesting about Blenheim. I don't want 

to imply that Blenheim is not interesting, 

or that its residents are statistically any 

more boring than those of other towns, 

rather, my difficulty in writing this essay 

came from a lack of any clarity or 

direction. I found it hard to form any 

impressions of this place. My senses were 

dull. 

Some kind of wall planner may 

have helped me write this thing. 

Increasingly, I get confused and lose 

track of time. I think I have temporal 

dyslexia; time seems like an acutely 

abstract language, one in which I am not 

fluent. Dates bleed together, 

appointments catch me unaware, and 

deadlines are utterly meaningless, unless 

they are tomorrow, the 33th of Juneuary.  

Wikipedia attributes this poor 

planning to a potentially injured frontal 

lobe. It also suggests that such injury may 

lead to "Inappropriate humour and telling 

of pointless and boring stories". What I 

am writing may be pointless and/or 

boring, but I don't remember any major 

head traumas, so in order to explain my 

inability to organise any coherent 

impressions of this town, I need to look 

instead to environmental causes. And 

what could be more environmental than 

my environment? Could the town itself 

be affecting me? Could Blenheim 

somehow possess a kind of self-

protective, invisible fog that serves to  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
obfuscate any attempts at observation or 

analysis? Sure, why not?  

I understand that this is a strange 

hypothesis, but the wasted weeks, 

straining to remember enough about this 

town to write a short essay can only be 

explained by mystery fog. It wasn't that 

my memory had been declining or that I 

didn’t know any interesting people (I 

think I have a great memory, and I know 

a guy who plays the ukulele). Instead, it 

was a fog that had blurred all my 

memories of this town into one big slow 

exposure photograph, one where all the 

individual moments bleed into a light-

grey river, and only the things that don't 

move remain clear, like the concrete post 

office or that big tree on Maxwell Road. 

My fog conjecture explained why, in 

Blenheim, small and rapidly moving 

things like people and ideas become hard 

to remember, indistinct, and less 

important than still objects like a sturdy 

wall or a paddock.  

The fog seemed to be born from 

repetition and familiarity. If I were to be 

dropped into the middle of a foreign 

town, I'm sure my senses would be on 

edge, twitching with evolutionary 

impulses designed to maximise my 

survival in a strange, possibly threatening 

place. In this situation, I suppose I would 

be able to describe my surroundings 

acutely. But in the safety and familiar 

monotony of Blenheim, my senses slow 

and impressions became muddy.  
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Am I advocating that we should be 

violently shaken from our provincial 

stupor, and become as worldly and street-

wise as our big city cousins? Should the 

streets of Blenheim become more 

threatening? Should the council plant 

landmines in public parks under the cover 

of darkness? Should the elderly be armed 

with rocks t o break windows during their 

evening strolls? Of course not, that would 

be insane. But it would probably increase 

our appreciation for not being stabbed or 

exploded every time we made it home, 

safe from a trip to the park. However, I 

think why people live in Blenheim is that 

our chances of being involved in a knife 

fight are predictably low. It is why we 

leave the big, smelly, angry cities, and 

drift towards places like this. If we didn't 

have the soft bosom of our quiet 

provincial towns to retreat to when we 

lost our jobs at the big advertising firm, 

or became hopelessly addicted to meth, 

or accidentally burned down our 

apartment, where would we go? To the 

sea? To the skies, in hot air balloons? 

Highly impractical. We need places like 

Blenheim sometimes, and some people 

need to rest or hide in the small town fog. 

So where does this leave me trying 

to write about Blenheim? If my memories 

can't be relied on, and I'm unable to form 

tangible impressions of Blenheim 

myself, maybe I should interview other, 

less compromised, members of the town. 

But there is no one less compromised. 

Even ordinarily reliable friends seem to 

be increasingly distracted by inanimate 

and durable things: "look at my new 

fence" they say or "I need to water that 

tree". But when they are pressed to 

describe the last time that they thought 

about living in Blenheim they get evasive 

and mildly annoyed. So I end up 

changing topics to their lawn. "It's so 

weed free. Your lawn looks extremely 

healthy".  

It's embarrassing to admit that I 

don't have any insight about my home 

town but I think that is where I will have 

to leave this. Tomorrow I might wake up 

with a sudden clarity, but more likely I 

think, my vision will continue to dull and 

I will know even less about Blenheim 

than the day before. The big, still objects 

will gradually become the only things 

that I can be sure of, as I bumble around 

in the fog: Countdown, The Post Office, 

The Warehouse, That tree, Tony’s house, 

Home, Countdown again (I forgot 

something), Home, Sleep, Fog dreams. 

So, the next time you drive through 

Blenheim, remember to turn your 

headlights on and slow down. Keep a 

lookout for dazed fog-walkers, and if you 

do need to stop and exit your car for any 

reason, consider a strong rope to tether 

between yourself and the car, to avoid 

getting lost. But above all, don't stay for 

too long; the fog is seductively warm and 

comforting, and it may convince you to 

stay.



 
 

 


