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Quotations of the Month 
 
One of the reasons I like poetry 
is because I think poetry is 
alchemy. 

— Jill Chan 
 
Imagine feeling like your 
poetry is a necessity for others, 
not just yourself. 

— Jessica Piazza 

Feature Article 
 
Poetry in Progress 

by Jenny Argante 
	
Working alone to improve your poems can be difficult. You probably need 
silence and isolation to work out that ‘first fine careless rapture’, as Robert 
Browning put it. There is also the necessity of walking away from words on 
the page or screen, even if just for a few days, so you can come back to it, 
and begin to reconsider, refine and rewrite. 

But then comes that time of doubt. Does the poem say what you want it 
to say, and how you want to say it? How will the reader approach it? Will 
the listener in the audience understand what you’re trying to convey? 
 
Group Feedback 

When you begin to want a second opinion, many aspiring poets have 
found the help they need from regular meetings to discuss poetry in 
progress. If you like this idea, and there’s no such group that you can join, 
you may decide it’s time there should be one. Here are a few tips to help 
you get started.  

1. Determine the potential for a writer’s group. The local paper may 
publish a brief item for you, asking for Expressions of Interest. If you don’t 
want the world in general to know your personal email, it’s easy enough to 
create a special Gmail contact for people to respond to, or else you might 
prefer to invite interested writers to send you a text, for example. 

2. Catch the attention of passersby with a simple and well-designed 
poster. Put up a few, A4-sized, in local branch libraries, community 
centres, bookstores, cafés, and places you think might make a possible 
venue for a National Poetry Day reading, especially once everyone in your 
group starts producing something worth sharing.  

3. Decide in advance what minimum numbers should be, especially if 
you’re paying room hire and will want to share the cost. I find as few as 
half a dozen people can make for productive group sessions. You might 
also wish to decide on a maximum, because the fewer members, the more 
intense and helpful the feedback. 

4. Secure a free room in a library or an arts centre for your weekly, 
fortnightly or monthly meeting. Some successful groups meet regularly in a 
café or pub. Others get together in each other’s homes. Decide how you’ll 
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keep members informed of where the next meeting 
will be, in that instance. (This might be a good 
argument for a fixed venue.) There’s also the hosting 
factor to bear in mind, where often too much effort 
gets expended on the refreshments, rather than on 
creating poems that are, according to Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge, truly ‘best words in best order’. 

Be warned. When deciding when to meet, you 
may never find a day and hour to suit everyone! 

5. Do address the question of what you’ll be 
doing at these meetings. Ideally, the emphasis should 
be on a fair and equal sharing of poems brought 
along for feedback. It’s essential for anyone who 
attends to feel that they are in a safe and encouraging 
environment. 

There is no need for anything overelaborate. 
Work-in-progress meetings generally concentrate on 
reading and listening to each other’s poems, and 
offering a helpful critique on what works and what 
doesn’t. Many writing groups use the CRC 
technique. First, you find something to commend: 
‘You’ve certainly chosen an interesting topic there, 
Derek!’ Then something to recommend: ‘I think you 
could tighten the rhythm in that final stanza, Janie. 
What do you think?’ Then something else to 
commend: ‘You captured that image of the 
kingfisher so well.’ 

There is also no need for prolonged literary 
analysis, as learnt in school or when you went to uni. 
Simply respond as a reader or listener. A comment or 
two from four or five members in the group will be 
plenty for the poet to ponder over. 

6. It will help you to practise reading your own 
poem a few times at home before presenting it to the 
group. A good rule is to make print copies available, 
too, which makes a useful critique that much easier.  

7. What will be your content? Does work-in-
progress mean a free-for-all, or will you work to 
themes and topics? Perhaps you’ll try many different 
forms of poetry. There’s the sonnet, the pantoum, the 
villanelle, the brevity of haiku, for starters. Writing to 
a preset form is always an exciting challenge, and 
there’s a mass of information concerning poetic 
forms on the Internet. 

8. It’s good for group morale and individual 
growth if each person works on choosing a challenge, 
topic or form. You don’t have to be an expert. If 
you’re interested in becoming a poet, you’ll enjoy 
trying something new. Perhaps ‘developing our 
poetic skills’ could be the group’s focus.  

 
The Poem Itself 

Now you’ll concentrate on various elements 
within a poem. You could have some lively debates 
on rhyming versus free verse, on how simile and 

metaphor coincide and where they differ. You might 
want to practise alliteration or the rhythmic beat. 

You can opt for simple writing exercises — and 
you could even ask everyone to take a turn at setting 
one! Some ideas to get you started: Write a modern 
sonnet about a native bird. Bring along a bundle of 
picture postcards for inspiration. Put on some music, 
whether classical or jungle drums, and let the words 
flow. 

Never let one person do all the work. Share the 
load. Sometimes the quiet person in the corner will 
surprise you with an offbeat suggestion! 

Start meetings with a reading of a favourite poem. 
One person, timetabled; one poem. Best to keep them 
contemporary for the main part, with the occasional 
lapse into what’s outmoded or outworn that can still 
make you stir and tingle.  

Occasionally invite along a guest speaker, or 
borrow an audio recording or DVD from the library. 
The spoken word is so effective, especially when 
poets read or recite their own work; and films about 
poets can be inspirational or salutary.  

Follow-up on the spot, or at the next meeting. 
Take it in turns to lead the discussion so one person 
can’t dominate. This is a co-operative effort, 
remember. 

Get members to put some money in the pot, 
especially if coffee and biscuits are to be supplied. 
You might even want to organise a regular in-house 
competition with a low-cost prize, perhaps a snazzy 
notebook for those random jottings, a bag of 
chocolate fish, or bottle of wine, if you’re feeling 
flush. It gives people something to look forward to. 

Try and keep meetings friendly and relaxed and, 
when commenting on someone else’s poem, 
remember what Oscar Wilde said: ‘Bad poetry comes 
from exactly the same place as good.’ 

 
Discover the Next Step 

What to do with the poems? Regular, poetry-
focused live events with open mike can be fun. If 
nobody’s doing it yet, why not expand to a public 
arena? Or the group could produce a yearly chapbook 
of ‘Our Best Poems’. 

This won’t cost much and could be a pleasant 
reminder of times together that fully engaged your 
interest. Times that helped you read, understand and 
write poetry so much better, that, now and then, 
produced work that wouldn’t shame a poet laureate. 

As confidence builds, you will dare to be 
different, accept the many challenges writing poetry 
can offer, and perhaps discover, as so many of us 
have, that if you can write a damn good poem, you 
can write anything. 
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From the Editor  
Ivy Alvarez 

‘Poetry sales are booming,’ declares the April 2018 
headline in The Bookseller — which is as heartening 
a headline as I’ve ever seen. Andre Breedt, managing 
director of Nielsen BookScan continues with the 
good news: ‘Significantly, poetry, along with books 
on politics, law, governance and current affairs, is 
among the few non-fiction sectors to have benefitted 
directly from the current climate of uncertainty.’ 
Poets, prepare! We may be on the verge of a 
revolution. 

Other changes afoot within NZPS include a 
revised membership form to include student 
memberships. Is your membership current? NZPS 
members receive a fine line months earlier than 
anyone else, with every edition more packed than the 
last. Join or renew, and don’t miss out. 

NZPS is very active on Facebook. Find us on 
@NewZealandPoetrySociety, along with over 1,300 
followers. NZPS Committee members share more 
opportunities there, many with time-sensitive 
deadlines, than would ever fit in the magazine. At a 
recent Committee meeting, we decided we will phase 
out Opportunities and Events, so as not to duplicate 
our efforts. For up-to-date NZ Regular Events, visit 
poetrysociety.org.nz/events/regular-nz-poetry-events 

Join our monthly Committee meetings and help 
steer the Society. Benefits include a complimentary 
digital subscription to a fine line, a copy of the NZPS 
anthology, reimbursed travel to the AGM, and a peek 
behind-the-scenes into this vital institution, nearing 
its 50th anniversary! Wouldn’t you want in on that 
celebration? Represent your city today. Email 
info@poetrysociety.org.nz 

Speaking of the AGM, mark your calendars for 
Fri, 13 July 2018, from 6 pm, located at the Meeting 
Room (downstairs) of Thistle Hall, 293 Cuba St, 
Wellington. Our Guest Poet is Johanna Aitchison (a 
former NZPS President). See you there! 

Poetry competition season! Do check a fine line’s 
archives for the May 2017 edition, with its evergreen 
advice on winning poetry prizes. Helpful if you’re 
entering the NZ Poetry Society’s International Poetry 
Competition (deadline 31 May 2018). Visit 
poetrysociety.org.nz/nzps-international-poetry-
competition  

Selections for the 2017 Best New Zealand Poems 
have just been announced. Do you have a favourite? 
Also, if you’re organising an event for the National 
Poetry Day celebrations later in the year, do visit 
nzbookawards.nz/national-poetry-day 

Our theme for a fine line’s Winter edition is 
Lost & Found. I would love to receive poetry-

related articles, letters, reviews, regional reports, as 
well as good news from members, and up to four 
poems (40 lines max) by 20 July to 
editor@poetrysociety.org.nz 

Congratulations to Carly Waddleton, winner of 
our quarterly Instagram competition! Organised by 
E Wen Wong, please follow along @nzpoetrysociety 

On behalf of the NZPS, I would like to extend our 
sincere thanks and good luck wishes to a fine line’s 
first intern Jessie Puru and, for her wide-ranging 
contributions towards the Society’s success, our 
deepest gratitude to Laurice Gilbert. 

For this May edition, Jenny Argante explores how 
you can improve your poems through group 
feedback, while Naomi Beth Wakan considers the 
relationship between haiku and the concept of wabi-
sabi. Plus, get the scoop in Laurice Gilbert’s report 
on the Lauris Edmond Awards.  

I am delighted to present Jeffrey Paparoa Holman 
as our May Featured Poet, with poems of desolation 
and hope from his collection Blood Ties: New and 
Selected Poems: 1963-2016. The theme of Family 
struck a chord with plenty of NZPS Members — 
their poems resound with many a complex note. 
Thanks, and happy reading! 

About Our Contributors 
 
Helen Anderson is from Auckland and writes 

reviews, short stories, poetry and academic papers. 
She was recently very honoured to be a finalist in the 
‘Lest We Forget’ ANZAC poetry competition. 

Jenny Argante edits Freelance magazine–writers 
helping writers, has lived in Tauranga nearly 20 
years, & loves family, writers, writing, poetry & cats. 

Wanda Barker, Raglan. First book, All Her Dark 
Pretty Thoughts (2017). Meniscus online lit mag. 
(Vol.5, 2017). Poem, “My mother is a lost envelope”. 
Poems and stories in anthologies and mags through 
the nineties. Creative Writing Vic. pre-IIML. 

Stella Carruthers is a writer, textile artist and 
lifelong Wellingtonian. She is currently studying 
library and information studies and has a B.A. in Art 
History from Victoria University of Wellington. 

Jane Gardner is a Wellington writer/editor, who 
has been living in the UK. She gained her M.A. Crew 
from the IIML in 2007. She’s thinking about new 
work. 

Jeffrey Paparoa Holman was born in London in 
1947. His most recent works are The Lost Pilot: a 
memoir (Penguin, 2013), and Blood Ties: New and 
Selected Poems 1963-2016 (Canterbury University 
Press, 2017). Dylan Junkie is a collection of His 
Bobness fanboy poems (Mākaro Press, 2017). 
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Susan Howard is a poet and playwright, who 
lives on a lifestyle block north of Auckland. She 
belongs to a local theatre group, and her poetry has 
been published in NZ and overseas. 

Gail Ingram’s poetry appears in numerous 
publications, including Poetry New Zealand, takahē, 
Atlanta Review, and Cordite Poetry Review. In 2016, 
she won the NZPS International Poetry Competition. 
She holds a Masters of Creative Writing (Massey 
University). Find her at theseventhletter.nz 

Alexandra Fraser is a member of the recently-
formed Central Auckland Poets group – all graduates 
of AUT’s Masters of Creative Writing. She has been 
published in various NZ and overseas magazines and 
anthologies. 

Laurice Gilbert has had poems published in NZ, 
Australia, Canada, USA, UK, Israel and Spain. Her 
literary goal is to add more countries to the list. 

Samuel Harris lives in sunny Tauranga. He is a 
father of three kids and a husband of one wife. He is 
trying to carve out more space in his days for reading 
and writing. 

Vaughan Rapatahana continues to write and be 
published widely across several genres and to live 
across three countries. He has a Ph.D in existential 
philosophy from University of Auckland. ternion 
(erbacce-press) is his latest poetry collection. 

Naomi Beth Wakan, a poet and personal 
essayist, has written over 50 books. She is the 
Inaugural Poet Laureate for Nanaimo, BC, and the 
Inaugural Honorary Ambassador for the BC 
Federation of Writers. 

Carly Waddleton is a Christchurch working 
mum of two young boys, who has been passionate 
about poetry from a young age. Follow her work on 
Instagram @coconutdeer (Carly Waddleton). 

Sharon Walsh-Grieve is an avid reader of poetry 
and fiction. She enjoys attending writing workshops 
and writing about things she notices in general life 
and the world around her. 

Feature Article 
 
Haiku and wabi-sabi 

by Naomi Beth Wakan 
While modern Japan can be as vulgar as modern 
North America, and even traditional Japan had its 
areas of grossness, two complex terms personify the 
best in Japanese aesthetics and Japanese poetry for 
me. They are the terms wabi and sabi. Their 
meanings have been modified with their history, but 
we could roughly say that wabi is concerned with the 
simple, with things of quiet refinement — the 

internal life. Sabi tends to be more concerned with 
outward aesthetic values such as elegant simplicity, 
the irregularity of handcrafted things, the 
unpretentious, and the ambiguous. Both are 
concerned with imperfection, impermanence and 
incompleteness.  

When one is living life simply and directly, the 
ordinary becomes extraordinary, just as the ordinary 
that is described in haiku becomes the wonder and 

amazement at life as it is, without asking ‘Why?’ all 
the while. Haiku was never the poetry of the courts, 
but that of the common man (and woman). Haiku 
doesn’t use obscure, multi-syllable, or academic 
words. We should take off all those distracting rings 
when we are pointing to the moon for people to look 
at. Just as haiku contain no inessential words, so is 
my life beginning to be stripped of the superfluous, 
the unnecessary, the inessential; it is becoming a 
wabi-sabi kind of life. 

Somehow the marks of time of sabi things show 
how ephemeral everything is; how wear and tear has 
its own beauty. As it is with objects around us, so it is 
as we, ourselves, age. It is hoped our authentic self 
emerges as life shaves away our façade. 

As I settled into myself and accepted myself, 
flaws and all, I started to accept the signs of wear and 
tear around me and not get anxious that everything 
didn’t look sparkling and new — old wooden 
cooking spoons that have helped make so many 
meals; furniture scratched and with its varnish worn 
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down from years of use — all this became sabi to me. 
The paradox that haiku introduce (seeing directly 

but merely hinting at the seeing; finished but in some 
ways not finished; clear, yet ambiguous; nothing for 
sure) gives them a certain melancholy, which is 
perhaps the essence of wabi-sabi. 

Even though I have a long and close marriage, the 
loneliness that happens sharply from time to time 
within any relationship accentuates the wabi-ness of 
life. The moments when I am awed by the immensity 
of the universe give me a humbleness; the same 
humility that penetrates so many haiku. 

Footprints, shadows, things seen through the mist 
are all common elements in haiku-writing and all 
introduce that wabi-sabi element that gives simplicity 
great value. 

As I began to see the everyday in a new light (the 
beauty of garbage cans covered in snow), I also 
began to see that dark and light were inevitably to be 
found together and that my despair should always be 
tinged with hope. Edward Weiss translates wabi-sabi 
as ‘sweet sadness’ and I have come to view all my 
current writing as ‘bitter-sweet’, the wit tinged with 
tears, the mournful elevated by the absurdity of it all. 

 
from wash basin 
to wash basin, all is 
nonsense 

Issa 
 

Small things are the examples of wabi-sabi and 
have come to be the essence of my life — feeling 
thankfulness for hot water every day, for clean 
clothes to put on, for my husband’s constant 
companionship. Fame and fortune cannot compare 
with these small moments of joy, moments that I 
have learned to appreciate more and more as my 
haiku writing progresses. 

Natural, uncontrived… that’s the essence of wabi-
sabi, and of haiku; and that is how my life should 
flow; no inner dialogues about how I will say this, or 
shouldn’t have said that. Patience and awareness, the 
essence of haiku, are also implied in the qualities of 
wabi-sabi. It is the process that is to be appreciated, 
the patina that comes with aging. 

And, as I observe my own body scars, my liver 
spots, my aching joints and weakening muscles, it 
seems as if my body has become a thing of sabi and 
my spirit a thing of wabi. My outwardly modest style 
of living gives me riches enough. 
 

Featured Poet 
Jeffrey Paparoa Holman 
Blood Ties: New and Selected Poems 1963–2016 
	

Plunging 
Dropping down Otira Gorge, rain is my 

pōwhiri: at one-in-sixteen grade, this 

 

viaduct’s a plunge of faith. In my mind’s 

eye, I can see a sagacious monk: he 

 

stands by the rail in his cape of mist, a 

miniature mountain to welcome me on. 

 

The rain drums fingers on my flying car 

and in my heart, I’m nearly there: Aickens. 

 

She died on the roadside in seventy-eight. 

I used to know the exact spot, but now 

 

it’s like they say: time’s ointment heals, but it’s 

thick and blurs the screen. In this grey-merging 

 

green, season-to-season washed by the rain, 

I always miss the one I never was. 

 

Resurrect me in the rain 
I want my bones to lie 

where Mawhera and the sea 

meet under the pounamu eye 

of the tuatara, Poutini – 

resurrect me in the rain. 

 

If through death I have to rot 

until a bare white coat 

is all I am, and my throat 

that sang is a bone flute – 

resurrect me in the rain. 

 

Knit me back together 

when time stops to roar 

for eternity and everywhere 

is water and all is an ear – 

resurrect me in the rain.
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Button on my invisible clothes 

and let me pass through showers 

that stipple, skies of overflow 

lift me clear to the source – 

resurrect me in the West Coast rain 

 

and let me be what I was, what 

I am, the eye of an anticyclone. 

 

The writing teacher 
 

one. 

 

make an appointment with your preposterous 

subconscious 

and leave it at that 

 

two. 

 

now that you have that particular piece 

of useless advice 

mastered    give it to the dog 

 

three. 

 

I am here because I lost my copy of Ulysses 

on a wooden bridge and obsession  

is driving me back to find it 

 

four. 

 

asked if I really knew anything useful about life 

I referred them back to whatever lay 

under the stones of childhood 

 

five. 

 

if it was a question of realism or magic 

I would always advise you 

to vote for wherever the angels 

are landing and try to describe 

the leftover feathers 

 

six. 

 

it was a kind of relief I have to say 

when I fell off the end 

of this page 

 

After the tremor 
after the tremor the neighbour 

after the terror the stranger 

after the stranger the doctor 

after the doctor the soldier 

after the soldier the looter 

after the looter the vulture 

 

after the horror the ruins 

after the ruins the kindness 

after the kindness the sirens 

after the sirens the silence 

after the silence the weeping 

after the weeping the comfort 

 

after the toppling the creaking 

after the shaking the shaking 

after the shaking the questions 

after the questions the questions 

after the rage and courage 

after profound desolation 

 

after the nurse and the undertaker 

we stand and we drink from a glass of water 

 

Reviews 
Rock & Roll: Selected Poems in Five Sets 
Mark Pirie (Bareknuckle Poets, 2016). 
ISBN 9780994186126. RRP $35. Paperback. 156 pp. 

Reviewed by Vaughan Rapatahana 
The title says it all really. Rock & roll, rock music 

as such, movies, and certainly sports – especially 
cricket – are among the fascinations of this very 
versatile and variegated poet. These interests serve to 
partition the book into three of five rather distinct 
sets, along with a section devoted to his relationships 
– or not – with women, and a final one – perhaps his 
best – which relates and relays the poet’s Australian 
influence as well as the ambience of said nation. The 
collection, after all, was published in Australia. 
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Mark Pirie is still a young man, age-wise and 
certainly attitudinally, even given that these poems 
are drawn from his prolific and lengthy career as a 
poet, and are not all contemporary. Indeed, he notes 
that the poems here collected in this ‘Best of’ LP of a 
book, date from 1992. Pirie was 18 back then.  

 
Yet I will venture to say that the poems almost 

unilaterally reveal an idealistic, ever-enthusiastic 
Kiwi, unencumbered by the vicissitudes and 
rebarbative cynicism of old age. Pirie seems honestly 
positive no matter the weather and, in many ways, 
remains an unfazed 18-year-old in spirit. Perhaps 
critic Harry Ricketts, in relation to the 2003 book 
entitled Gallery: a selection, best sums up this 
integral approach: ‘A stubborn integrity characterises 
these poems.’ I tend to concur. 

Pirie is a bit of a jack-of-all-trades, not only as a 
person with hands on everything from promoting 
bands to garnering and running poetic archives and 
poetry publications, such as JAAM, but also – 
relatedly – as a poet.  

At his best, he is very good; at his nadir, some 
pieces in this pocketbook edition swerve rather close 
to doggerel – particularly when one drinks in the 
sports bar series. He can be frustratingly banal at 
times, yet in the next, a bloody good crafter, who is 
not afraid to experiment with format (see “News 
Reel”, pp.43-4, and “Slaves to Love [Money]”, p.71, 
as exemplars). Sometimes with font (in “iv ‘Just the 
Sex, Please’”, p.64) and shape (as in “A Funeral of a 
Guitar”, p.14). Pirie also likes to repeat lines (see 
“Racing Cars”, p.116) and manufacture rhymes 

across some of his work, given that he is never wildly 
experimental and the term postmodern would 
probably strike him as an expletive. Indeed, the most 
non-mainstream poem in this collection is “techno: a 
rough guide”, p.139, the format of which parallels the 
kaupapa. Accordingly, he rarely employs thesaurus-
sought vocabulary and sesquipedalian is a completely 
erroneous term to apply to his poetry. 

There is also a definite beat or musical rhythm to 
several poems within, echoing this poet’s 
considerable interest in music of whatever genre, as 
stimulated by his early-in-life exposure in 
‘Mississippi and New Orleans [to] the sounds of jazz 
and blues’ (from “The Thrill is Gone”, p.35), to the 
degree that Pirie was also known as DJ Mad Poet in 
one younger incarnation. This permeation in sounds 
not only serves as the guts of several poems, but also 
in the way they appear on the page as chants, songs, 
rants, quasi-nursery rhymes, that would be best 
served as spoken, performed, staged. One such poem 
crying out for such delivery is the fine “Elegy at 
Lyall Bay” on page 121. 

I think he is deliberately aware of his ability to run 
the gamut of skill and craft, and – to a degree – 
genre. He makes an interesting and cogent 
observation with regard to the poet Shelton Lea, 
when he muses that Lea did not have any time for 
him, at least initially, because – as Pirie puts it – ‘I 
sensed that poetry for you was deeper’ (from “For 
Shelton Lea: An Elegy”, p.129). For a lot of the time, 
Pirie swims much closer to a clearer surface. 

Now I don’t want to dwell on the semi-sports 
chants and this poet’s Filmograms and Popigrams. 
These are Piriesque peculiarities better left to the 
casual reader. I also pause to ponder his tip-of-the-hat 
slant towards a sort of Sam Hunt sexism in such 
poems as “Sonnet then, for Love” (p.78), “Good 
Looks” (p.90) and “Fetish” (p.95). While the hugely 
ironic paean “Full” (pp.80-1) claims, 

this woman is no longer 

an object to me 

and then goes on to culminate a contradictory refrain 
of complete ontological disdain, 

and so I lie in wait, 

ready to swallow her whole - 

raw with spite. 

Tut-tut. I would very much like to think Mark has 
evolved away from suchlike, eh. 

No, I will show just how good a poet he can be, 
by referencing several of his finely imaginative lines. 
As below, 

 
A man spews like a punctured dinghy… 
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… as stage jumpers bail out 

Into a sea of sweating bodies 

( “Pavement Gig, Victoria University, 1993”, 

p.26) 

                                   & 
 

the James Dean comments 

flake from your mouth. 

(from “ii ‘The Catharsis’”, p.50) 

 

                                   & 
 

& you want  

your words to touch her 

in a way your hands  

never can 

(from “3. The Discovery”, pp.56-7). 

 

                                     & 
she says 

‘what are you 

                       doing here?’ 

                       and glances  

                                           away from his 

                                           answer. 

(from “ii ‘Taking a Chance’”, p.62) 

 

                                        & 
He swims towards her, 

like a language 

she can’t understand, 

(from “The Language”, p.84) 

More – despite my earlier caveat about the sports 
goods section – there are a few rather clever 
metaphorical catches in and on the boundaries of 
poems such as “Jonah Lomu” (p.101), “Going to the 
Basin” (p.108), and “Bradman, in Wellington” 
(p.112).  

Mark Pirie, then, is to be applauded as a 
professional player across several codes — most 
especially as an instigator/editor/publisher/ archivist/ 
stalwart supporter of Aotearoa New Zealand poetics 
and poetry, where he really makes his mark. He can 
also be a more-than-competent poet, sometimes 
deserving of a standing ovation for his more mature, 
well-rounded work, such as “Ode, in Melbourne (for 
Brentley Frazer)” written in October 2003, here 
reproduced in full,  

when j f k was shot 

history was re-loaded 

in film, literature and politics –  

           back then it seemed like his death 

 

had brought to attention 

for the first time the black heart 

that eats America – and so yesterday 

            in Melbourne, when we walked 

 

the length of bridge rd 

passing shop after shop 

of decadent commercialism 

              I started to remember j f k 

 

as if my heart too was being 

re-enacted, assassinated once again – 

& remembering what it was 

              he stood for 

 
i glanced around 
and saw a McDonald’s sign 
positioned justifiably above us 
               like a sniper on the roof 
 
In this memorable poetic innings, Pirie wins the 

match in the last stanza with a mighty six out over 
the grandstand, and into Wellington harbour. 

 
The Trials of Minnie Dean: A verse 
biography. 
Karen Zelas (Mākaro Press, 2017) 
ISBN 9780994129994. RRP $25. Paperback. 196 pp. 

Reviewed by Helen Anderson 
Minnie Dean entered New Zealand’s history 

books with all the compelling notoriety that results 
from being at the centre of a scandal about missing 
and dead infants. The outraged interest was 
reinforced by the unclear parentage of the babies and 
the challenging notion of baby farming.  Not unlike a 
current-day Twitter feed, the talk bounced around the 
districts of Invercargill and beyond through 1895. 
The conversation was about current, past, and future 
morality in a colony influenced by Victorian values 
and pretenses, while also trying to absorb, with 
humanity, the realities of life in a harsh environment.  

Williamina McCulloch (Minnie Dean) may have 
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slipped off those pages and out of the chatter quite 
promptly, if it had not been for her status as the only 
woman ever hanged under New Zealand law. 

Karen Zelas subtitled her book about Minnie ‘A 
verse biography’. Like all biographers, she had the 
challenge of deciding where to position herself as the 
writer. She could have taken the option to glower at 
those who judged Minnie and then committed a like 
act of taking a life. She could have taken a dark and 
dramatic view of the deaths of the babies, as was 
seen in some of the language of the day. She could 
have shown Minnie as damaged, desolate and afraid, 
and Zelas could have distanced herself from her 
story, or included herself. 

The choice of a notebook style of verse to carry 
her story allowed Zelas to do all of this and more. 
She has been able to present the reader with the 
contradictions, the half formed, the over simplified 
and the carefully nuanced understandings of the day 
and to look back at the events from our current 
thinking when she joins the discussion. 

Thus, presented as a letter to the Evening Star, 7 
July 1895 

                                       it would be far better 

for the country if there was state punishment 

 

for the crime of illegitimacy of such a nature 

that both sexes would remember it with fear 

to the end of their lives  

(“A mother”, p.156) 

 
In contrast: 

a special meeting of the women’s 

 

institute declares in favour of 

the abolition of capital punishment 

 

as the state has no right to murder 

& it has proved no deterrent  

(Some suffer moral outrage, p159) 

 
The technique of maintaining a strong narrative 

line while moving from voice to voice across the 
pages of the book is very successful in creating a 
many-layered picture of a complex story. Zelas 
includes notes to add information and commentary. 
The following is added to the poem quoted above 

 
 (although capital punishment in new zealand 

was not abolished 

until 1941 no woman was hung before or after 

minnie dean) 

 
These notes both inform and direct. There are many 
of them. They are placed purposefully, and there is a 
feel of the writer prodding the reader. Mostly they 
draw attention usefully, and the reader may decide 
how to respond. 

The Trials of Minnie Dean is a significant 
achievement, and is a compelling read for those who 
love experimental poetry, as well as for those who 
would enjoy having the Dean story laid out in all its 
angles and yet, it is entirely readable. It leaps past 
any roadblocks about poetry to draw in and engage 
the reader, from multiple viewpoints, with many 
poetic and authentic voices, akin to parallel 
processing. An intensely current experience of a story 
from the past. 

Regional Report 
The 2018 Lauris Edmond Memorial 
Award for Distinguished Contribution to 
Poetry in New Zealand (LEA) 

by Laurice Gilbert 

The brainchild of the late John O’Connor, the 
LEA was founded in 2002 by the Canterbury Poets’ 
Society (CPC), with the permission of Lauris 
Edmond’s Literary Executor, Frances Edmond. The 
NZPS agreed to work with the CPC and to contribute 
financially to the prize. Lauris was the Patron of the 
NZPS at the time of her death in 2000, and it is 
appropriate that we continue to be a major sponsor of 
the Award. It carries both a cash prize (gradually 
increasing in value as more sponsors come on board) 
and an actual certificate. 

The first Award, in 2003, honoured Bill Sewell 
posthumously, though he knew he was to receive it. 

2018 LEA winner Anne French 
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It has subsequently been awarded biennially to senior 
poets with a solid publishing history, who have 
(mostly) not received the acclamation they deserve.  

The CPC bowed out in 2009 and the Award has 
since been administered and awarded by the New 
Zealand Poetry Society, and Friends of the Lauris 
Edmond Award committee, consisting of literally and 
literarily old friends of Lauris, plus me (representing 
the NZPS).  

This year’s Award (sponsored by NZPS, Victoria 
University Press and the Todd Trust) was hosted by 
Wellington-based NZ Festival: Writers & Readers in 
March. It was the first time the Award recipient had 
been announced before the event, and I was pleased 
to attend the reading, featuring award winners 
Anne French (2018), Diana Bridge (2010), and 
Jenny Bornholdt (2005). Jenny and Diana read some 
of their work, and then Australian poet Mike Ladd 
(appearing as a guest at the Festival) interviewed 
Anne before she, too, read some poems. 

There were some teething problems with the new 
format of the event and regrettably, the Award was 
not actually presented during the session — I found 
myself in the pleasurable position of presenting it in 
the lobby of the Circa Theatre afterwards. 
Nevertheless, Anne was thrilled with this prestigious 
recognition of her work and had this to say: 

‘I’m still enjoying the buzz of receiving the 
award. The certificate is off being framed, and I’m 
telling whoever will listen about the event at the 
Festival. It was a delight to be interviewed by Mike 
Ladd, I must say. I don’t think I’ve ever been asked 
more thoughtful questions by an interviewer. Mike 
suggested we continue by email and publish the 
conversation, which I think is a splendid idea. He has 
interesting taste: we are both fans of the important 
20th-century Turkish poet Nazim Hikmet, for instance. 

‘It was also super to be on the stage with the 
previous recipients of the award — old friends, both 
of them. Diana Bridge’s readings were especially 
subtle and intelligent. There’s much for us still to 
discuss about rendering poetry texts from Korean 
(me) and Chinese (Diana) into poems in English, 
although I must emphasise that Diana is a scholar of 
Chinese and I am a mere enthusiastic amateur. 

‘But the aspect of the award that gives me most 
pleasure is that it’s the Lauris Edmond Memorial 
Award. Lauris was many things to me: first, an 
established poet, who kindly invited me into her 
literary milieu when I was barely 17, having just won 
my first national award; then a grown-up literary 
friend and neighbour — we both lived in Oriental 
Bay, me in a scruffy student flat — who invited me 
to her literary parties even though I was young and 
gauche, still an undergraduate. It was thrilling to 
meet Real Writers there — some of them, like 

Vincent O’Sullivan, already my literary heroes. 
‘Not long after that, I was the Literary Editor at 

OUP’s Wellington branch, and Lauris was one of our 
authors. Then, quite swiftly, I was her publisher, and 
she was the bestselling star of our NZ poetry list. I 
published several of her books, and we became close, 
as in the very best author/publisher relationships. 

‘So it is fitting to receive this award, Laurice, 
from the Poetry Society, which meant much to me as 
a young poet. I did my first public reading at the 
Poetry Society in April 1973 (at the behest of 
Brian Turner, since I had just won the PEN Young 
Writers’ Award — a tip-off from Lauris), and many 
more in the years to follow, under the eye of the 
indomitable Irene Adcock (mother of Fleur), 
sometimes sharing the stage with Lauris herself.  And 
it is especially sweet that it is Lauris’s award, whose 
friendship meant so much to me. 

‘How many established writers these days would 
reach out as Lauris did to a 17-year-old, and take 
them seriously, and encourage them?’ 

So, event teething problems notwithstanding, this 
year’s Lauris Edmond Memorial Award went to a 
deserving and appreciative recipient. We look 
forward to more from Anne during her incumbency.  

Members’ Poems 
Family 
 

He, she, they, we 

You, them, us, me 

They are my family 

We are my family 

 

Fun, warm, happy, sad 

Close, grumpy, annoying, mad 

They are my family 

We are my family 

 

Loving, generous, loyal, tight 

Nosey, opinionated, honest, right 

They are my family 

We are my family 

 

He, she, they, we 

You, them, us, me 

They are my family 

We are my family 

— Sharon Walsh-Grieve 
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Afternoon with grandchildren 
 

I’ll be Herobrine 

 

If you go to the pillars of confusion  

you need to go with some one else  

so they can kill you if you get lost 

 

                Omigod omigod zombies 

 

I don’t know where I am               

 

                You are interfering with the physics 

of gravity 

 

I wish I hadn’t put in lava pits 

 

                Change your skin 

                Spawn!   Re-spawn with your helmet 

 

What enchantment is in it? 

 

                I’ll trade an iron sword for it 

 

Just escaped from the pillars of doom 

 

                Creeper behind you! 

 

He’s killing me         don’t kill me 

Don’t hurt me     I’m almost dead 

 

                There’s another zombie 

 

Get in the house make the house bigger 

       

                We’ll make it bigger in the morning 

                Don’t take my stuff 

 

I’m going to kill myself 

Come on guys.    come and help me  

I rage-quit 

 

 

(thanks to Harry and Liam) 

 

We talk about Dad 
 

The conversation skips  

  swirls like circling godwits 

    ready for Alaska 

then drops        target in sight 

focused in a watery moment 

 

startled fantails diverge  

  skitter away 

   from our elusive centre   

each remembering  

a different man 

 

— Alexandra Fraser 
 

Things I Remember about My Mother 
 

That old sugar scoop, 

its handle bound by hoops 

of white and green. 

 

The crystal bowl not seen 

until she died, found on a 

shelf up high 

 

wrapped in newspaper 

and sitting by 

bowling cups, 

 

engraved with her name. 

Toast buttered to the edge, 

a birthday invitation 

 

not mentioning her age, 

Gravy out of the little cream jug; 

I can’t use it without a tug. 

 

That egg beater she gave us; 

It lasted well, 

then folded without a fuss. 

 

—Susan Howard 
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Honour the aiga 
 

– this family so tight 

Pacifika and white – we are grateful to 

the god, the father and the 

pale daughter in pink, her first 

communion under thatch, the hymns 

of joy, the brown boy – not yet – 

he comes after, picks his nose – you know how  

it goes 

– the girl passes all tests, one day 

how they get the jet 

to New South Wales. She goes 

to university, never fails 

at least until she says she’s not 

the marrying type, doesn’t give them 

the tight fists of fanau a fanau to climb 

onto their ample laps and sing, 

not yet 

 

still she tries to hear 

the plink of old music. 

She visits on Sundays, 

drinks white tea in the front room 

with the faded wallpaper, her father’s French  

horn 

dusty in the corner. And the son? 

 

They never talk 

about him, his new aiga – the Black 

Power connections, or 

the first time they found 

weed in his room, the friends 

 

coming in, heads down 

to cover the brass in their eyes. 

 

They no longer see 

all the family, propped up 

in frames on shelves, the piano, this day 

in the old country 

she wore her pink dress. 

 

— Gail Ingram 
 

Timed exposure 
 

The men of my family draw with light. 

They carry shuttered boxes around their necks. 

Clicking at times when clouds slant 

across the sun. 

 

I cut off faces and feet. 

Forget the flash. 

We are all red eyed. 

 

For years I stared into the light. 

Felt blinded. 

I had to squint. 

 

They learnt to walk quietly into rooms. 

To lean against papered walls and catch me 

Unawares. 

 

I stare out from screen and lie 

on the gloss of paper. Golden framed 

I am placed on mantle. 

I line wall. 

Joining the family who stand in squares. 

Smiling at each other across 

hallways where children tripped 

and fell 

where the kids still play. 

 

— Stella Carruthers 
Testament 

 

I found the koru pendant 

sculpted in silver with paua inlay 

in a box stored in the corner bedroom 

occupied in turn by Jennifer Julia 

Ursula Sylvia in that order. 

It matched Penelope’s tattoo. 

 * 

Family dinners are lively affairs. 

Kyle always removed himself, 

sat on the stairs and watched. 

He never stopped smiling. 

 * 
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When we drive under bridges 

in the rain 

everyone calls out ‘ducks!’ 

 * 

Athens draped over the arm 

of the couch looks like a vulture. 

They both eat dead meat. 

 * 

Some people call Ursula’s love 

 

for Penelope a sin. 

I don’t love those people 

and I just remembered, 

Penelope’s tattoo is actually 

a fishhook. 

 * 

Afterwards, we played board games. 

Everyone held hands. It was hot. 

Marilyn just watched. 

 * 

 

I grew used to being Other, 

though I never liked it. 

When I found my tribe 

I came home. 

 * 

Long Island Iced Tea – 

plumes of silence 

followed by waves of giggles. 

 * 

My mokopuna shall inherit 

the Earth. 

How shall I leave it? 

 * 

Life was never meant 

to be easy (though I don’t 

know why not, nor who decreed it). 

But it can be simple. 

I email my daughters weekly. 

 

— Laurice Gilbert 
 

 
Domestic 
 

Peace falls in our household like a tonne 

of bricks. Harry and Sian are divorced; 

everyone feels better at last!  Harry sleeps 

in the renovated room with a yellow tray 

and green dish and Sian goes to the bathroom 

with her own red tray and blue dish. They never 

slept together and he ate her food. Phew! 

 

Jane and Fran discuss Mulholland Drive. 

After some years they’ve found a common 

movie.  Jane sends Fran her overview. 

He sends a list of points she hasn’t mentioned. 

The rest of the crew go for an Indian but these 

two type on as evening falls in Wellington 

and dawn arrives in London. Fran signs off for sleep 

 

and Jane, at a loose end, has a sandwich and hits 

the sack with a book. The rest of them just hate this film. 

Lexx goes to bed with his headphones on and Guy, 

who stays up late, enjoys some sport without the sound. 

— Jane Gardner 
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Spells 
 

Poems are spells. You drop them into the ether or foreign ears 

and quietly clean up your family and back yard of oil spill, meat, plastic, dust 

and shit-head humans while poems go about doing what poetry does. 

Between the shifting arms of form and essence, velvet words soothe our tongues, 

like mint, like ice, carve a gap in the crying sounds where quiet lies. 

 

Poems steal our minds from one place and put them in another 

where we might not have imagined our minds going, 

Our heels dug firm into the known soil. The babies crying. 

 

Like when someone who knows the dark says, trust me 

come along, drag your heels this way. You don’t want to 

You cling. Switch off your screens, your torch and listen 

for the sound of your own soft feet against the 

rustle of leaves. Once in that forest in a cloak of words, 

regret folds itself away like an old linen napkin. 

Call the others in. 

 

You are enclosed in someone’s charm. 

All around you might be falling apart. 

All around you people are grief-struck. 

Animals disappearing so fast, so fast… 

 

Yes I know the earth is dying, our widest family (R.I.P species, habitats) 

in places beyond our cures. We cannot fold into it. 

It needs vigor, our determined breath. We are conjoined like 

twins at the hip, and if I’m one of many talking 

poems like prayers into the raging fires and wind. 

I should know what to do next to feed us. 

 

— Wanda Barker 
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Instagram Winner 
 
Crusted Thistles 

 

The burning hallows of Autumn 

Lay a crematorium at the door. 

Crusted thistles in copper shackles 

Flow tidally to my shore. 

I sweep. 

 

I swept the decays of bloomings 

Into a humane mound, 

But winter torments 

With a suck of a promise 

And scatters the unswept ground. 

 

I lean to brush 

And caress once more, 

The burning hallows 

Of Autumn’s shore. 

And yet you cry upon my ear, 

A promise of a distant near. 

 

I lean to brush, I lean to brush, 

But a faint footstep 

Holds my bristles to hush. 

— Carly Waddleton 
 

 

Opportunities and Events 
 
Opportunities and Events are listed regularly on our Facebook page @NewZealandPoetrySociety and on our 
website: www.poetrysociety.org.nz.  
For Regular Events around New Zealand, visit poetrysociety.org.nz/events/regular-nz-poetry-events 

 
Writing by the Estuary 
Sunday, 24th June 2018, Orewa 

Come and join us for a writing workshop that focuses on the natural environment, set within a stone’s throw of 
the stunning Orewa Estuary, and minutes from Orewa Beach. The morning is dedicated to poetry (with Richard 
von Sturmer), and the afternoon to short stories and flash fiction (with Lindsay Dawson). 

Sessions include discussion, tutoring, and an opportunity to interact with the environment and to generate 
writing through that interaction. 

To book tickets, visit www.eventbrite.co.nz/e/writing-by-the-estuary-tickets-45172090940 
 

Call for Poems about Writing 
Jenny Argante, editor of Freelance, always includes a poem about writing as subliminal education on the craft. 

She writes, “I’d welcome any from NZ Poetry Society members. They must fit an A5 page in Palatino Linotype 
Pitch 11, i.e. 14.8 x 21cm.” Email editor@writershelpingwriters.nz 



	

	
 

 
 
 
 

NOTICE OF ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING 
 
 
The Annual General Meeting of The New Zealand Poetry Society Incorporated will be 
held at 6 pm on Friday, 13 July 2018, in the Meeting Room (downstairs) of 
Thistle Hall, 293 Cuba St, Wellington. 
 
Please note: This is NOT the Thistle Inn in Thorndon, where we used to hold our 
monthly meetings. 
 
 

AGENDA 
 

1) Apologies 
 
2) Confirmation of the Minutes of the 2017 AGM 
 

These are available on request from the Administrator, 
Katharine Allard: info@poetrysociety.org.nz 
Copies will also be provided at the meeting. 

 
3) Matters arising from the 2017 AGM Minutes 
 
4) President’s Report 
 
5) Financial Report 
 
6) Proposed Budget for 2018-2019 
 
7) Election of Officers –  

 President 
 Vice-President 
 Secretary 
 Treasurer 
 Committee Members 

 
8) General Business 

 
 
 
The AGM will be followed by a reading from Guest Poet Johanna Aitchison, past 
NZPS President, and author of Oh My God I’m Flying (Pemmican Press, 1999), 
A Long Girl Ago (VUP, 2007), and Miss Dust (Seraph Press, 2015). 
 
 
There will be no entry fee, though donations towards expenses will be gratefully 
accepted. 
 
There will be an open mic only if there is time, and there will be light refreshments, if 
members care to let us know they are attending. 
 
RSVP info@poetrysociety.org.nz by 29 June 2018. 
	



	

	

 

New Zealand Poetry Society Subscription 
Renewal 

 
(Your membership will run for one year from 

the date of payment.) 
 
NAME: 
____________________________________
____________________________________ 
 
POSTAL ADDRESS: 
____________________________________
____________________________________ 
 
POST CODE: ________________________ 
 
E-MAIL ADDRESS: 
____________________________________ 
 
TELEPHONE NUMBER(S): 
____________________________________
____________________________________ 
 
 

SUBSCRIPTION OPTIONS 
Please make cheques payable to The New 
Zealand Poetry Society Inc. and post to: 
Membership, NZPS, PO Box 5283, Wellington 
6140; or pay electronically: 
ANZ: 06-0501-0823371-10 
 
Please use both your name and the word 
membership as reference. 
 
□ Basic membership: magazine emailed to 
you quarterly – $30 
 
□ NEW! Student membership – magazine 
emailed to you quarterly – $15 
 
□ Joint membership (two members at same 
physical address, different email addresses) – 
$45 
 
□ Postal sub (basic membership, plus a 
printed copy of the magazine mailed, within 
New Zealand only) – $60 
 
□ Schools / Libraries (1 copy of the magazine 
mailed) – $60 
 
□ Groups – see definition at 
poetrysociety.org.nz/members/joining-the-
nzps/ 
 
Do you require a receipt?    YES / NO 

 

 
2017 ANTHOLOGY ORDER FORM 

 
after the cyclone 

 
Please send this completed form and 
payment to Anthology, NZPS, PO Box 5283, 
Wellington, 6140. Please make cheques 
payable to New Zealand Poetry Society Inc. 
 
• For overseas orders, we accept these 
foreign currencies (cash only): $AUS, $US, 
$CA, €, £ 
• All figures below are in NZ dollars. Check 
www.xe.com for current exchange rate. 
• We also accept PayPal payments at 
poetrysociety.org.nz/nzps-anthology 
 
 

  
NZ$ 

per copy 
 

 
No. of 
copies 

 

 
 

Total 

 
Free delivery within NZ, for up to 2 copies 

 
 
Contributor / NZPS 
Member Rate 
(for poets in anthology) 
1 to 2 copies 
 

 
 

25 

  

 
Retail Rate 
1 to 2 copies 
(Trade: deduct 40%. 
P&p incl. in price) 
 

 
 

27 

  

 
Australia Rate 
incl. p&p 
1 to 2 copies 
 

 
 

30 

  

 
Rest of World Rate 
incl. p&p 
1 to 2 copies 
 
 

 
 

33 

  

 
Totals 
 

   

 
NAME: _____________________________________ 
 
POSTAL ADDRESS: 
___________________________________________ 
 
POST CODE: _______________________________ 
 
E-MAIL ADDRESS: 
___________________________________________ 
 
TELEPHONE NUMBER(S): ____________________ 

 
NZPS does not sell or otherwise distribute your personal 
information. We will only contact you if there is a question 
about your order or for membership purposes. 

 
www.poetrysociety.org.nz 
info@poetrysociety.org.nz 


