
That discourse of meaning is like a vinegar 
and lemon juice. Throughout history, 
philosophers and religious leaders have 
waxed lyrical with the use of darkness, while 
artists and designers have gushed and strived 
for the pitch perfect black. It has meant 
the most dichotomous scope of meaning 
in our culture. Bodies have struggled with 
it - its beauty and power, and of course some 
bodies' closer proximity to it - Black bodies! 
White bodies! 

Before you even reach the historical 
moment when New Zealand became an 
"All Black" nation, you have this plethora 
of cultural genealogy of black. This political 
economy of its exchange as a cultural 
intention, a meaning we provide to one 
another - a currency some bankroll, others 
stockpile, ready to crash at any moment 
given the bodies conducting the exchange 
while they're interacting on the ground.

Then of course, New Zealand's unique 
circumstances which lend itself and its 
isolated inhabitants to finally explode the 
black stockmarket once and for all. In my 
book I hope I've retold the legend of New 
Zealand's creation to show what a global 
significance this tiny nation's utility of 
black has for the world at large. I hope 
I've deconstructed the nation's mythology 

surrounding its creation story, by donning 
a pair of dark sunglasses and showing 
the politics of our incorporation of black 
identity. Choosing black for the All Black 
jersey was not a mere coincidence. A vinegar 
of forces would have us believe this was an 
innocent act, but to believe that would be 
to lose ourselves and our political power of 
cultural reproduction, inside a dressing of 
our culture. At some point we have to take 
back our subtle properties and get to know 
them. Perhaps if we do we might have some 
more decision power over which salads we 
want to mix ourselves within.

And if we do want to be dissolved inside a 
larger identity we call "nation", even then, 
perhaps en masse we can grasp the power to 
flavour that dressing a way we consciously 
want it to taste. 

Ed: So, where do morals fit into this?

Dr Stone:  What a good question! you can 
conduct a genealogy of morality as easily as 
I did one for black, and as Foucault did for 
madness and sexuality.  The political nature 
of morality is the way any individuals' 
innate sense of discernment between right 
and wrong is essentially messed with by 
the terms of their social engagement with 
others, progressively over time.

A good example is children, with their 
extremely acute knowledge and awareness 
of justice as opposed to injustice. We are all 
born ethically upright in that regard, until 
our parents, siblings and communities force 
us to reposition those integrities beside a 
more social prioritisation for pleasures, 
comforts, and the compromises necessary to 
maintain those consistently.

Children are horrified when they learn the 
pork and chicken they eat is in fact a form 
of slavery. But by this time they have eaten 
countless pigs and chooks, what's one more 
snackpack or burger? The rest of the family 
is eager enough at the drive-thru, all older, 
"wiser" and seemingly ok with this injustice. 
If pressed for more of a rationale, parents 
will plead norms, jobs and the economy, 
even religious beliefs, so that before one 
becomes adult s/he has almost certainly lost 
their integral "moral self" to a constructed 
morality of the collective. 

Food for thought.

shareblackinc.wordpress.com


