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In the beginning was Karakia and in Karakia was the 
beginning 
 
         Nothing 
         The Void 
         And in the depths of the Void there was a Great 
Sound 
         And in the Great Sound the Something 
         And Something made the Seas of the Dust 
         And the Dust was like Hine Pu Kohu Rangi 
         And She swirled around the Heavens 
         And there came a Sudden Light that was called Te 
Ra 
         And He warmed the Heavens 
         And out of the Dust and the Warmth was made the 
Earth 
         And She was called Papatuanuku 
         And Land was formed out of the Chaos 
         And Io separated the Earth from the Other Lands 
         And set them on their journeys through Time. 
                                                      Māori Song of Creation 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
          To the Greens...  the light Greens, 
                                           and the dark Green 
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   PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL EDITION 
 
New Zealand already has a national anthem. Written by 
the poorly understood and embarrassingly neglected poet, 
Thomas Bracken, God Defend New Zealand is, sadly, more of 
a British hymn than a song of praise. So I wrote a new 
one. 
The three male protagonists in this book lived in as many 
centuries in as much history as the world’s last settled 
place (still unsettled in many ways) could provide, in the 
age of stone, and the age of gold, and the age of chrome. 
New Zealanders have buried most of their real history 
with the same blind negligence they burnt down their 
forests, unearthed their minerals, and exterminated their 
animals, so I have at least tried to resurrect the feel of it. 
There is more metaphor here than even I can stand, but 
out of all of it, the Bolthole on the other side of the Black 
Jack endures. In its streams and birds and vegetation and 
dappled sunlight, it remains the mortal dividing line 
between running from contamination, and searching for 
redemption (or maybe it was the other way around). 



The protagonists, like the land, are complicated and 
multilayered, and rich in melancholy and contradiction. 
The lives of these central characters are as different as their 
themes are universal— misunderstanding, desperation, 
conflict, bravery, transience, escape to a natural paradise, 
and the resultant terror that such exodus always imposes. 
Like everyone everywhere else, these men loved 
something, lost something, were afraid of something, and 
paid the price of every one. 
This country has been poking me in the eye with a stick 
ever since I fell in love with one of its women, one of 
Godzone, who changed me from man alone into a good 
keen one. It has hooked me like Maui snagging its 
primordial sludge. It has invaded my consciousness for 
thirty years. And now it’s my turn to return the favour.  
Fill your gummies. 
                         The Bolthole  
 
 
Every man has a Bolthole. Most remain forever locked 
inside the man’s head, but sometimes he is fortunate 
enough to have a real one. 
This Bolthole was a stream in the middle of the 
Coromandel peninsula in New Zealand. 
Up and beyond the slope of pohutukawa and teatree, 
further into the woodland, into the cool ozone coming off 
the perpetual water falling into hidden basins, gushing over 
boulders, spilling over their shins, three men as many 
centuries apart, had made this stippled sunlit stream their 
escape into a natural paradise.  
An overhead tree fern canopy shaded a watercourse of 
violently flung greywacke boulders, containing cool deep 
reservoirs formed in their chaotic cascade down the ravine. 
Here were clear pools for wading and floating, and 
illuminating with torchlight in the darkness, or not, to see 
the glowworms. 



Under the grove and the whine of the cicadas, they let 
themselves fall into its deep transparency, half submerged 
in the shimmering reflections on the underside of the 
silver fern tree fronds. They lay on the rocks in the middle 
of the rushing water, watching the butterflies, and feeling 
the heat of the sun on their wet skin. Above them, fantails 
danced and flitted and fluttered and chirped their 
welcomes around their heads in the puriri and mistletoe 
and honeysuckle.  
The Bolthole wasn’t just a stream of water. It was a stream 
of consciousness, of emancipation, and life. Here they 
murmured their pleasure in its perfect tranquility, and the 
stream, in its eternal golden whispers, the stream 
murmured back. 
 
Chapter I. 
 
Tama runs down the beach. — Billy Green runs down the 
beach. — Dr Sababa runs down the beach.  
 
  
               ‘In every outthrust headland, in every curving 
beach,  
                in every grain of sand there is the story of the 
earth.’  
                                                                              Rachel 
Carson 
 
 
Rāpare, rua tekau mā waru o Hakihea kaotahi mano whitu 
rau ono te kau mā iwa  
(Thursday, 28 December 1769)  
New moon 
Ōpito Pā 
 
His heart pounded into his ears, as fiercely as the air 
whistled in his chest. He was running as fast as he had ever 



run, pumping his legs as hard as he had ever made them 
go. It had all been timed and executed flawlessly.  
A perfect alignment of the sun and the moon and the earth 
had created the highest and lowest spring tides, in the 
darkest night sky of a new moon. He ran along a turning 
incoming tide so shallow, on a beach so dead flat, its sand 
so hard, that his footprints vanished quickly in the 
breakers that followed. No one saw him hurtling west 
along that coastline, neither from the hilltop fortification 
behind him, nor from the dunes and primeval forest to his 
left, nor from the high mount lookout above the end of 
the seashore ahead. Except for the glowworm river 
overhead in the Milky Way, reflected in the frothy foam 
folding in alongside him, the predawn world was pitch 
black, and the only sound it made rose from the surf swells 
to his right, washing in over everything he had come from. 
Where he had come from was behind him now, because of 
her. Taitai had fed the sentries and the dogs full of grey-
faced petrel meat, laced with kawakawa. They would sleep 
long enough for her to free him from his enclosure. Taitai 
was Tama’s first love. Both in their fifteenth year, he had 
grown up pushing her on a swing over the bay, until they 
had discovered the ardor of their aroha in the dunes, before 
his true identity was discovered.  
At the pā entrance, under the crossbeam linking the two 
giant red ochre palisades, she gave him a flax carrier, 
woven around a gourd filled with wood pigeon breast and 
rat meat, preserved in their own fat. And then she bit his 
lip, and pushed him away, and ran sobbing silently, back 
inside.  
Tama had careened down the 189 steps to the shoreline of 
Ōpito bay, but it was the next beach, over the headland, 
that would be the longest open space he would need to 
cross, to make his escape. He had sprinted up through the 
forest path, and come down onto a two-kilometer stretch 
of sand so white and pure, he remembered it squeaking 
and squealing under his feet when the sun was hot. 



Tama was running on the edge of last place on earth to be 
settled by man, still moving away from the rest of the 
world, only as fast as his fingernails grew. In the first wave 
of seafaring canoe migrations, his ancestors had arrived on 
this ribbon of earth and water, to find, instead of any land 
mammals, a pandemonium of birds— in the sky and on 
the ground, in species and numbers, and size, too 
breathtaking to comprehend.  
He remembered the stories his grandfather told, from the 
stories his grandfather had told him, from the stories his 
grandfather had told him, about an encounter with one of 
the last of the great ones in these coastal sandbanks, now 
bleached with the white fossil dust of their gigantic bones 
and eggshells, in the blowouts between the dune ridges. 
One morning, while collecting mussels on this beach, his 
ancestor had been startled by a deep low booming 
resonance that reverberated over the drifting mounds, 
emerging from the dunes as a monstrous wingless bird, 
weighing as much as four warriors and over two 
outstretched arm spans high, fearlessly moving towards 
him. Its vocalizations thundered from an elongated bone-
ringed loop of windpipe, in a head rear-mounted and 
forward-carried, out of a triangular bill sharp enough to 
clip off the fibrous leaves of the flax and low twigs and 
leaves that sustained it.  
But Tama’s ancestor was not afraid. This floating feathered 
fowl, with its speckled copper and white and yellow and 
purple plumage, was as harmless as it was as huge as it was 
rare, and would soon be a ghost. Since the day his people 
had made landfall on this island that Maui had fished up 
from the bottom of the ocean, just over a thousand of 
Tama’s ancestors had butchered almost sixty thousand 
moa, and would wipe out all nine species, here for 80 
million years, in less than a hundred. His people ate only 
the upper third of the legs, and dumped the rest on giant 
rubbish heaps, where their feral dogs would roll and eat 
and play.  



It would be the end of the Haast’s eagle as well, its only 
predator, largest raptor in the world, with a striking force 
of a boulder off a high cliff, capable of seizing a moa pelvis 
with the talons of one foot and killing it with a blow to the 
head or neck with the other, or the blood loss from the 
large beak ripping into its internal organs. Some of Tama’s 
ancestors had also experienced that terror, before the eagle 
disappeared forever. Because of the rats and dogs and 
hunting and fire unleashed on this inexhaustible promise 
of plenty, he would never know the calls of now extinct 
native ducks or giant geese or yard-high flightless rails or 
native crows or giant harriers or so many others. 
He was more than halfway along the second beach now. 
The gourd that Taitai had given him had hardly slowed his 
flight, but it did, almost imperceptibly. He carried it ever 
so slightly behind where he could have been. The penalty 
for his imprecision would be deafening. 
The first rays of light broke on the earth and water, and 
the largest aviary on earth. Hundreds of millions of birds, 
patiently waiting in the silent night, thundered into a dawn 
chorus still so deafening, that Tama had to hold his head 
to keep his eardrums from bursting. The mewing of a 
billion seabirds, red-billed and black-backed gulls, white 
fronted terns and variable oystercatchers, white and reef 
herons, and dotterels and black cormorants, collided with 
the terrestrial bombast of pukeko swamp hens and 
rifleman, long-tailed cuckoos and kingfishers, and bellbirds 
and tomtits and tuis. 
An eastern red radiance streaked past him from behind, to 
fall on the high yellow greywacke mount ahead. His world 
turned orange. A kite of paper mulberry, stretched over a 
supplejack vine frame, in the shape of a man with a head 
and arms and legs, flew off the top of the bluff. It sailed 
straight up and then behind him, towards the world he had 
escaped from. Tama knew what message it carried, and 
that his time had run out. Kua ata haere, muri tata kino. To 
start early is leisurely, but to race against time is desperate. 



He had been making for the fresh water stream that 
crossed his path, percolating down out of the forest, now 
just ahead. He hit it in a high hard splash, and made an 
abrupt turn south, to his left, up and through the dune 
bank, his footsteps still undetectable in the cascade of the 
creek. He wondered how they hadn’t smelled his sweat, or 
heard his heart breaking out of his chest, or his last breath, 
as he bolted up and beyond the treeline, further into the 
woodland, into the cool ozone coming off the creek, 
gushing over boulders, spilling over his shins. Far enough 
up the stream, when Tama thought he might be safe, he let 
himself fall into a deep pool, and floated in the clarity of 
his achievement. Above him, fantails flitted in the puriri 
and mānuka trees. They were a harbinger of death, if they 
were found inside a dwelling, but Tama was living inside 
his own head, half submerged in a pool without walls, and 
here they were a sign of life, and freedom. He pulled 
himself out of the stream, and collapsed on the bank under 
the tree ferns. He picked up small rocks from the water, 
beautiful, shimmering with the yellow kōura they 
contained.  
And then he slept. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
   Billy Green’s Bolthole. 
 
                 ‘Billy’s gone, he’s looking for the yeller, 
                  He’s got the fatal fever in his head. 
                  All he sees before his eyes are those little lumps 
of yeller, 
                  So have a drink for Billy, cos’ he might as well 
be dead...’ 
                                                           Looking for the Yeller 
 
 
Wednesday, 24 February, 1892  
Waning crescent moon 
The Tribute Pitch 
 
HE HIT THE shoreline, hell-bent for leather. Except that 
the leather was already that far down the beach, in a distant 
blowout between the dune ridges. A brown streak of bared 
teeth and flared nostrils, headshaking and squealing, blew 
and snorted the salt air off the bay. Billy bolted along the 
water’s edge and, under what little breath he had left in 
him, cussed that one-eyed scalawag son of a bitch for 
turning her loose. That score would be for settling later. 
The only chance of catching Eris lay on the hard sand in 
front of him. If he had run towards her higher on the soft 
beach unaffected by the tide, he would have soon run out 
of puff. Even in the rhythm of his heartbeats matching his 
stride, she was still a kilometer away. The sun would bake 
him half senseless, before he could grab her bridle. 
Daybreak had jolted Billy awake. He cussed the golderned 
birds that made this much racket, so early in the morning. 
The jug of Prussian Bluey’s Pumpkin Flat sly-grog, that he 
and One-eyed Jack had consumed the night before, had 
somehow failed to enhance his sensory appreciation of the 
dawn chorus.  



Billy usually awoke to one of One-eyed Jack’s swagger 
songs, most often Jimmy the Blow’s lullaby.  
 
                 ‘One-a-pecker, two-a-pecker, bright fine gold  
                   Spend it in the summer and you die in the 
cold. 
                   It cannot light a lantern, or ever ease a pain 
                   And yet we go on searching tho’ we search in 
vain 
 
 
                   One-a-pecker, two-a-pecker, years go by, 
                   All the gold I'll ever find is in the sky 
                   Some are sons of fortune, but I have come to 
see 
                   There's riches in the river, but they're not for 
me.’ 
 
“A shanty in a shanty.” One-eyed used to say.  
 
                    ‘Oh, the days when the shanty was here, boys, 
                     the rollicking days of old, 
                     The days when the luck was near, boys,  
                     the days of the first of the gold!’ 
 
But on that day, there were no golden words. No one was 
saying or singing anything. 
Billy sat up on his cot, three sagging burlap sacks nailed to 
a four by two frame of totara, the same wood the rails 
were made from, to run the ore cart in and out of the mine 
adit. The shack smelled of sweat and dead teatree smoke 
from the fireplace ash. His head was heavy, his eyesight 
clouded in the dark dawn damp, and his mouth tasted of 
tobacco and bile. Consciousness crackled into his brain. 
“Tarnation!” He howled, pulling on his inexpressibles. 
Exploding out of the shack, Billy careened down the 
stream path at a breakneck clip. The bright sun blinded 



him, as he emerged from the forest, onto the squeaking 
sand. 
Gradually, his vision returned enough for him to make out 
sea foam and cloud shapes and sand drifts. He looked 
down the beach for any sign of life, and his focus 
tightened on a chestnut mare, nodding at the turquoise sea, 
and her sudden freedom. 
Billy knew it would come to this someday, but he hadn’t 
figured it to detonate so soon. He and One-eyed Jack had 
worked this claim for what seemed like forever and, if it 
hadn’t been for the storm, they would likely have gone 
their own ways rich and happy, instead of shackled like 
slaves to a slope. 
It was the discovery of the skull in the rock cave that had 
unnerved him. One-Eyed Jack was a superstitious bastard, 
half Maori and half fiend, cunning and cheek, always 
playing pranks on his mates, and scamming strangers. And 
in the Kuaotunu gold rush of 1889, every stranger a mate 
and every mate a stranger, One-Eyed Jack never thought 
too hard about how to get a leg over.  
He had certainly put one over Billy here, running down the 
beach like a banshee. Covered in sweat and salt spray, Billy 
slowed down to a feigned calm canter, and then made his 
final approach to Eris with a steady stride, and grabbed her 
reins. 
From his new vantage point, higher in the saddle, he could 
see farther. Across the bay were the islands he had come 
to regard as the end of his rainbow, the compass points 
and fence posts of his littoral enclosure— Great Mercury 
and Red Mercury and Great Barrier and Cuvier and 
Korapuki and Middle and Double and Stanley, and the one 
with his own last name, Green Island. 
He rode back toward his claim on the stream, along these 
coastal sandbanks, bleached with the white dust of bones 
broken by the muskets and hardwood weapons of the 
Maori wars, in the blowouts between the dune ridges. Billy 
squinted at the sea, mesmerized by the blue water. There 



were often dolphins and orcas and sharks in the bay, but 
not today. A large dark-backed missile with a yellow forked 
tail, barely submerged in the surf, kept his pace. Billy 
pulled the Martini–Enfield out of its scabbard, and took 
careful aim from the shoreline. The kingfish rolled in the 
spray, and drifted to him on the next incoming wave.  
Billy liked kingfish. He never understood why One-Eye 
didn’t eat what they had all around them. Jack wouldn’t 
touch the crayfish or abalone in the crevices around the 
headland, the mussels on the rocks, or the scallops that 
washed in after the storms. He ate flapjacks, three times a 
day, and thought to make up for any potential dietary 
deficiency from the other three food groups of tea and 
tobacco and sly-grog. One-eye was as yellow as the metal 
he was seeking. 
Billy had given Jack a kingfish to cook once, when Jimmy 
Kanaka, a kauri gum digger living in a nikau shanty up the 
gully, had come to see their claim. One-Eye fried it in 
melted candle wax, and asked him what he thought. 
“I think you should stick to flapjacks.” Jimmy said. 
Billy gutted and filleted the kingfish in the surf and rode 
them back up the streambed trail, to the shack. He set 
them up in the cold smoker, washed himself off in the 
stream, fell back down on his burlap cot, and watched the 
air turn blue. It was going to be that kind of day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
   Fig 3.  Dr. Sababa’s Bolthole.   
 
            ‘Life lasts but a few scratches of 
the claw in the sand.’  
                                                                      Wislawa 
Szymborska 
 
 
Tuesday, 06 December, 2016  
First quarter moon 
The Bolthole 
 
He wasn’t running down the beach to save his life. That 
was already spoken for. He wasn’t running to save his 
livelihood. The disability payments had ended that. Neither 
was he sprinting for his health, nor the cure, all gone now. 
He was running after the time and space remaining to him, 
all he could catch, in the wind on his face, and the waves at 
his feet. He was running because, for a little while longer, 
he still could. 
Dr. Sababa got his diagnosis like most of his patients, from 

   Dr. Sababa’s Bolthole  



the symptom that slowly pushed its way into 
consciousness, from the discomfort in the places he used 
to play, that worsened after he had exhausted everything 
that he could buy over the counter, the getting up at night 
that made him so tired during the day. He got his diagnosis 
later than most of his patients, because men don’t go to 
doctors, and because doctors are the worst kind of men. 
The diagnosis, which knew none of this, was waiting 
patiently to be discovered, in the painful way that most of 
these diagnoses are. 
“How long?” He had asked his first of many specialists. 
The time it took for the answer to come told him more 
than the answer itself, which came evasive and 
embarrassed, and there but for the grace. Not long. 
The sun flew hot and high overhead. Dr. Sababa punched 
his footprints into the wet tidal sand in long strides, the 
only marks on the long perfect ribbon of shoreline. 
Descending from his bach on an outthrust headland 
overlooking the bay, he hid his clogs under the riot of 
crimson flowering pohutukawa Christmas trees that lined 
the dunes and headlands of the reserve. The white powder 
squealed under his heels as he approached the water, and 
the start of his jog.  
He loved his Bolthole at this time of year, before the 
annual carnival of vacationing families arrived with their 
screaming children. He wondered why it was only the little 
girls that screamed at the beach, and why the Māori men 
had to shout their excitement so loudly, and why they took 
so much shellfish illegally, knowing full well that thrashing 
their kai moana this way would lead to its faster destruction.  
He loved the dotterels trying to keep up with him, and 
their own legs, trying to protect the eggs in their nests, 
before the dogs would arrive, off the leashes of their South 
Auckland owners, and make it all irrelevant.  
He loved the black oystercatchers and their bright orange 
bills, sleeping on one pink leg, before the old codgers from 
Kuaotunu, roared onto the beach with their ATVs, with 



their lies about special dispensation from the local Council, 
and with their Chinese surfcasting customers in tow, never 
told that they would never catch anything this time of day, 
at this time of year. 
He loved the red-billed and black-backed gulls overhead, 
and the terns neatly arrayed on the shore, like fighter 
planes on an aircraft carrier, waiting for a signal for 
takeoff. 
Dr. Sababa loved his Bolthole almost as much as his wife 
loved it. Jane had found the outthrust headland online, in 
the middle of a cold and dark Canadian winter. She had 
made the supreme sacrifice of her Kiwi homeland for love 
that long ago, and Dr. Sababa immediately knew he would 
have to buy a bit of it back someday, sight unseen. 
They had arrived the first year for two weeks only, all the 
time Dr. Sababa could spare from his busy medical 
practice. It was rumored that the makeshift bach had been 
erected over a weekend, without resource consent, on an 
unapproved building site, by two couples of motorcycle 
mobsters.  
Dr. Sababa and Jane wondered at the white cross at the 
edge of the small front lawn, and the two names inscribed 
in memoriam. Shelley and Bluey. 
But they needn’t have worried about that. Shelley and 
Bluey were two little blue fairy penguins that Jane’s Cuzzy 
Bro’ had buried, when his children had found them dead 
on the beach. And they needn’t have worried about the 
bach, as rough and ready as it was. The mobsters had set in 
into the hill perfectly, cool in the heat of the summer, cozy 
in the winter rains, and protected from winds coming off 
every point of the compass but the rare nor’westers, and 
even then it survived quite nicely. 
Dr. Sababa and Jane had only a few immediate neighbours. 
Most of the beach population lived down the other end, 
two kilometers away, and most of those were seasonal. 
The ones on this western coast were, save for one perhaps, 
kind and generous, and protective of each other, in ways 



that New Zealanders had always been in the past. 
But Dr. Sababa, touching the rock smothered in small 
mussels at the other end of the beach, and making his turn, 
had no real appreciation of the past of his Bolthole. It was 
only when his future was repossessed that he began to take 
an interest in it, within the limitations of present 
circumstance. Back along the white foam and turquoise 
water and red pohutukawas and green tree ferns and azure 
sky and white clouds, he ran back to Jane, to seafood and 
sauvignon blanc, and kaleidoscopic dreams of the story of 
every grain of sand, on the curving beach below. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     
 
                            Chapter II.  
 
 
The Opito Pa fortress. — Billy Green arrives in Whitianga. 
— Dr Sababa in Canada.    
 
                        ‘Toitu he whenua, whatungarongaro he tangata’ 
                             Land is permanent, man disappears 
 
 
Rāhoroi, rua tekau mā rua o Hakihea kotahi mano whitu 
rau ono tekau mā whā  
(Saturday, 22 December 1764)  
Waning crescent moon 
Ōpito Pā 
 



Under the tree fern canopy of the stream bank, still damp 
in the mid-morning heat, Tama slept, roused, then fell 
backwards into a fairy gauze of haze. The mosquitoes 
landed as his shivering subsided, probing under his skin, 
siphoning off his earliest memories— dreams of his 
mother, Hinemoa, of her face and the taste of her nipples, 
of milk and salt and smoke and shellfish, and the stern 
tattooed face of Atamai, hovering with eyebrows that 
smiled up and down at his eldest son. It was Atamai who 
had broken Tama’s left instep, to mark him as his 
successor, hereditary chief of the Ngāti Hei. It was Atamai 
who taught him the proud history of his iwi and his hapū, 
his tribe and family.  
The Ngāti Hei could trace their lineage back to the first 
people that had sailed from their mythical northern 
homeland of Hawaiki, that many generations ago. They 
could track their ancestry to Kupe the Navigator, who had 
drowned the chieftain Haturapa, and made off his wife 
Kuramarotini, and their magnificent double-hulled canoe, 
Matahorua, loaded with seventy devoted companions, and 
what he hoped would be enough to sustain them, as they 
embarked on an epic voyage of discovery. 
The Matahorua was a marvel of primitive naval engineering. 
Its planks were sewn, and ribs bound, with hand-rolled 
coconut fibre sennit, seams caulked with a mixture of 
breadfruit sap and fine coconut fibre, masts fitted with 
woven claw sails that placed little strain on the spars, and 
rigged with well-cured coconut fibre ropes. Kupe 
provisioned the vessel with green and ripe coconuts, sweet 
potatoes, dried fish and yams, and sour breadfruit, which 
would keep for weeks. At the point of sailing he loaded 
live fowl in large baskets, and gourds filled with fresh 
water. He knew, from the annual November migration of 
long-tailed cuckoos, and whales, that some landfall must 
exist far to the southwest, but with no idea of how far and 
how long he would have to sail to find it. 



His ocean was a terrestrial mirror of the Milky Way, the 
southern part of which was the canoe of Tamarereti, the 
two pointer stars the rope, and the Te Punga Southern 
Cross anchor. Kupe knew the names and could read the 
paths of 150 stars; he knew where the sun would set or rise 
every fifteen days. He could read the waves and swells, the 
sea birds, and the brightness of clouds over islands. Trees 
made them darker, surf and coral sand whiter, dry reefs 
more pink, and shallow lagoons more green. Kupe knew 
to search in upwind quadrants, directions from which he 
could safely return. 
The first week was easy. The Matahorua, its masts creaking 
and straining under its billowing woven sails, made 150 
miles a day. His people feasted on the flying fish that 
jumped in such numbers onto the broad deck between the 
hulls. They were prepared inside the shelter where the 
cooking was done— marinated in coconut milk squeezed 
from grated coconut meat and eaten raw or, in the 
fireplace surrounded by a wooden frame and lined with 
coral gravel, grilled whole over the coconut husks used as 
fuel, or boiled in coconut milk, using coconut shells as 
utensils. But, as the flying fish were left behind, food was 
harshly rationed. After several weeks, Kupe, though his 
skin was burned black, refused to leave the rooftop of the 
shelter. He spotted an albatross, and then a clump of 
floating kelp, and then dolphins, and carpet and mako 
sharks, large spiral jellyfish, gulls, and then, a long 
cloudbank. The blue of the ocean became turquoise, and 
huge swordfish breached beside the canoe. His 
companions pointed out blue penguins, and rocks, and fur 
seals.  
Kupe dropped in the steering paddle, as the Matahorua 
entered a wide sparkling bay, with heavily forested green 
hills spilling down to the sea on both sides. Splashes of red 
flowers, coalescing crimson along the headlands, beamed 
seaward from a flax-covered foreshore of what would be 
Tama’s home, centuries later. 



The land that Kupe had arrived in was nothing like the 
tropical basalt islands and coral atolls he had left. This new 
country was vast and seemingly inexhaustible. Before he 
left he would see but a fragment of 18,000 kilometers of 
coastline, with its infinite shellfish beds of mussels and 
oysters and cockles and clams, and flatfish breeding 
grounds. He would see a fraction of the estuarine bays, 
with their expanses of mangroves and bullrush and flax, 
and unimaginable numbers of eels and water and wading 
birds. He would see coastal margins of taraire and puriri 
and pohutakawa, backed by boundless broadleaf forests of 
kauri and miro and totara and rimu and tawa and kahikitea.  
In the scented delirium of manuka and flax and sea air, 
Kupe would miss the enormous inland plains, and thermal 
landscapes and active volcanoes, and subalpine ranges and 
mountains capped with the snow his returning 
descendents, still in the tiny world they came from, would 
call huka. Foam. With an area of over a quarter million 
square kilometers, 1600 kilometers long, Kupe had found a 
Polynesian mother lode so huge, even the days were longer 
in the summer. 
And yet he had landed on only one great peninsula of the 
new land he discovered, fading north to his right behind 
him, with a large distant mountain where the coastline 
vanished, just visible through the low cloud horizon. He 
had discovered a place of gigantic geckos one cubit long,  
large frozen spiked weta grasshoppers that behaved like 
mice when thawed, booming flightless birds, carnivorous 
snails and luminescent worms, parrots in the snow, seals 
and penguins nesting in interior forests, and frogs which 
hatched as adults from their eggs, without eardrums or 
vocal chords. Tama felt like that, wide-eyed and voiceless, 
cheated out of a tadpole amphibious adolescence, silent 
and invisible in the rocky undergrowth. 
But above his resting place, always in the background, 
Tama could hear what Kupe had heard, the very soul and 
voice of all the hot humid summers between them, the 



endless hiss and clatter of tarakihi cicadas. They sang in 
constant shrill stridulation, in praise of Tamanuiterā, the 
Great Son of the Sun god Te Rā, just as Tama was the 
great son of the Ngāti Hei chieftain, Atamai. In the radiant 
magnificence of this southern summer, Māui decided that 
the days were too short, and caught Tamanuiterā with a 
snare, then beat him, to make him travel more slowly 
across the sky. 
The cicada song that Hinemoa used to sing to Tama, 
echoed all around his Bolthole, and inside his head. 
 
  
                   ‘E whakarongo ai au Ki te tangi mai A te 
manu nei,  
                     A te tarakihi, I te weheruatanga o te po  
                                     Tara ra-ta kita kita  
                                     Tara ra-ta kita kita  
                     Wiri o papa, towene, towene  
                     Wiri o papa, towene, towene  
 
 
  
                    ‘I listen to the cry of this flying creature  
                     of the cicada in the middle of the night.  
                                     Tara ra-ta kita kita  
                                     Tara ra-ta kita kita  
                     Quivering rear end, whirring, whirring 
                     Quivering rear end, whirring, whirring’  
 
Before Kupe returned to Hawaiki, he sailed a little further 
south, along the eastern coastline of the peninsula, 
crossing into a magnificent bay his later descendents would 
name for him, Te Whitianga-Nui-a-Kupe. There, he called 
the headland and small stream that flowed onto the 
sweeping crescent beach Taputapuatea, after his great 
Tahitian home temple on Ra’iātea. He left some of his 
devoted companions on the shore of his first landing, as a 



tūrangawaewae foundation, where his people could make a 
stand, in a new place in this new world, so rich with fish 
and shellfish and big game birds.  They multiplied and 
blended into an existing aboriginal population of Maoriori, 
and new hybrid communities of Maruiwi spread 
throughout the land.  
Long after Kupe returned to Tahiti, there followed other 
voyages to these mist-moistened islands in this faraway 
southern ocean. Chieftain Toi, Toitehuatahi, Toi the Lone 
Born, Toikairākau, Toi the Wood Eater, came angry, in 
search of his grandson, to Kupe’s large peninsula, now 
called Te Tara-o-te-ika-a-Maui, the Barb of the Fish of 
Maui. The sunshine poured into their eyes, and soaked into 
their bones. Toi’s warriors clashed with the Maruiwi, and 
penetrated north, renaming the cape Te Paeroa-o-Toi, the 
long mountain ridge of Toi. They developed a taste for 
bracken fern root, and lit the spreading fires of Tamatea, a 
descendent of Toi, to encourage its growth. But the flames 
failed to recognize the boundaries of the fern plains and 
raupo swamps and valleys and green-walled rimu and 
kahikatea forest ranges, and ran through them all 
indiscriminately, shimmering and quivering in the sun 
dazzle, until the landscape changed, and the large birds 
roasted in the carnage. They burned down half the forest, 
flushing out the flightless, and then searched in vain for 
the quick regrowth of young shoots that would have 
occurred on the warm Polynesian islands they had come 
from. Again, the newcomers interbred with the mix of 
Maruiwi, and became the dominant Te Tini-o-Toi, the 
Myriads of Toi. 
Tama remembered the biggest story that Atamai had 
passed to him, the oral tradition of almost two hundred 
people in seven canoes, on the last Great Fleet migration 
from Hawaiki. He remembered the names of the revered 
vessels the Matatua, the Takimu, the Kurahaupo, the 
Tokomaru, the Marawhaorua, and the two most important in 
the history of his own iwi, the Tainui and the Arawa. 



The Tainui canoe carried the future enemies of his own 
people, family groups that would form the five distinct 
tribes of the Marutūahu confederation, the Ngāti Rongoū 
and Ngāti Tamaterā and Ngāti Whanaunga and Ngāti 
Maru and Ngāti Pāoa, who would exterminate many of the 
Myriads of Toi, and interbreed with the rest, asserting a 
new mana whenua authority over the land and its resources, 
and mana moana authority over the sea and its resources. 
Tama’s forefathers arrived in the Arawa at Te 
Kauriwaiatua, the top of the peninsula Te Paeroa-o-Toi, 
commanded by Tamatekapua, and sailing master Hei. 
When Tamatekapua died, he was buried on Kupe’s large 
distant mountain where the coastline vanished, afterwards 
called Te Moengahau-o-Tamatekapua, the windy sleeping 
place of Tamatekapua, or more simply, Te Moehau. Windy 
sleep. The people of his grandson Huarere became the 
Hauraki Ngāti Huarere on the island of Waiheke, and the 
western coast of the peninsula, but were ultimately 
destroyed by the Tainui. The last chief of the Ngati-Huarere, 
Ruamano is dead. Along the beaches around Mount Moehu he was 
chased, mile after mile, till at last he was caught and went to 
darkness... Over at Waiau crowds gathered in the great central 
stronghold of Arikatahi, and were slain. We Ngati Hei remain, as 
allies. 
Where the commander of the Arawa and his people had 
gone west, his navigator, Hei, and his people had migrated 
southeast, down the long coastline to settle at Maketu on 
Te Moana a Toi, the Sea of Toi. Gradually, they were 
increasingly raided by Tainui, when resources became 
more scarce. In one assault, when the sacred Arawa canoe 
was burned to the waterline, Hei built and launched a new 
vessel, back to the peninsula, first at Hahei, and later into 
the broad harbour of Whitianga Nui a Kupe. Here from 
their intermarriage with the descendents of Kupe and Toi, 
and the tuku whenua slaves that came later, did the Ngāti 
Hei claim mana whenua to land from Whangapoua in the 
north, to Whangamata in south, and eighty fortified Pā 



sites spread out over 1300 square kilometers along the 
eastern coast of Kupe’s peninsula. 
Atamai taught Tama that the Ngāti Hei were the ‘original 
owners and vassals of the soil,’ and that Hei’s last resting 
place was in a cave on Motutere, the ‘floating island’ 
named by Ruamano, before he was caught and went to 
darkness. No one would dare climb the summit once dusk 
had come because of the large hostile tribes of tiny 
patupaiarehe spirit beings, with red-gold hair and fair 
complexions, who concealed themselves in the fog that 
swathed the deep forests and mountaintops, from which 
they distilled their water. Atamai said you could hear their 
singing and flute music in the dense bush, if you listened 
carefully, on misty days and dark nights. For this and 
another reason, Atamai said, you never whistled after 
midnight, or the ghosts would whistle back. He warned 
Tama of predatory deepwater demons, of the witchcraft 
the tohunga wizards used to control the tribe, the deaths 
they caused, and the sorcery they performed, even against 
those already bones. Some tohunga were so sacred, they 
could not profane their hands with food, and had to be fed 
by others. 
What Atamai tried to give Tama, more than anything, was 
his identity, welded to the special land his ancestors had 
fought so hard to secure. 
“This is your tūrangawaewae, this is Ōpito.” He would say, 
opening his arms over the weathered yellow jarosite cliffs 
and sweeping crescent beach, linked by two umbilical-
shaped headlands. And the flax blades would rustle their 
approval in the wind. Atamai explained the legend behind 
how the ‘joining up of navels’ became the name of his bay.  
 
‘A chief of the areas had two wives who gave birth to boys 
at the same time. Because of the intense rivalry between 
them he decided to separate the pairs by building separate 
birth houses, one at Tokarahui, at the northern extremity 
of the beach, and the other at the south end. When the 



children were born, both male, he performed the usual tohi 
rites of removing the navel cords from each, but in order 
to reconcile the differences between his wives, he joined 
both ends together and strung them along the shore. By 
means of this attachment the two navel-shaped headlands 
were linked by the beach.’ 
 
Directly behind the beach was Tahanga Mountain, two 
hundred metres high, where Atamai’s slaves had worked 
the basalt into the best adzes and chisels and fishhooks 
and harpoon points and pendants in the southern sea. 
Together with the obsidian they chipped from the rocks of 
the offshore Whakau islands, and except for the very rare 
jade weapons and tools and adornments that came up 
from the great southern island of Te Waipounamu, the 
Waters of Greenstone, the Ngāti Hei produced the best 
stone-age implements in Aotearoa. 
At the eastern tip of the two-kilometer long beach, 189 
steps high on the headland, rose the strong earthwork 
fortress of the Ōpito Pā. Three defensive trench rows of 
sharpened manuka posts at three-foot intervals, lashed to 
cross pieces and firmly imbedded in the ground, wound 
along crests of sloped glacis, with flanking angles 
distributed along the face and at the corners. Each trench 
was pitted with several funnel-shaped earth storehouses 
filled with kumara. The great walls of the double palisade 
of tree trunks at the top of the hill, staked with cross rails 
and tied with split supplejack withes and strong forest 
vines, were wide enough for two men to walk abreast. 
The massive red gateway was carved grotesque and 
fantastic with large monsters of the human face divine, 
distinguished by iridescent rainbow oval abalone shell eyes, 
tongues lolling out of wooden mouths, distorted and 
misshapen arms and legs, and scroll-worked tattoos and 
post adornments, all fringed with waving feathers of wood 
pigeons and brown parrots. A smaller gateway opened 
more obtrusively, to deal with any challenge.  



Inside was a village of meanly thatched smoky huts, each 
fenced with manuka stakes and thick brushwood, one of 
which belonged to Atamai and Hinemoa, and their only 
child Tama. His mother was always pressing on his nose, 
to make him more handsome. Other houses within the 
citadel served specialized purposes— inside the sacred 
Whare Maire, Ngāti Hei tohunga taught history and 
genealogy; in the Whare Mata, dedicated to Tāne, god of 
the forests, Atamai’s people learned how making bird traps 
and snares; the Whare Tapere was a house of pleasure and 
games for young children, and women learned the art of 
weaving, inside the Whare Pora.  
Their ancestors had brought paper mulberry with them 
from Hawaiki, but here it grew poorly and was useless as 
bark clothing.  
Instead, the women learned to weave flax. The leaves were 
stripped with mussel shells, soaked and battered with stone 
pounders to soften the fibres, spun by rolling the thread 
against their legs, and hand woven by plaiting and weft-
twining. Sometimes the muka was dyed by immersing the 
fibres in coprosma bark to make them yellow, celery pine 
bark to turn them tan, or iron salt-saturated mud to turn 
them black. The colours were set by rolling the dyed muka 
in potash.  
Both men and women wore much the same kind of 
clothing. The women wore a basic frontal apron with a 
patterned border, sometimes with a many-stranded belt of 
long plaited fibres, tied around the waist. Men had kilts, 
secure by more ornately plaited string-tied belts. Tama’s 
had a stepped design, signifying the growth of man, 
striving ever upwards, on a stairway to heaven. Atamai’s 
had a woven pattern of stars, two alternating colours 
between every stitch, intended to represent his iwi’s intent 
to survive through striving to have a whanau as large as the 
number of stars in the Milky Way. 
Everyone had flax or cabbage-tree leaf rectangular rain 
cape, but only Atamai wore a dogskin cloak of great mana, 



with strips of white-haired skin of various lengths sewn on 
with fine bone needles and tassels taken from the 
underside of the dog’s tail, which immediately identified 
Tama’s father as a rangatira chief. His hair was twisted into 
a topknot, adorned with a bone comb. Tufts of albatross 
decorated his salt and pepper beard, surfacing in front of 
and below his full facial moko tattoo. A huai tail hung from 
his left ear. Around his neck he wore a bone fishhook in 
honour of Maui. Atamai, in very existence, was a perfect 
storm of ferocity and nobility. 
Hinemoa wore her hair short, dressed with red ochre clay 
and extracted plant oils. She wore feather earrings and a 
basalt hei-tiki around her neck. Almost everyone went 
barefoot, except when crossing rocky ground, when they 
wore flax sandals. Children did without any sort of 
clothing until they reached the age of ten.  
The climate was gentle, cicada days hot, the nights full of 
stars. Atamai called them nga whetu hari kai mai, the stars 
that bring food here, for there was no shortage of either. 
Even though their ancestors had wiped out the seal lion 
and elephant seal rockeries within a century, and all the big 
game in less than fifty years later, they still had an 
impressive food chain to sustain them. There were hinua 
and tawa and poisonous karaka berries (so many died 
trying to make them edible) and shiny black tutu berries, 
the delicious juice from which had to be strained ever so 
carefully, because the toxin in the seeds and footstalks was 
lethal. Hinemoa boiled it with a type of seaweed to make a 
jelly, served cold. 
There was kumara, the symbol of peace, and bracken root, 
the emblem for war. And taro and cabbage tree root and 
the pithy hearts of nikau palm. On the beach, they 
gathered pipis and cockles and limpets and green-lipped 
mussels, and just offshore the men crayfish and scallops 
and snapper and kahawhai and dolphins and pilot whales, 
while the women sliced the flaps off the stingrays with 
manuka stick spears. The tribe caught rats and wood 



pigeon and tui and kaka, and whitebait in the streams, and 
silver eels four feet long and as thick as a man’s leg in eel-
traps made of closely woven mingimingi creeper, or in great 
V-shaped weirs in the marsh runways. They brought grey-
faced petrel muttonbirds from the offshore islands of Te 
Ahuahu and Whakau, and preserved them in their own fat 
in large gourds wrapped with flax, or bags of kelp. With a 
combination of mobile farming and hunting-gathering, and 
seasonal procurement and preservation and storage, the 
Ngāti Hei were living in paradise. And if all that didn’t 
provide enough sustenance, and sometimes even when it 
did, there was one more source of protein they could 
indulge in, whenever the occasion would arise. 
Tama was awake now, on a stream that he knew as a 
young boy. Under the tree fern canopy overhead, under 
the shrill whine of the cicadas, grateful to be alive, he 
recited his whakapapa to his most remote ancestor, in 
defiance. 
 
‘Ka tangi te tītī, Ka tangi te kākā, Ka tangi hoki ahau. Ko 
Tahanga te māunga. Ko Opito te awa. Ko Te Arawa te waka. Ko 
Kupe tōku tīpuna. Ko Ngāti Hei tōku iwi. Ko Nga Kairūri tōku 
hapū. Ko Ōpito tōku marae Nō Opito ahau Ko Atamai rāua ko 
Hinemoa ōku mātua. Ko Tama tōku ingoa. Kahore ahau e atu te 
kāinga. I whanau ahau he tino me whakapono ahau kia 
whakamatea tika kino.’ 
 
‘As the grey-faced petrel voices its presence, as the parrot 
voices its presence, so too do I. My mountain is Tahanga. 
My river is Ōpito. My waka is Te Arawa. My founding 
ancestor is Kupe. My tribe is Ngāti Hei. My sub-tribe is 
Nga Kairūri. My marae is Ōpito. I am from Ōpito. My 
parents are Atamai and Hinemoa. My name is Tama. I 
have no other home. I was born a chief and believe in the 
right to kill evil.’ 
 



And then Tama declared the distinguished proverb of his 
tribe. 
 
‘Ngāti Hei moumou kai, moumou taonga, moumou tangata ki te 
Po.’ 
 
‘The Ngāti Hei, extravagant with food, with precious 
things, and with human life.’ 
 
Water and wind and earth and fire. It had been all here, 
and all his. And then it was gone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
               ‘For my slasher is all rusty and my axe handle’s 
broke, 



                I’ve laid them both down behind the whare 
door. 
                For the rata and the rimu have got so mighty 
tough, 
                That I really cannot chop them anymore.’ 
                                                                   The Dying 
Bushman 
 
Friday, 11 January, 1889  
Waxing gibbous moon 
Mercury Bay 
 
THE SMELL OF sweat and sour burlap stuck in his 
throat. Asleep in his escape, Billy’s mind took him as far 
away as it could, back where it all began, at Milsons Point 
in New South Wales, across from Sydney Cove, where the 
first European settlement was established sixty years 
before he was born. His father, George, had come out 
from St. Giles in England, and worked as a shipwright in 
Willoughby, until he emigrated again with his wife, Maria, 
and the youngest three of their thirteen children, to 
Dunedin, at the beginning of the Otago Gold rush in 1861.  
Gold, according to the Aussie colonial minstrel of the 
time, Charles Thatcher, was ‘the great friend of the masses, 
mainstay of the classes, grand aim of the lasses, and ruin of 
the asses.’ George Green, determined to be ruined, lasted 
six years in a tent with his family, before leaving them for 
another strike, much further north, on Kupe’s North 
Island peninsula. 
 
                                 ‘The richest reefs of Bendigo 
                                  They say can’t hold a candle 
                                  Unto the claims at Driving Creek 
                                  Down there at Coromandel.’ 
                                                 Charles Thatcher, 1862 
 



It wasn’t Charlie Ring’s Coromandel discovery of 1852 
that George abandoned his family to chase, but William 
Hunt’s new ‘Shotover’ find, in a waterfall bed on the 
Kuranui stream near the Thames. 
                                
                          ‘Once you have searched for that metal, 
                           Once you’ve seen bright gold gleam in 
your pan, 
                           As you loused over gully and creek bed,  
                           You’re forever a prospecting man. 
 
                           Now my family will need me no longer, 
                           They’ve all grown up and all gone away, 
                           They’ve kids of their own, kids like they 
were,  
                           And I'm nearing the end of my day... 
 
                           So I'd like to go out just this last time, 
                           To see what an old bloke can do, 
                           Just to wander around and try places, 
                           And my needs are simple and few. 
 
                           Some tools and a pack full of tucker, 
                           A billy, a pot, and a pan, 
                           Then I'll go where the wanderlust wills 
me, 
                           For at heart I’m a prospecting man.’ 
                                         Tod Symons, A Prospecting Man 
 
Billy, now 18, was on the Gabriel’s Gully diggings when he 
found out about the desertion, and quit the same day, to 
follow his father’s trail north. But George hadn’t realized 
that the gold on the Coromandel peninsula was very 
different from the colour being mined in the South Island. 
Here it was locked up in the quartz, requiring big money, 
and expertise far beyond the capacity of alluvial miners, to 
extract. George had arrived at the hard future of hard rock 



mining in Shortland. Within a year Grahamstown, the 
Thames township one mile north, would explode into 
18,000 inhabitants, a hundred hotels and three theatres, 
and the batteries would crush rocks and dreams all day and 
night, six days a week (And then, on Sunday, no one could 
sleep because the clamor didn’t thunder up and down the 
valleys, and into their slumber). 
In 1867, at the age of 57 years, George Green was an old 
man. He could still shovel gravel in a stream, but it was too 
difficult for him to pound into a quartz vein with a 
pickaxe, inside a deep dark mineshaft, ankle deep in water, 
all day long. Everyone in the Thames had figured that out 
except George. Billy caught up with his father at Captain 
Butt’s Shortland Hotel, in the mud of Pollen Street. Inside 
could have been a grog shanty theme park ride for Charles 
Darwin’s opinion of the entire country. It is not a pleasant 
place... and the greater part of the English are the very refuse of 
society. 
“I thought you’d off prospecting somewhere.” Billy said. 
“It’s all claimed out, and what ain’t claimed out, is all hard 
rock hard labour.” Said George. 
“What do you reckon you’ll do?” Billy asked.  
“Timber framing.” He said. “Either here in town or on the 
Kauri dams.” 
“Just as hard yakka.” 
“Listen boy.” George said. “I used to be a shipwright. 
Besides, you see those miners tents at the end of the road. 
They’ll soon be wanting something better. It’s either 
timber or mining, and I’m afraid my mining days are done. 
How ’bout you?” 
“I’m thinking of hiring on as a kauri faller.” Billy said. 
“Wouldn’t do that if I were you.” It had come from 
behind him. 
“What business is it of yours, friend?” Billy turned. The 
voice belonged to young man dressed a little better that he 
expected. 



“None.” Said the stranger. “If you’d rather the permanent 
smell of a mutton greased chute, or be run over by rolling 
log road or bullock team, or end up drowned and crushed 
on the wrong side of a wishbone trip dam, or die at the 
end of a 12-foot saw in the damp of the ranges.” 
“Instead of what?” Billy asked. The young man got up 
from his chair, and extended a hand. 
“Lemuel Bagnall.” He said. Billy shook his hand, as did 
George. 
“My father’s name is George as well.” Said Lemuel. “He 
was a boat builder in Prince Edward Island.” 
“I was a shipwright in New South Wales.” George said. 
“That’s what you said.” Lemuel remarked.  
“And what were you going to say?” Asked George. Lemuel 
stared out the window. 
“My father and my brothers and I have leased a workshop 
down in Turua, from the Hauraki Sawmill Company.” He 
said. “It’s located on some low-lying level land in the delta 
between the Waihou and Piako rivers, on deep water close 
to the bank. The forest is close enough to allow logs to be 
brought by tramway from the bush to the mill. We’re 
looking for good keen men to cut the timber.” 
“What was all that about not being a kauri faller, then?” 
Billy asked. 
“It’s not kauri we’re cutting.” He said. “It’s kahikatea.” 
Captain Cook had originally discovered the great Turua 
forest. He measured one 500 year-old tree, almost twenty 
feet 8 inches in circumference, six feet off the ground, 
ninety feet from its buttressed base to the first branch, and 
double that in height. It was straight as an arrow and tapered but 
little in proportion to its height: so I judged there were 356 cubic feet 
of timber in it, exclusive of the branches. As we advanced we saw 
many others that looked still larger. 
“White pine?” George asked. “Not as good timber as kauri 
or totara. What would you use it for?” 
“Boat building planks, casks, kegs.” Lemuel said. “And 
butter.” 



“Butter?” Billy asked. 
“Very soon we’ll have refrigerated ships to export our 
dairy.” Said Lemuel. “Kahikatea is lightweight and clean, 
and has no odour. We’ll make boxes strong enough to ship 
60 lb slabs of the stuff.” George and Billy looked at each 
other. 
“You can both come.” Lemuel said. Which was how Billy 
Green and his father found themselves in the employ of 
Lemuel’s father, Mr. George Bagnall, who was also busy 
hiring other bushmen of various skills and experience— 
axemen and cross-cutters, jackers and bullock drivers, road 
makers and tramline-layers, and a camp cook, all eventually 
living together in a sheltered shanty bunkhouse between 
the Waihou and Piako rivers.  
Billy and his father had staked out a large rectangle for the 
sleeping bunks and dining hall and cookhouse, replaced 
with strong posts, cut and sunk in to the ground at 
intervals of several feet. Slim poles were squared and 
nailed horizontally to the posts three-feet apart. The men 
felled a kauri, split it into ten-foot palings, and nailed them 
an inch apart perpendicular to the poles around three 
sides, and the gaps overlapped with more long slabs, until 
the walls were windproof. 
The roof was framed with a ridgepole and small saplings, 
and thatched with nikau palm leaves. The wooden 
chimney was gigantic, twenty feet deep, and took up the 
full width of the entire fourth wall, the dimensions of a 
separate room. The outer wall was covered in the same 
kauri palings, which slanted up to within three feet of the 
top, leaving a long narrow aperture, which let the smoke 
out and kept out the rain. A large ‘back-log’ was placed to 
create a cooking fireplace, in a space shared with wet 
clothes, drying in the dreary weather. Cooking utensils, 
kerosene tins, pots and camp ovens, hung on a long pole 
the width of the shanty. The single door of the shanty was 
constructed with a doorpost fitted into the hollow end of a 



bottle sunk into the ground as a hinge. And then they cut 
the forest around them. 
By November of 1880, he Bagnalls of Turua had a thriving 
business milling kahikatea, with two camps of seventy 
men. Iron rail tracks had been laid into the active logging 
areas, as felling moved back from the rivers. Billy and his 
father had grown adept at scarfing and sawing and felling 
the big timber, and using handspikes and come-along 
timber jacks to maneuver the logs onto the horse-drawn 
trucks that would take the fruits of their labour down a 
rolling road to the tramline, and then to the mill. The logs 
in the second camp were rolled into the river, and rafted 
down on the tide. The Maoris had used kahikatea wood 
for making bird spears, its heartwood soot for traditional 
tattooing pigment, and the koroi fleshy arils as an 
important food source, served in great amounts at feasts. 
Turua meant ‘twice seen,’ referring to reflections in the 
river. But there were no room for reflections in a river of 
logs.  
The Bagnall bush was thick, and the work, although 
nothing like the hazards of logging on the wet kauri 
hillsides, was still hard and dangerous. True, there was no 
danger from smoldering chute fires or stubborn trip dams 
that failed to release, or even worse, sudden tsunamis or 
hundreds of massive kauri logs exploding into millions of 
flying splinters, when the success came premature. Still, the 
newspapers were full of stories about disasters in the 
forests of the flatlands— men crushed by falling trees, 
‘widow maker’ branches dropping in the only lethal way 
their hosts could retaliate, sawmill machinery coming apart 
through the safety guards that didn’t exist, and other 
opportunities for ghastly disasters. 
It was in one of those ‘painful accidents’ that George 
Green met his end. He and Billy and Jimmy Mann, another 
faller, were draying timber from the bush, when a log came 
off the skids causing the truck to come off the tramway, 
halfway to the river. Jimmy went back and called for 



George and Billy to help put the log back on the truck, and 
the truck back on the rails. George used two timber jacks 
to reposition the log but, while trying to place the 
conveyance back on the tracks, the massive trunk dropped 
suddenly. 
“Look out!” His mates called to him. 
“Oh.” Said George. It was all he had time for. Billy saw his 
father’s head, jammed between the fallen log and a tree 
stump. He could see it was crushed and ran for help. 
Other men from his crew used their own come-alongs to 
timber jack the log off, but it was too late. They 
constructed a crude stretcher to carry George’s mutilated 
body to the riverbank, where he was placed on a boat and 
taken to Kopu wharf, where a spring cart was procured to 
take him to the dead house.   
The painful tidings were telegraphed to Billy’s mother in 
Dunedin. George’s remains followed in a roundabout 
fashion, first via the steamer Rotomahana to Auckland, then 
a freighter to Christchurch, and the final leg of the journey 
by the railway completed just two years earlier. Billy quit 
logging the day his father died.  
The day after that, Billy was scrambling to find work, to 
support his mother, and his two young sisters who were 
still at home. What he didn’t know, was that two years 
earlier, the City Bank of Glasgow had collapsed, leading to 
a credit contraction in London, which reduced financing 
available to New Zealand, which bottomed out the prices 
in European markets for the colony’s two staple products 
of wool and wheat. Prime Minister Julius Vogel’s prior 
extensive borrowing of £20,000,000, for his welfare society 
capital projects of the 1870s, turned the slump into a 
calamity, causing unemployment, family distress, ragged children 
and exploited women workers, general business collapse, a crash in 
the property market, a ten-year banking crisis, bankruptcies and 
unstable ministries.  
Over the next decade, Billy worked several low wage jobs, 
just to make ends meet. He hammered nails in Dunedin in 



the early 1880’s, labouring for the builders of the Sussex 
Hotel, Chapman’s Terrace, the Victoria Foundry, the City 
Boot Palace, and Luigi Boldini’s Moray Place Synagogue. 
He sold timber for A. Tapper & Co., at prices that defy 
competition, and then, as the bite of the Long Depression 
took hold on the neck of the colony, he drove coach for 
Cobb & Co., which pulled him right back into the faerie 
dust and weather extremes of the gold diggings.  
 
        ‘They say I am a drifter knocking aimlessly about, 
         Haunting towns and cities and the stations further 
out, 
         You’ll meet me on the bush tracks by the campfire’s 
warm glow, 
         As a roving star keeps leading wheree’er I have to go. 
 
         But I’m drifting, always drifting, as the ocean sand is 
shifting, 
         Tramping forever on my way. 
         I’m searching, always searching, for a dream that’s 
slowly fading, 
         Tramping forever and a day.’ 
                             C.H. Winter/Phil Garland, The Homeless 
Drifter 
 
There were two seasons in the Central Otago, winter and 
flooding. When the rivers froze, one side to the other, 
Billy’s washing would hang on the line for a week, frozen 
stiff. He lived in a dwelling of calico on poles, and burned 
speargrass and thorny matagouri to cook and keep warm, 
because he couldn’t afford to buy coal. The money he 
made from what little gold he found went back to his 
mother, until he didn’t have to send it anymore. All he 
found out was that she had something in a breast that 
shouldn’t have been living there. His youngest sister had 
just married and left home, and Billy was all there was in 
his own world.  



The universe had contracted around him, in his time on 
the Otago goldfields. There had been news from the 
North Island. He knew of the Mount Tarawera eruption, 
and the obliteration of the Pink and White Terraces, and 
153 people. He was told that old George Bagnall had also 
passed on, and the Lemuel and the other sons had turned 
the kahikatea business into a thriving company. He heard 
tell that the ‘floating island’ of Castle Rock had become a 
notorious whiskey hideout in the Coromandel. He learned 
of the sacked bushman who set fire to the eastern coast of 
the peninsula, and the abandonment of logging there 
(although kauri dams were still bursting on the Waiwawa 
river side, roaring down to Mercury Bay). But the nugget 
that moved him most was word of the new gold 
discoveries at Kuaotunu, just north of there.  
Billy worked his passage on the 93-ton schooner, Jessie 
Nicol, heading back to Mercury Bay from Dunedin. After 
his seasickness responded well to several doses of Captain 
McKenzie’s peppermint, he learned to use his knife for 
eating peas. Billy’s first early morning view of Mercury Bay 
was as breathtaking as, and not much altered from, that 
which Captain Cook had seen, when he arrived to observe 
the transit of that planet, 120 years earlier.  
The glow on the land retained some of its primeval aspect, 
irregular ranges of steep hills pegged with an outline of 
pohutukawas, filled with a luxuriance of tree ferns and 
teatree and leathery pukas and veronicas and olearia daisy 
bushes and trailing pink succulent ice plants and 
coprosmas, all tortured and wounded with raw landslip 
patches where the kauris used to be, bald banks of bare red 
and dull lilac clays, like the cuts and sores and excoriations 
on some old animal’s skin. Large lizards basked in the sun, 
and fat muttonbirds rested in their nooks. Smoke columns 
rose from every gumdigger encampment in the hills.  
The bay entrance was studded with picturesque islets that 
had no business there, including twin rocks right in the 
middle, home to hundreds of seabirds, asleep on one leg, 



and a 60-foot high Hole-in-the-Wall archway of 
conglomerate rock. To the south was Captain Cook’s 
Oyster River filled with cockles and crabs, among gnarled 
tidal mud mangroves. On the port side stood the pale 
sandstone Shakespeare Cliff, furrowed in a rough image of 
the bard’s face.  
The settlement of Mercury Bay, larger than Billy had 
expected, lay at the head of the bay on level ground, and at 
its junction with the river, where several vessels of the 
American White Fleet and smaller kauri scows were 
loading. 
“The H.M.S. Buffalo is under here somewhere.” Remarked 
Captain McKenzie. “Merchantman of 850 tons. Part from 
her cables and capsized in the surf during a three-day gale 
in 1840. The Maoris used some of her wood for their 
fence and figurehead gateway, there.” Billy looked along 
the strand, and across the harbour of floating logs. 
 
               ‘Come all you jolly seamen bold and listen to my 
song,  
                I’ll have you pay attention and I’ll not detain you 
long, 
                Concerning of a voyage to New Zealand we did 
go, 
                For to cut some lofty spars to load the Buffalo.’ 
                                      Anonymous, The Voyage of the 
Buffalo 
 
“Telephone Peak.” The Captain pointed to a wire, 
extending from the gigantic sawmill to a pole on the 
summit of a high cone of worn sandstone on a basalt base, 
like some Spanish cathedral built over an Incan temple. 
“Goes all the way to Tairua.” A backdrop of craggy 
summits and dark grey blancmange rocks extruded from 
their cake tins, verdant slopes of pohutukawa and slender 
rewarewa honeysuckle and leucopogon and ferns and 
perpetual streams, falling into hidden basins. But Billy’s 



attempt to take all this in, was thwarted by the roar and 
racket of the steam-powered mill, the revolutions of saws 
and wheels, eating the last groans of the kauri giants. He 
tried to read what McKenzie was saying now, but even his 
strong voice was lost in a mime of jaw and chin and 
mouth. 
The Jessie Nicol made landfall at Captain Cook’s old stone 
jetty. Billy bid the captain farewell and Godspeed, hoisted 
his swag, and tramped through narrow passages filled with 
tramways and lined with the dwellings of mill employees, 
every step springing off several feet of sawdust. Children 
played in the stuff, and dogs buried their bones in it, tails 
parked between their legs to avoid any awakening 
machinery. Thick boards stared at Billy on all sides, great 
stacks of timber in every direction, the final remnants of 
an ancient forest. He waved to a local sawyer. 
“How far is it to Kuaotunu?” Billy asked. 
“That depends.” Said the man. 
“On what?” Billy asked. 
“On whether you’re a crow or not.” He said. Two other 
mill-workers pitched in, and drew Billy a map of the eleven 
miles to the new goldfields.  
He thanked the men, and headed north along the maritime 
flax and rushes and plume grass of Buffalo Beach, past the 
last shanties, on a horse track over his first hill of teatree 
and narrow-leaf dogwood, to the gentle curving beach of 
Mr. C.M.H. Simpson’s farm. He forded the Ake Ake 
stream, and continued up a narrow trail walled in by a 
fragrant forest canopy of straight-barreled totara and 
towering ratas and the sheltering sky. Billy’s limbs had to 
reach around trunks of massive kauri still thrusting out of 
ridges and gullies, and sheer precipices below.  High above 
him, in their crowns, came the calls of tuis and parakeets 
and kakas, and the hails of kauri gum climbers who scarred 
the trunks and stewed the wild pigeons who shared their 
boughs. 



In a magnificent late Coromandel spring, Billy reached the 
summit of Whau Whau hill. The cicadas were loud and 
rhythmic and filled the valleys around him. Tara ra ta ki ta 
ki ta... Tara ra ta ki ta ki ta...  
But there was a lower-frequency hum that buzzed on the 
top of the cacophony, in the bush off to his right. It was 
the flies that caught his senses first. And then the smell. 
 
 
 
    ‘There’s ample room in this land of boom to make a 
mint of gold... 
     So to turn and honest penny, lead an upright life and 
free, 
     Ere a man be wed to any, ’tis a digger he should be’ 
                                                         Arthur Eversley 1889 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
‘The first European to find NZ was a Dutch sea-captain 
who was looking for something else... It takes its name 
from a province of Holland to which it does not bear the 
remotest likeness, and is usually regarded as the antipodes 
of England, but is not. Taken possession of by an English 
navigator, whose action was afterwards reversed by his 
country's rulers, it was only annexed by the English 
Government which did not want it, to keep it from the 
French who did.’ 



                                                                     William 
Pember Reeves, 1898 
     
 
Thursday, 15 December, 2011  
Waning gibbous moon 
Nanaimo, British Columbia 
 
Dreams dazzle-danced on the back of his eyelids. He 
thought it was the sun reflecting on the sand, but found 
himself looking down at a pair of black galoshes, 
contrasted against the white glare of the ice and snow, left 
by the blizzard. His face was framed with the fur lining of 
his parka hood. The wind wailed like the timber wolf must 
have howled, in his loss of it. 
Dr. Sababa looked down a lot when he was young, along 
the rocky trail above the silver onion bulbs and crooked 
crosses of the Ukrainian church, on his way to school. It 
was on this trail that he was bullied and beaten by the 
jocks, for his interest in science rather than sports. It was 
here he decided to get away from here, through his interest 
in science. 
He remembered the day his high school physics teacher 
made the announcement in class, that one of their own 
had been accepted into M.I.T., and how proud they should 
all feel. He remembered their resentment, and how they 
shunned him for his audacity. Dr. Sababa banished himself 
from his hometown long before he left it.  
The crunch his boots made, on the winter trails of 
Northwestern Ontario, gave way to the mushy slushy 
sound of the half frozen streets of Boston. Dr. Sababa lost 
himself in the premed pain of a double major. There were 
only so many medical school positions for nerds, and Dr. 
Sababa could barely contend with the academic rivalry. 
Competing classmates sabotaged his organic chemistry 
experiments, and forged their own grades with deceit. Dr. 
Sababa did well enough to get into medical school, but had 



to return to Canada because the cost of tuition in the 
American universities he had been accepted at was an 
order of magnitude higher. 
At first his heart wasn’t in it. Most of his classmates were 
Upper Canada elites, and suspected him of some kind of 
treachery for having attended an American college. Dr. 
Sababa had already done the physiology and biochemistry, 
and found the anatomy sessions medieval. He allowed 
himself the indulgence of a social life, at which he excelled. 
His first year results came with a warning, which wasn’t 
really necessary, because he began to enjoy his courses as 
they became more clinically relevant. By his clinical 
clerkship fourth year, he knew he wanted to specialize in 
Internal Medicine, and he did his internship accordingly. 
With a general medical license he escaped to hitchhike 
around the world for five years, before returning to 
complete his training.  
It had been on this Sababa sabbatical that he met Jane, at 
3:00 a.m. in a departure lounge in the Cairo Airport. She 
was from New Zealand. They travelled northern India and 
trekked the Annapurna circuit in Nepal together, before 
Jane flew back to Auckland, and he continued on through 
China, before meeting her again in Tasmania, where and 
he did a locum, and their love for each other deepened. 
She followed him back to Canada in the northern summer, 
a few short weeks after he moved into an old walkup 
apartment above a convenience store. It had southern light 
and thick oak trim, a clawfoot bathtub, and a fireplace. He 
painted the walls eggshell white and decorated the space 
with what came out of the boxes he had sent home on his 
world odyssey. When he wasn’t working or studying, Jane 
and Dr. Sababa split their time between lying in front of 
the fireplace in their apartment, or the one at his parents’ 
cottage on the lake. She had no idea how cold and how 
long a Canadian prairie winter was. Except for her 
affection, and the Aurora Borealis and cross-country skiing 
on odd weekends, she would have gone back to New 



Zealand. When spring arrived, they got married in the 
apartment above the convenience store. Jane’s parents flew 
up from down under. Dr. Sababa had just finished a 
grueling two months of an ICU rotation, and woke up in a 
room full of friends and relatives. They escaped to Islas 
Mujeres for their honeymoon. Jane discovered ceviche and 
siestas. The sun and white sand and pescado empanizado 
made her homesick.  
After Dr. Sababa had finished his specialty training, he and 
Jane moved west, to a medium-sized town on Vancouver 
Island. They bought a few acres of paddock on a lake at 
the foot of a mountain, and planted trees and gardens and 
a vineyard. Dr. Sababa had a busy practice, on call at the 
regional hospital one night in four. The phone rang 
incessantly, but he was young and enthusiastic, and thrived 
on the adrenalin and the challenge. Can you dance with the 
devil in the pale moonlight? 
Jane started a dance school with two ballet buddies, 
volunteered for the local arts festival, and organized the 
design and construction of their new house on the 
lakeshore. 
They had dogs instead of children, and dogsitters to mind 
them, on their month-long adventures to exotic 
destinations, once a year when Dr. Sababa could get time 
off. At home they hosted wine dinners, and relatives, some 
from back east and some from the Antipodes. 
Jane didn’t need to go home in those early days. Her life 
was full and inspired, and everyone there was doing well. 
But gradually, instead of exotic destinations, they went 
back to New Zealand, their hearts doing the splits across 
the southern sea. 
Which was how Jane, one cold and rainy winter night on 
the island lakeshore, found the Bolthole. Dr. Sababa 
bought it, sight unseen. Their first glimpse of it came at 
the end of the month-long sabbatical, after Tahiti and 
Easter Island, and the challenging navigation from 
Auckland to get there. 



There had been seven years of wonderful diversion, seven 
sweet annual arcs below the equator, before Dr. Sababa 
received his diagnosis. And there was no way to give it 
back. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
             
                           Chapter III.  
 



The Tattooing. — Billy Green arrives in Kuaotunu. — 
Highway 25 and the 309.      
 
 
                        ‘Ko te tengata ki mua, ko te whenua ki muri’ 
                                   First the men, then the land 
 
Rāhina, tekau mā iwa o Whiringa-ā-rangi kotahi mano 
whitu rau ono tekau mā whā   
(Monday, 19 November 1764)  
Waning crescent moon 
Ōpito Pā 
 
Tama remembered the day they came over the hill from 
the second beach. He had been a naked ten-year old boy 
when Atamai told him of how the Ngāpuhi were careening 
down the east coast of the peninsula, raiding every Ngāti 
Hei village on the way. When he asked his father if they 
would attack Ōpito, Atamai sighed, and stared off into the 
western sunset. 
Tama had already heard of the indignities perpetrated by 
the Ngāpuhi marauders, and their bellicose chieftain 
Arawa, wearing his necklace of shark teeth, determined to 
secure more land by obliterating the Ngāti Hei, their 
cemeteries and boundary markers, taking their women, 
changing the names of places, setting up altars, and 
lighting the burning fires of occupation and conquest. 
But Atamai had formulated a plan in an attempt to avoid 
the kind of destruction that was being visited on his Ngāti 
Hei relatives. 
Just as Arawa was laying waste to the next nearest village 
of Tuhuna Torea, Atamai sent emissaries. Two of his 
hundred warriors were dispatched over the hilltop at the 
end of the second beach, to sue for peace. It was a 
dangerous strategy. The appearance of the envoys would 
convince Arawa of Atamai’s weakness. But then, Arawa 
knew that in advance, from his interrogation of the Ngāti 



Hei he had conducted along his trail of terror down the 
east coast of the peninsula. He also knew of Atamai’s 
Tahanga mountain of basalt, and the superior adzes that 
traded from there. Arawa would have it with or without 
bloodshed. There was just that chance Atamai would take, 
for an opportunity to keep his villagers alive, and some of 
his authority intact. 
When his two warriors came over the last hill at dusk, 
Atamai could taste the fruit of his gamble. They told him 
that Arawa and his Ngāpuhi army would come at sunrise 
the next day, in peace. They were coming with two 
hundred armed warriors, twice as many as Atamai had, just 
in case. 
Tama heard Atamai and Hinemoa’s whispers in the night, 
for a while. The tension eventually brought silence— no 
morepork calls entered the night of the waning crescent 
moon. 
The hill Atamai’s emissaries had returned over turned pale 
blood orange at dawn. The distant ridgeline had grown a 
spine of Ngāpuhi toa, arms folded, leaning in to the shark-
toothed man in the middle, waiting. He nodded, and one 
of Arawa’s two hundred hurtled down the greywacke 
towards the Ōpito Pā. He was met outside the massive red 
gateway by one of Atamai’s stout men, who issued a 
challenge. 
“He kaka uia te kaha, nawai taua?” He asked. By who are we 
two. 
“E, na Rangi na Papa taua.” Said Arawa’s man. Oh, we both 
descend from the Sky Father and the Earth Mother. He gave his 
name and parentage, and then picked up the small manuka 
branch the stout man had placed before him.  
“Kia Ora.” Atamai’s stout man said, and pressed his nose 
against the stranger’s, and withdrew and shouted.  
“Kua takoto te manuka!” The leaves of the manuka tree have 
been laid down. And the gates opened, to reveal Atamai and 
his hundred, arms extended, faces distorted. An old 
woman behind them called to the ridgetop, and Arawa and 



his army began their descent to the marae. The mouths of 
the men of the Ngāti Hei were dry, and the swallow went 
out of them, as they gazed on the big muscular Ngāpuhi, 
darker from the northern sun, and their extensive complex 
tattoos, so good they moved about their faces.  
The ritual formalities continued as the warriors 
approached, and long after the noses of Arawa and Atamai 
had finally pressed together, at the main gate.  
“Naku te rourou nau te rourou ka ora ai te iwi.” The two 
chiefs said together. With your basket and my basket the people 
will live.  
Arawa carried his treasured nephrite mere, Kanohi Poenamu, 
this Eye of the Greenstone, polished in gleaming shades of 
luminescent greens— light greens and dark greens. 
Because there wasn’t enough room inside the meeting 
house, Arawa and the massive bulk of the Ngāpuhi seated 
themselves on the open space in front. Atamai gave a long 
welcome speech. His hand gestures were animated, 
projected from an inflated posture.  
On his signal, his stout man blew a long tight high note on 
a conch shell, and the most alluring of the young Ngāti 
Hei women began a series of poetic action songs and 
dances for the guests. Their hands quivered in cadence 
with the swaying of their hips and arms, an ephemeral 
harmonic expression of ancient Polynesian DNA. Each 
woman recreated the timing of the paddlers, provided on 
their ancestral long voyages, by the synchronous swinging 
of four raupo balls at the end of metre-long flax cords, 
slapping into all their palms in the same split second at the 
end of every convoluted arc.  
What their songs lacked in harmony was compensated for 
by rhythmic enthusiasm and agility, as they stamped their 
feet, and manipulated and threw pairs of carved thin sticks 
through the air and to each other.  
But the one dance the Ngāpuhi hadn’t expected to see 
from the women was an aggressive haka challenge, glaring 
and grimacing facial expressions, body percussion and 



threatening triple metre expostulations. This had been 
Hinemoa’s idea. The women continued into an assertive 
chant borrowed from the far northern kai tutae tribe, in 
which they vowed to eat every morsel of their enemy, 
including their feces. 
The shock of the display hit the heavily tattooed guests 
who had, up until this point, been more focused on the 
physical attributes of the dancers. They slid into bemused 
snickering, and then rolling laughter. 
Arawa barked an order, and the full brutish mass of a 
Ngāpuhi war party rose in unison, and took the field from 
the Ngāti Hei performers. They began in a dark black-blue 
crouch, and then exploded into an earsplitting earth-
shattering war cry, protruding tongues and eyeballs and 
menace, two hundred hulking fighters chanting hard 
consonants and short vowels, throwing hard-fisted hand 
movements, beating their pectorals and quadriceps, 
brandishing their fighting staffs and clubs, and stomping 
their enemies into the Ōpito dirt. 
 
 
                           Ka eke i te wiwi, ka eke i te wāwā! 
                                Te Tuturi... ki raro! wīwī ē 
                                Whiti Whiti... Toa! 
                                Whiti Whiti... Toa! 
                                Kā eke i te wīwī 
                                Kā eke i te wāwā 
                                Kā eke i te pāparahua 
                                I Tangitumu... huia 
                                Whaka eke... Whaka eke!... Hi! 
                                Wēku!..Wēku!.. Wekuweku mai te 
whiore! 
                                Toa! 
                                He puta koe ko te puta 
                                He puta aha te puta. 
                                He puta tohu te puta 
                                E rua nei ko te puta. 



                                Hi! 
                                Prepare to kneel... Commence! 
                                Rise up! Rise up!.. Be Brave! 
                                Rise up! Rise up!.. Be Brave! 
                                The outer palisade is breached. 
                                The second palisade is breached. 
                                The innermost palisade is breached. 
                                At Rangitumu 
                                Assemble! Victory is ours! 
                                Grab hold of the tail! 
                                Be brave! 
                                Now that you are here! 
                                Why are you here! 
                                For a good reason 
                                You are safe and victorious! 
                                Hi! 
 
Their last shout reverberated off Tahanga Mountain, and 
the silence that followed lasted a long time. 
The Ngāti Hei warriors were particularly impressed with 
the power and ferocity of the Ngāpuhi haka, and the virile 
strength and appearance of the men who had performed it. 
They welcomed the chance to be allied with such a tribe, 
and burned to sport the same tattooed aspect as these 
heavier northerners. They asked Atamai if he would 
inquire of Arawa, as to whether of not they could be 
adorned in the same manner. 
Arawa smiled, and returned the question as a concern 
about whether they would be able to endure the severe 
pain involved, in turning the their simple Ngāti Hei facial 
mokos of the into the sacred denser Ngāpuhi decorations 
on backs and buttocks and legs.  
Every one of Atamai’s men stuck out his chest and 
pointed at the spirals and the fish hooks, and the single 
and double twists and the spiritual guardians, and the 
embryos and the dog skin cloaks, and the fish scales and 
the whales teeth that leapt off the designs of the Ngāpuhi 



tattoos. All they could see was what they wanted. They had 
no idea of what they would have to go through to get 
there. Arawa told Atamai that, out of sheer coincidence, he 
had been accompanied on this mission by his tohunga ta 
moko tattoo specialist, Henare, and his assistant. After 
some low whispers between Arawa and his tohunga, 
Atamai was told that his tattooists would be willing to 
work unceasingly, until every Ngāti Hei warrior was 
inscribed and emblazoned in the manner of the Ngāpuhi. 
A hundred smiles beamed back at Atamai at the news. 
The Ngāti Hei women, meanwhile, were busy preparing a 
feast for the visitors. They asked the big dark men about 
their preferences. 
“He aha to kai?” They inquired. What is your food.  
“He para to kai ka taka nga hu o te whakairo.” If sweet fern 
root be it, then the tracings of your tattoo should move about your 
face. 
“Ngāti Hei.” Whispered one Ngāpuhi warrior to a 
companion, too low for anyone else to hear. 
The boiling steam from the hāngi earth oven smelled of 
smoke and sweetness, and soared out of the ground seven 
hours after its creation. Baskets of pipis and mussels, 
snapper and kahawhai and silver eels, wood pigeon and 
grey-faced petrel, and kumara, the symbol of peace, were 
hauled out off the wet flax and kelp above the hot rocks. 
Arawa made a speech of friendship and gratitude, and 
Atamai said much the same thing, before inviting everyone 
to share in the kai. Cooked fish and fowl passed among 
strange and familiar hands, and contentment floated over 
the peacemakers. The Ngāti Hei warriors looked forward 
to the next day, when Henare and his assistant would 
begin two days of nonstop tattooing them into Ngāpuhi 
brethren. Tama looked at the assembly of powerful men, 
and trembled. Atamai looked at Arawa and felt confident 
he had undertaken a wise strategy. And Arawa looked at 
Hinemoa, when no one was looking at him. 
 



 
    
 
    ‘God of his infinite 
mercy forefend... If New Zealand produces gold  
     it will be the property of the refined quintessence and  
     condensation of all the rascaldom of the world.’ 
                                                                                New 
Zealand landowner 
 
 
 
Friday, 11 January, 1889  
Waxing gibbous moon 
Kuaotunu 
 
IT WASN’T THE lively flies or the rats, burying into what 
remained of the man, which troubled Billy. It was the 
circle of dead ones around the outside of him. 
Except for the lack of a maroon sash and the presence of a 
sports jacket, he was dressed in the garb of an early forty-
niner, from forty years earlier- moleskin breeches, grey 
fustian shirt, a dented broad-brimmed ‘wideawake’ hat, 
and a worn pair of Blucher boots. But this man didn’t die 
forty years earlier; he had died within the fortnight. His 
clothing still looked better than he did. 
A plume of what may have been black bile silhouetted the 
ground, emanating from what must have been his mouth. 
What must have been his face appeared to have been 
newly tattooed, from the redness and the rise of it, even 
more grotesque in contrast, against the empty ivory 
sockets that once held his eyes.  
Billy covered his mouth with his bandana, and used his 
walking stick to flip over the flaps of the dead man’s 
jacket. A note fell out of one of the pockets. 
 
                              ‘Poor old Carl Dalton had a habit, 



                               He never burrowed like a rabbit, 
                               Across the country far and wide, 
                               He walked until one night he died.’ 
 
A claim certificate and a hand drawn map fell out of the 
other side. The first said ‘Miners Right’ and was inscribed 
with Dalton’s name; the second showed a small area of 
hatched pattern sketched across something called Waitaia 
Ridge. 
Billy shook them off, slid them into his swag, and began 
the long narrow descent down Whau Whau hill. It was 
now late afternoon, and he didn’t have more than a couple 
of hours of sunlight left. Fortunately it was cool under the 
giant rata and kauri, and the fern trees and waterfalls made 
for a pleasant perambulation. 
On the switchbacked slope Billy passed Waitaia Creek, 
where the first traces of gold had been found in 1880s, and 
the streambed that flowed down from the ridge that Carl 
Dalton had a claim for, on the other side.  
When he reached the western turnoff to the new reef 
quartz vein of gold that Maori Charles ‘Coffin’ Kawhine 
had just discovered on Bald Spur, he knew he had come 
eight miles from Mercury Bay and had a little less than 
three more to the ocean, and the lower Kuaotunu 
township. Coffin had been working on an outcropping a 
hundred feet below the 650-foot bluff, when a group of 
area prospectors asked him what he was doing. 
“Try m’luck.” He had said. The name of the mine became 
Try Fluke, bringing in 15 ounces to the ton. They say at 
Kuaotunu they find gold in quarts. Pints will do me. 
Billy continued down past Whiskey Creek, where Prussian 
Bluey made and sold moonshine from his sly-grog shanty. 
A bevy of California quail ran across his path, as if to warn 
him. 
His path leveled off as he reached the beginning of 
Pumpkin Flat. It was still quiet, except for the wind, and 
tui birdsong. Within five years, the Upper Township built 



here would host the ten steam-driven heads each, of the 
Red Mercury Gold Mining Company’s Cook’s battery, the 
Tiki battery, the Irene battery, the Great Mercury Gold 
Company’s battery, and the Mariposa battery, 50 heavy 
iron stamping machines, 800 pounds each, operating 
continuously in three shifts twenty-four hours a day, six 
days a week, thundering down the valley to the sea. 
Billy found the Swamp Road to Kuaotunu Lower 
Township wet but still navigable, unlike the impassable 
mud canal it would become, sludge puddled to a thick 
cream, during any winter when the town grew larger. One 
wouldn’t be able to tell the horses and drays apart, for they 
would all be the same color. When it would become 
untraversable, miners would be conscripted to clear the 
mud down two feet, and fill the ruts with manuka fascine 
bundles, before being allowed to wash themselves off in 
the surf. One well-meaning clergyman, who would come 
to the rescue of a fainted damsel, would notice her getting 
so much longer and heavier as he dragged her by her 
voluminous petticoats through the ooze, would leave her 
to her muddy modesty. 
It would finally take Con Murphy to devise a customized 
high passenger wagon, to transport passengers from the 
Upper to Lower Township, two shillings return. They 
would end up in each other’s laps in the ruts, and many a 
scandal would begin in this manner. After one Christmas 
Eve, consuming too much of Prussian Bluey’s ‘stagger 
juice,’ Con would awake to find the wheels of his 
conveyance painted green and red and yellow and blue, 
and his poles painted red and white and blue, like a barber 
pole.  
From the ocean side, a West Indian Negro named Ike 
Johnson would run his bullock team up the Swamp Road, 
until Diamond and Star and Zulu and Prince would get 
into a patch of tutin one day, and die seizing in the mud. 
Ike’s beloved bullock business would be replaced by those 
of McSheffery and Casey (with their 12 teams of oxen), 



and five other men with four teams each, all carting chaff 
and oats for the animals, and kegs for the men, off the 
steamers that would supply both townships. 
But Billy was to arrive before all that. His boots may have 
been soaked, and his pantaloons mudded up to the knees, 
but his leather bowangs had kept his best bits dry.  
It was dark as he walked onto the dirt main street of town. 
A distant breeze over the reef carried the flap of canvas 
sails and the pulling of flax ropes. The shops were all shut 
for the night. To his east was Irishtown Road, where all 
the tragedy would live. Simpson Stables and McSheffery’s, 
the Culpan Store and the butcher were further on, and 
closed up tight. Beyond that, at the end of the street, the 
Black Jack Road snaked up to the right and into oblivion. 
Billy had heard of it, but had no idea how much it had 
waited for his arrival. The light of few feeble lamps 
escaped from the western windows of William Slaughter’s 
Royal Hotel, but all was otherwise quiet there. Across the 
road, and the Public Hall, was the source of all sound and 
light in the township, the biggest hostelry and tavern on 
the northern coast of the small peninsula. The Kuaotunu 
Hotel was a jewel in the rough— a classic timber two-
storied Victorian beauty, with an ornate detailed wooden 
birdcage frontage (hiding canvas and corrugated iron 
framing beneath), seventeen bedrooms, and a second story 
wedding cake balustrade balcony.  
Billy pushed between two of the tied horses, cleaned off 
his boots on one of the iron scrapers on the boardwalk, 
and found himself facing two large swinging doors. He 
could feel the warmth from inside, and hear singing and 
dancing, the clack of billiard balls, and mugs hitting the 
tables and bar. He had nothing more than a few shillings, 
and the rancid death poem and claim of a decomposing 
miner. Outside the doors was the dark poverty of hard 
times. Inside was hope. Sometimes a man does the only 
thing he can, when there’s nothing else to do. Billy pushed 
on the doors. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
‘The trees grow ancient green and tall as they have always 
done there, 
 And press together over all, to shield the earth from sun 
there. 
 The seedlings spread young trees grow old, old ones fall 
and fall to  
 mould, 
 Till bush returns to hills once clear and man it seems was 
never here, 
 But the apple trees still bloom each year in the hills of 
Coromandel.’ 
                                                         Dave Jordan, The Hills 
of Coromandel 
 
 
Tuesday, 04 December, 2012  
Waning gibbous moon 
The 309 Road 
 
There are four main roads that cross the rugged range of 
ridges that form the central spine of the Coromandel 
peninsula. Two of them, the northernmost and 
southernmost, are joined in a bitumen circle as State 
Highway 25. The southern route, from the new Kopu 
Bridge to Tairua, carries most of the Auckland holiday 
traffic to the Christmas playground beaches of the eastern 
coast. It has the fewest curves and the least exciting 
scenery, but it gets them where they want to go in the least 
time, with a minimum of adventure. 
The two loose metal roads (what New Zealanders call gravel) 



in the middle of the circle each have their own charming 
hazards. The more southern Tapu-Coroglen Road, winds 
up and over some of the most spectacular primordial 
native forest landscape left in the country, but requires a 
little courage. Not for nothing are the long tap handles of 
the Coroglen Pub waiting for the emergence of successful 
drivers onto the eastern side. 
When Dr Sababa first arrived in New Zealand, some thirty 
years earlier, he and Jane hitched the western entrance of 
the Tapu, to the trailhead of the Pinnacles Walk, where 
they discovered their love for moreporks in moonlight, 
and glowworms in goldmines, and each other. 
 
 
 
‘Jane and I watched the meteors flash across the Southern 
Cross that night. 
“Maybe someday.” I said. 
“Maybe someday what?” She asked. 
“Maybe someday, I’ll buy you a place with a gold mine, in 
the Coromandel.” I said. She gave me that harsh glare that 
Kiwi’s reserve for skiting high achievers. And the fireflies 
danced anyway.’ 
 
The second last road, the diagonal 309, joining 
Coromandel to Whitianga, was also unpaved and, for 
reasons that will become clearer, had become an eternal 
source of terror for Dr. Sababa. 
He and Jane drove north of Thames on SH25, on the 
Pacific Coastal route they had adopted as their own, since 
they bought the Bolthole, years earlier. It was an annual 
ritual, landing in Auckland in the early humid dawn of each 
Antipodean spring, and jumping the airport express to 
Queens Wharf downtown, for the short Fuller’s ferry ride 
to Jane’s sister, on Waiheke Island, the old offshore refuge 
of ‘the bad the sad and the mad.’ 
Dr. Sababa quickly decompressed from his professional 



responsibilities, and Jane caught up with the rellies for a 
couple of days, before they returned to the big city. A ten-
dollar taxi ride dropped them at A2B rental cars where, for 
a once excellent price, they piled into an ancient Toyota 
RAV, vertiginous from the number of spins on its own 
odometer, and, with a stop at Caros’ Wines, zoomed off 
south, and then east, to Thames. At Pak’nSave in the 
Golddiggers Mall, behind which you could still find kauri 
gum, they loaded up several months’ worth of groceries 
and, by early afternoon, were swerving through the 
magnificent red flowering Tolkien tunnel of prehistoric 
pohutukawas lining the highway along the slate blue of the 
Hauraki Gulf. They might stop for water, or an ice cream, 
but never for long, anxious as they were to reach their little 
shack before dark. They knew every curve on the way, 
including when it would turn inland at Wilson Bay, the 
Thames Coast Road becoming the hills and swamps of 
Manaia. Here a two-dollar coin, dropped into an honesty 
box at a remote farmgate, would get you a bag of juicy 
tangelos.   
The majestic heights of Mount Pukewhakataratara would 
leave them to the east, and Dr. Sababa and Jane would 
zoom down past Preece Point and the mussel farms of 
Coromandel harbour, to the SH25 turnoff over the ranges 
towards Kuaotunu, and their bach. 
On this particular day they had no way of knowing about 
the Honda motorcycle that had preceded them up the half-
kilometer curving climb, an hour before. A 48 year-old 
father of two from Auckland, leaning into the S-curves, 
accelerated to the top of the range, in wide exuberant 
undulations. He was unaware of an identical euphoria, in 
the form of another Aucklander, a 31-year old flying his 
blue Suzuki up and along and across the centre line white 
ribbon, around the tight cyclotron curves from the other 
side. Had the timing been milliseconds different, they 
could have passed each other with waves, instead of 
particles. The Honda and Suzuki didn’t collide at the 



summit, because the bikes were still on the correct side of 
the road. Their owners’ helmets, however, leaning into 
oblivion, were not so safely configured. Never cross the 
centreline. 
Dr. Sababa and Jane got to within a hundred metres of the 
summit, before they were stopped by a long queue of 
vehicles, and their drivers, drumming fidgety fingers on 
steering wheels. Dr. Sababa walked as far to the top as he 
could before encountering a barricade, and the police 
constable guarding it. He asked how long it might take to 
open the road. 
“Could take awhile, mate.” Said the officer. He asked if he 
had any alternative suggestions. 
“I’d probably take the 309 to Whitianga, and then north.” 
The policeman offered. 
“I’d rather put pins in my eyes.” Dr. Sababa said, leaving 
the uniformed man with a look of complete puzzlement. 
What the patrolman was lacking, of course, was a more 
complete understanding of what had happened to the 
good doctor, several years earlier, on the 309. 
It had been one of those perfectly crystalline summer 
mornings, when Jane left him for a few days to take care of 
a family concern. Her Uncle Bill suggested Dr. Sababa 
drive his son’s old copper-coloured Holden HQ station 
wagon north, to camp in the furthest forest of the 
peninsula.  
“Take the Bronze Whaler.” He said. “It‘s a great way to 
disappear for a few days and see the most remote part of 
the Coromandel.” He said. Dr. Sababa eyed the massive 
metal machine in Uncle Bill’s driveway with suspicion. 
“It’s pretty big.” He mumbled. 
“It’s indestructible, mate.” Said Uncle Bill. “Runs like a 
buck rabbit.” 
Dr. Sababa accepted the offer with alacrity and gratitude, 
and asked Uncle Bill for directions to the remoteness. 
“I’d take the 309 just south of town.” He said. “There’s 
twists and turns and a few potholes, but from Whitianga, 



it’s 22 kilometers of winding gravel on a northwest 
diagonal, along the Mahakirau Stream, to Coromandel 
town on the east coast. From there it’s straight up the guts 
to Colville and beyond.” 
Dr. Sababa asked him why it was called the 309. 
“Number of bends in the road.” Said Uncle Bill. “Or the 
number of minutes a horse and buggy took to drive it. Not 
sure which.” 
The good doctor threw his sleeping bag and tent in the 
back of the Bronze Whaler, and carefully navigated out of 
Uncle Bill’s gravel driveway. The old man waved from the 
deck, anxious to see him off on his adventure. 
Dr. Sababa stopped at the Whitianga supermarket and 
filled up the back seat with two boxes of tinned food. The 
only eating utensil he would need was his Swiss army knife. 
The Whaler roared into the bucolic pastureland on the 
SH25 south of Whitianga until it reached the turnoff of 
the 309.  
Gorse and scrub and native bush began to fill in Dr. 
Sababa’s peripheral vision, but the tarmac continued 
smooth and deceptive for the first two kilometers, before 
turning into dust and stones at the quarry.  
The Whaler blew past tree ferns and building blocks of 
rainbow-coloured beehives, and the black squiggles on a 
yellow traffic notice warning of the 309 loops and bends 
that would form the next ten kilometers. Another sign, red 
and lime green spoke of local artisanal activity further 
down the road. 309 Honey... 3 kilometers. 
The tires of the Holden gripped the gravel uneasily, 
fishtailing on the curves, and overcorrecting on the few 
straightaways. The gullies on the edges of the road grew 
deep and wide. Vehicles passing from the other direction 
raised clouds of fine dust the lasted only as long as it took 
to reach the next one.  
Dr. Sababa was experiencing his first solo flight in hostile 
airspace. New Zealanders consider driving as just another 
extreme sport. With classic All-Black élan and strategic 



intent, every car is an obstacle to scoring another goal, 
every road is a slalom course, and every give way sign a 
mere suggestion. There is no blind corner too hidden, no 
passing interval too short, and no single lane bridge too 
long not to be taken at full speed and full volume. Kiwis 
don’t so much drive, as aim and, what Dr. Sababa was 
soon to discover, the rules of engagement were the same 
on the motorways, as on the poorest narrowest 
corkscrewiest excuses for a road like the 309. 
What had started as an excursion was quickly turning in a 
race between Dr. Sababa’s skill in mastering the Bronze 
Whaler, and the 309’s determination to become more and 
more unnavigable. 
A short burst of pavement at the Old Coach Road turnoff 
promised civility, before the 309 snatched it away. The 
road began to rise towards its three hundred-metre summit 
at the halfway mark, but Dr. Sababa would never see it, 
nor the Kauri Grove, nor Waiau Falls, nor Castle Rock, 
nor the Choltern Reserve, or Coromandel township, at 
least on that day. 
The gravel narrowed and climbed into a precipitous horse 
track of tight blind curves, squirming between sheer 
dropoffs into space on the left, and retaining walls and 
steep greywacke bluffs on the right. The guardrails along 
the sheer dropoff side were made of thin wooden planks 
painted white, whose function was obviously not to 
prevent a vehicle from falling into anonymity, but to 
confirm that this was, indeed, the direction. 
It was around one of these gritty turns that Dr. Sababa 
found himself on a collision course with a large white 
luxury vehicle, hurtling around the corner on his side of 
the gravel. Four young girls appeared to be chewing gum 
and chatting at the same time, and one of them was 
pushing her multitasking skills to the limit in attempting to 
aim her vehicle.  
Dr. Sababa, with his lightning fast analytical ability, came 
to three sequential conclusions in a matter of milliseconds. 



The first was that these young women were likely from 
Auckland, given the gap between their age and the cost of 
their means of transport, their obliviousness to the rest of 
the world, and their straw hats. The second was that, if he 
could just nudge the Bronze Whaler ever so slightly to the 
left, he might me able to demonstrate his chivalry, and 
avert a collision, thus saving the day and its participants. 
The third thing that Dr. Sababa realized, having resolved 
the first two, was that his chivalrous intent had been ever-
so-slightly miscalculated, resulting in an attempt by the left 
side of the massive metal machine to leave the rest of the 
encounter, slowly but ever-so-irreversibly. 
The Whaler began a slow crocodilian death roll, off the left 
edge of the 309, and over the bank of the sheer dropoff 
into space. It could have been a ballet, if there hadn’t been 
so much metal in play. Not only the steel of the Whaler 
was in the air but, at a precise rotational angle, all the 
tinned food in the back seat boxes flew onto the field, into 
the cockpit airspace and around the befuddled expression 
on the twirling face of the good doctor. 
Fortunately for Sababa, Uncle Bill had been right about the 
indestructibility of the old Holden wagon. In three 
complete axial revolutions through the solar system and 
down the steep embankment, the Bronze Whaler did not 
break. It did, however, lose most of its height, as the roof 
was crushed almost flat by the impacts with the slope, 
before it was stopped and jammed immobile by a large old 
rimu tree that had spent its life waiting for this precise 
moment, halfway down the escarpment. 
Dr. Sababa was stunned by the accident, but relieved that 
he was still alive, and that none of the cans had smashed 
his skull. His passenger side doors were impacted tight 
against the tree the car was leaning on, but he wasn’t 
terribly concerned. Sababa was confident that the young 
girls from Auckland would stop and inquire after his 
wellbeing, and together they would devise a safe way to 
extricate him from his chivalry. 



Alas, the young girls from Auckland were indeed from 
Auckland, and had continued on their way without giving 
Sababa’s fate so much as a second thought. Which brought 
him, with his lightning fast analytical ability, to his fourth 
conclusion in a matter of milliseconds. Thirty feet below 
the sheer dropoff, he was immobilized in a massive metal 
machine, surrounded by more sheer dropoff.  
Carefully, he opened his driver’s side door, feeling the 
Whaler shudder under him. The wagon, exactly balanced 
on the pillar between the passenger side front and rear 
doors, was not in a forgiving mood for any more mistakes. 
Sababa gently pushed his door straight up, waited for it to 
catch, and slithered onto the slope, reaching for any 
branches or shrubs that might provide him a handhold to 
survival. He struggled up the bank, digging his soles into 
whatever they could find, rested, and then climbed again. 
Twenty minutes after his tumble, Dr. Sababa emerged 
scratched and shaken, but safe, onto the gravel roadbed 
that had tried to kill him. The silence was unnerving. He 
began to stumble back towards the Whitianga turnoff, but 
had not walked far, before he caught a lift with a farmer, 
heading into town. 
“What happened to you?” The farmer asked. Dr. Sababa 
told him the short version, emphasizing his shock and 
surprise at the actions of the young girls from Auckland. 
“We call them Jafas.” He said. 
“Jafas?” Asked Sababa. 
“Just Another Fucking Aucklander.” Said the farmer. 
“You’ll likely meet more before you die.” A period of 
silent contemplation followed. 
“There are supposed to be 309 curves in this road.” 
Sababa said. 
“And?” Asked the driver. 
“I likely didn’t make fifty of them.” 
The farmer dropped Dr. Sababa at a garage on the edge of 
the township. A thin older man, in blue overalls, came out 
from under a car. He hadn’t said a word before Sababa 



launched into a cathartic explanation of his travails, the 
accident, the predicament of the Bronze Whaler and its 
relationship with the rest of the family, the Jafas, and other 
topics, some totally irrelevant. 
“It’s down the 309 Road.” He said, finally, as an admission 
of defeat. The mechanic motioned him to get in a 
dilapidated tow truck the same colour as his overalls. He 
didn’t speak as they drove back down into the belly of the 
beast. Less than fifty curves later, Sababa pointed to the 
edge of the road he had taken the Whaler over.  
The mechanic motioned him out of the truck, exited his 
own door, and went around to the business end of his 
vehicle. He took two large iron bars, and drove them into 
the roadbed, a fixed distance apart, with a sledgehammer 
half his size. He swung himself onto the large hook, and 
rode the winch cable over the bank. The speed at which 
his blue overalls disappeared over the sheer dropoff into 
space pulled a gasp from Sababa. The man moved like he 
was executing a pivot in a rugby scrum and, for as much as 
Sababa knew about both the man and the game, he may as 
well have. Minutes later, his blue overalls rematerialized 
back from over the edge, and onto the truckbed. The 
mechanic commenced pulling levers and pushing switches, 
until the cable tightened, and a mighty grumbling began 
beneath them, thirty feet below. Dr. Sababa trembled with 
the terror of the exercise, and what disastrous results he 
might bear witness too, if this taciturn grease monkey was 
not up to the challenge. But his torment was unnecessary. 
Slowly, almost leisurely, the Bronze Whaler made a steady 
ninety-degree turn, her bonnet now facing up toward the 
roadbed. A tug on another lever, and she began a stealthy 
crawl up towards the bank, swerving like the copper shark 
she was. Another heave, and the Holden climbed over and 
back onto the 309, facing back towards the direction she 
had come. Her roof was crushed almost to the waistline, 
her windshield and windows were blown out, but she, and 
every can from the supermarket, was otherwise all there. 



The mechanic blew on two fingers, and put the key in the 
Whaler. The engine roared into life. Dr. Sababa’s mouth 
was open in awe. 
“Think you can drive her into town, mate?” It was the first 
thing the man had said. He nodded. 
“How much do I owe you?” Asked the good doctor. 
“Forty bucks.” He said. Sababa paid him before anything 
more could happen, and watched the mechanic drive away. 
Clearly, there were all kinds of Kiwis, and this man was a 
seraphim angel of the highest order. 
Dr. Sababa found his drive back to Whitianga more than a 
little embarrassing. He felt every vehicle he passed 
snickering at the Whaler, especially because his visibility 
was windy, and less than five inches high. 
He pulled into Uncle Bill’s driveway, half relieved and half 
paralyzed, to find the old man still sitting on the deck 
where he had left him, not three hours earlier. 
“Quick trip up the peninsula.” Observed Uncle Bill. 
“Less up than over.” Sababa said. 
“How’d you like the 309?” Asked Bill. 
“The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.” He 
said. 
“Looks like you found a little of both today.” Said Uncle 
Bill. 
“Bill.” Sababa asked. “You know anything about Jafas?” 
“They live beyond the Bombay Hills.” He said. “And in 
the clouds above us.” 
 
 
                     
 
                           
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


