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The Pond

	I see him sometimes, in the moonlight, just walking by the pond. How tall and graceful he has grown, so like his father was long ago. I can’t approach him, of course. No, I know I can’t. Something awful would happen. It would change the spell, I am sure. And then I would never see him again. And he is so like his father. I cannot see his golden hair in the moonlight, but of course I know he has it, just as it was when he was a child, because of the feathers, you see.

	I had the pond made, you know. It used to be a formal garden with lots of box hedges and raked gravel. They said the topiary was quite remarkable and there were statues hidden among it, nymphs and things. I kept them. They are over in the woodland garden. One of them is Diana the Huntress and Gerald used to say it reminded him of me. He was such a sweet man. 

	Gerald never saw him in the moonlight. The accident happened too soon, before I even had the pond made. After we lost him Gerald was never the same really. He cared less about himself, took risks he shouldn’t have. I tell myself he was fond of the hunt so at least he died doing something he enjoyed, and it was quick by all accounts. Came off on a jump and broke his neck. It happens, of course. But I think it would not have happened if poor Gerald hadn’t lost a certain will to live.

	So after that I had the pond made. I just had to do something to keep going. It took months of workmen with spades and wheelbarrows, then more months of just waiting. Then the birds began to arrive. You can see I had the edges planted heavily and there are several small islands for safe nesting.

	They were just ducks at first, but I fed them anyway. A busy pond is more attractive than a dead pond, especially since it was close to the house. And it had to be close to the house, so that I could see it from the windows.

	Then the first few geese appeared. They were migrating from somewhere, I forget where. It doesn’t matter anyway. Oh, I took special care of those geese. I had little houses built for them and they came when I called. Wherever they were migrating to they seemed to forget about it and I seemed to have more and more arriving every day.

	People talked, of course. They suggested I should harvest the geese and mentioned it was a while since they had enjoyed roast goose. Yes, they could say that to me, after what had happened. I was outraged. My sister told me I was losing my marbles. I told her anyone would if it had happened to them.

	And early one morning I noticed a new goose on the pond. He must have arrived during the night because I always check them last thing to make sure they are all comfortable. A fine young fellow, I thought, and as I was throwing them the morning grain he came closer and I could see the golden sheen on his feathers.

	I dropped my bucket of feed and stared at him. He stared back, of course. And I think he remembered then what he was. How, when he was a golden haired boy he had been changed into a goose and flew away and lost himself. And now he was home again.

	And sometimes, when the moon is just right, I see him changed back to human form, walking on the edge of the pond.

	
Heaven

	There was always a queue here and tonight was no different. Tom had waited over an hour, slowly working his way forward towards the garish doorway ahead. It had a big sign above it in flashing lights. It said ‘Heaven’. The music coming out of there was incredible, but they had that kind of reputation and everyone wanted to be seen on the other side of that door.

	And they pulled in all sorts, too. People giving it a try. Tom wrinkled his nose. The guy behind him stank of turps. He had a paper bag he took a swig from every now and then, and he kept forgetting that Tom had said he didn’t want any.

	“Care for a swallow?”

	“No thanks,” said Tom, again.

	And the short woman in front of him was ill or something. She kept talking to herself, muttering away things Tom could never quite hear and he wasn’t so keen that he was going to lean down to listen better. He caught the odd word, though, mostly ‘no’ and ‘won’t’.

	He sighed and shuffled forwards again as the line moved up.

	There was Big Pete at the door. The lights on the sign overhead reflected off his shaved head and sometimes crazily off his polished black eye patch. He looked like a pirate. And nobody argued with Big Pete. If you had a membership card he let you in. If you didn’t, well he might if he felt like it.

	But if he didn’t you didn’t argue.

	The line moved again.

	Tom had no membership card. He was hoping the management would remember him. He’d dressed carefully. It did no harm to make the effort. Although he knew his clothes were looking pretty shabby lately what with one thing and another. 

	The line moved again. Tom was second in line now. The woman in front of him was explaining to Big Pete that of course she had a membership card but someone had stolen it earlier in the evening.

	“No, sorry, can’t be done,” said Pete.

	“But… but you’ve got to let me in! Damn you!”

	“Lady, if I said no then no is all I’m going to say.”

	She turned away still muttering, and the few words Tom caught were curses.

	Big Pete turned to Tom.

	“Membership card?”

	“Ah, no,” said Tom. “But I know Josh, he invited me.”

	Big Pete looked at him and shrugged. Then he called over his shoulder in a voice that carried over the music inside.

	“Hey, Josh, someone here says he’s your buddy.”

	There was a distant ‘hang on’ and then Josh stepped through the doorway behind Pete.

	“Oh, sure, he’s with me. Hi Tom. Come on in.”

	Josh reached out his hand and Tom saw the hole that went clean through the palm and out the other side.

	“Oh, Christ,” said Tom.


Huia

	If you’re not from New Zealand you may need some vocabulary help in this one. Pākehā are the European (mostly) settlers that arrived in NZ long after the Māori people. Tipuna refers to ancestors. Mere is a kind of club used for fighting and greenstone is a local variant of Jade. A Swandri is a woollen jacket, actually an English-derived local trade name. Pa used to refer to a fortified hill top but it often gets used for any Māori settlement.

	
	“Why don’t you do a moa?” asked Jack. I wished he wouldn’t talk as he drove at breakneck speed along the dusty road. He saw my concern, grinned, and half slid around the next corner. A few more feet and we would have tumbled over the steep bank on the other side. Somewhere a long way down there was a stream splashing white water over grey rocks.

	“A moa?” I half gulped, wondering what he was on about.

	“Y’know, big bastards, ten feet high. Do one of those.”

	“Oh,” I realised what he meant. “Maybe one day. But we’ve only got bones. No soft tissue, no feathers. Soft tissue is best, skin or meat, stomach lining’s ideal. Fat chance.”

	“No moas have been gutted around here for a while,” agreed Jack. “I never heard of any feathers. So feathers would do?”

	“Depends on the feathers,” I replied, guardedly. “But they’re worth trying.”

	He swerved around another corner. It was lucky there was no one coming, he drove as if he owned the road. But this was somewhere in the middle of the Ureweras, I was a bit vague where. We hadn’t seen another vehicle since Murupara. And Jack had lived here all his life, knew the road like the back of his hand, or so he said.

	It was Tūhoe country, rugged and uncompromising. One of the last places the Pākehā had ventured. Even now I wondered how much influence we Pākehā had here. The bush clad hills frowned down on us as we threaded our way along the precarious road.

	It was well after lunch when we got to the Pa. They just called it that, the Pa. That’s why I didn’t know where it was. There were a few wooden houses clustered about a meeting house with a carved front. Next to it was another building the same size, it looked like a hall of some kind.

	I’d seen it before on television, and a couple of times for real, but I wasn’t prepared for what happened when we got out of the car. This Māori guy came at me with one of those wooden spears, swinging it around and yelling. When he dropped something on the ground and backed off, Jack nudged me. “Pick it up.”

	I stepped forward gingerly, it was a piece of leaf. I kept my eye on that guy with the spear as I picked the leaf up. It occurred to me that I was a long way from Auckland, and I was out of my depth. How long ago had it been since they had eaten Pākehā? Perhaps not as long as I would have liked.

	Anyway, when I picked up the leaf the women started singing one of those haunting chants and we walked up to the meeting house. Outside the meeting house sat the old people, some of them wrapped in blankets in lieu of coats. I noticed one old woman had the moko, the tattooed chin. She smiled at me when I caught her eye, two white teeth were all that clung to her gums.

	The speeches started then. There were an endless succession of elders each having their say. Each one strutted up and down in front of the meeting house, several had real greenstone meres which they waved eloquently. About half of what they said was in Māori. I caught a few of the words. There was a lot of talk of Tipuna, and of course, a lot of talk about the Huia.

	The Huia birds had once sung in the trees here. They must have been rare for a long time, though. The feathers were prized, marking the wearer as having noble birth. No one here remembered them, not even the very old ones. But they remembered the old people talking about the Huia birds.

	Jack had told me to wait until they had
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