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      For Marama, the day started like any other. Blue sky, sun shining and the lapping hiss of waves on the sand.

      The girl swayed like a palm frond, dancing in the breeze, enjoying the warmth through closed eyelids.

      “Ugghh,” she shrieked.

      The slap of cold water jolted her eyes open. It was Tane, her best friend, grinning like a shark. Pleased with his prank and her squeal, he sprinted for the lagoon. His pink soled feet flashed, and arms and legs pumped furiously to remove himself from the retaliation in hot pursuit.

      When Tane reached the edge of the lagoon, he could feel the stitch clawing at his side, and he doubled over, clutching his puku (stomach.) Tane tried to stifle his giggles until he could suck in enough air.

      The coconut whizzed past his ear and cracked against the tree behind him, showering him with juice and pulpy flesh. Marama crowed and whooped at the result of her catapult. He was faster, but she’d run a shorter route to the lagoon. One that cut out many corners of the path, and her reward; she’d totally surprised him.

      “Call yourself a warrior,” she taunted. “I know fish who are better runners than you and coconuts who are smarter.”

      She poked out her tongue, waggled her fingers on either side of her head and laughed before dashing to the water. Tane exploded from his crouch, his pain forgotten and launched himself at her, bowling both into the water with his momentum.

      The water enfolded them as they plummeted toward the bottom, cooling their sweat-streaked skin and inflammatory words and deeds. As they kicked for the surface, they grinned in unison. Gasping for air after the exertion of their morning antics. She rolled onto her back, eyes closed again.

      Tane tread water, watching her as his stomach tightened. Something had changed between them. He dreamed about swimming naked with her last night. What kind of a best friend am I, he wondered? She was still a child. Her body lithe and supple as a boy, and her breasts were just beginning to bud, unlike some girls her age who already had men and children.

      Tane observed she wasn’t beautiful like the village girls with their liquid eyes, seductive smiles, and curvaceous bodies. They were already batting their eyelids at him and enticing him with swaying hips. He’d been unable to resist their allure. Tane enjoyed the physical pleasure of their games but hadn’t chosen a regular partner.

      Something was always missing, disappointing in a way. Of course, he couldn’t talk about these feelings with his best friend as he usually did, so he simply existed in confusion. He resigned to the village men’s popular belief that women are impossible to understand.

      She splashed water on his face. “Why are you frowning, Tane? Is the pain of thought troubling your tiny brain?”

      The broad smile blunted the barb of her words. He looked at her face. A strong face with a straight nose, much sharper than everyone else’s. Generous lips but not fleshy like his and a crooked tooth that overlapped the one next to it on the left side. Her face was lean, with a firm chin for a girl, and a scar ran from her forehead through her left eyebrow. The result of one of their misadventures, but her eyes made her stand out. They seemed to look right through him, straight into his mind. And they were green.

      Her father washed up on the island’s shore and had been taken in by her grandmother and mother. Everyone said he had red hair and blue eyes, so he supposed she got her unusual features from her father. She was not beautiful, but not ordinary. Tane had been alarmed to discover that the Chief’s youngest son was fascinated by her.

      Marama’s grandmother held high status as the village spirit guide and healer; with her daughter gone, she’d taken her grandchild as her pupil. When they were children, everyone teased and bullied the girl. As the biggest, strongest and fastest runner, he’d taken it upon himself to protect her. In the process, he’d discovered how clever she was, and they had become best friends - the pranksters of the village. They often incurred the wrath of this or that child and occasionally punishment from their elders when they went too far. They lived a wild and joyous childhood filled with adventures.

      He looked at her, an earnest, considered gaze. If he was honest with himself, he couldn’t stand the thought of her sharing her life, laughter and insights with anyone else. He also couldn’t imagine his life without her in it every day.

      Aue! (an exclamation of dismay) My life is so confusing, thought Tane. Had he just admitted he wanted her for himself? Was she haunting his dreams because the rest of him already knew he wanted to be more than her best friend?

      She quirked one eyebrow at him, another little trick of hers that he couldn’t do.

      “Well, what is it? You are not pining after that moon face, Hine, are you? I have seen you two smooching when you think nobody is looking, or is it the girl from last week that lives in the next village?”

      Her mouth was set in a hard line, and she looked peeved. Tane grinned; maybe she didn’t like the thought of him with anyone else. She didn’t seem pleased with his romantic choices.

      The world stopped. Air became dense, and the water between them subsided. Their faces almost touching. He could feel her breath on his chin but realised he was not breathing at all, his body taught and poised, about to dive off the cliff into the ocean.

      Tane felt feverish, like when he’d been ill, heart hammering in his chest. Blood pulsing in his temples. The girl touched his lips, claiming his kiss, heart, and love with confident ownership that defied her trembling insides.

      The tension of their confusion-laden puberty was released like water breaching a dam. It washed them away to a place where time was irrelevant and they’d never dreamed of going together. Only they existed in a glorious sunny moment that neither wanted to end.

      It did not matter that they were clumsy or inexperienced. They found their way, trusting each other and testing their newfound senses.

      Their bodies knew what to do, so their instincts took over, as many other creatures do, when the call to mate becomes urgent.

      They lay together in the shallows of the lagoon, cradled in each other’s arms. They were exultant, sated and filled with wonder at their new relationship. Neither spoke. Nobody wanted to spoil the perfection of the moment.

      Then Tane startled.

      “I can hear voices. A lot of voices, like whispering or bees swarming. Here, take this reed and go into the shadows. No need for the whole village to tell your Nani we were cavorting naked in the lagoon. Stay here, and don’t move; I will come and get you when they are gone.”

      Marama flushed pink and stifled a giggle but did as he asked and paddled to the far end of the lagoon, bobbing under with only the reed poking out.

      She and Tane could stay like this for hours. Their competitions were ferocious battles of will and the source of the odd beating when they failed to show up for chores.

      Tane stole to the other side of the lagoon and peeked around the trunk of a coconut tree. For the second time, his heart stopped. Only this time, what he saw left him trembling.

      The voices he heard were not those of villagers. He saw a large, heavily armed raiding party from another island. Tane had to warn the village. He threw an anxious look toward the shadows.

      Marama would be safe. Clever and resourceful, she would stay hidden, but he needed to fly. Tane backtracked stealthily, skirting the lagoon under the cover of the trees, and then he ran.

      He ran with all his heart and took Marama’s shortcuts.

      “Hi Tane”, the children playing called.

      “Go home, go home now,” he shouted.

      When he reached the first adults, he cried.

      “Raiders, raiders at the lagoon are coming, many, well-armed.”

      People were shocked and stopped what they were doing as the message sank in. They blanched and ran for shelter or weapons. By now, Tane was almost spent, but someone ran ahead to get the Chief, who sprinted to meet Tane.

      “How many, Tane?”

      “There were already 40 or so on the beach, and still men coming around the point. They have spears and clubs. Prepare for a fight.”

      The Chief ordered all men and battle-trained boys to arm themselves and asked his healer to take the women and children to the hiding cave. Tane saw the girl’s grandmother looking for her. Nani ordered the women and children to leave everything except food and water. Her frown betrayed her worry over her missing charge.

      Tane felt a pang of guilt but he didn’t have time to speak with her. He needed his weapons and to drink. Catch his breath for the coming clash, and listen to instructions.

      A runner left for the next village, but they were unlikely to arrive in time. So they could be outnumbered, maybe heavily outnumbered. The Chief would be formulating a battle plan. The raiders must have paddled in on the high tide, under the cover of darkness, to avoid the lookouts. There was no moon last night. The enemy was rested and had caught them off guard.

      The Chief gathered his men around him, 62 counting the older boys. They threw mats over their food storage pits, hoping some would fall in when they charged. They left tools scattered where they’d been dropped, a sign of hasty departure. Dividing his force, a third of them were concealed in the village, while the Chief led the remaining warriors to circle the village. They would attack the invaders from the rear once they entered and trap them inside an inner and outer circle.

      It was a good plan, but it relied on the enemy charging. They needed to work their way behind them if this was not the case. It was a more complex task as the enemy would have scouts. The Chief frowned as his mind ticked through strategic options and the risks of each one to his men.

      The breeze sighed in alert ears. It was a sigh of fear and despair as the men waited for the attack, hoping it was a Tane prank but knowing nobody joked about invasions.

      When they came, they came silently on the main path. There was no charge. They halted in disciplined ranks, and Tane’s hopes sank as a lone scout entered cautiously. The Chief placed his index finger over his lips.

      Each man knew where his flanking warriors were hiding so they would have a line of communication.

      The scout threw the mats off the pits with a flourish, grinning at his raiding party as he bent down, examining the melee of footprints. Many prints were heading out of the village where the women, children and warriors departed as the Chief had planned.

      The scout continued his tour of the village, avoiding anywhere an ambush might await. While lifting lids of baskets with his spear, a loud belch sounded from inside a storehouse.

      Quick as a sea snake, the scout’s hand struck inside and yanked a yelping boy out by the hair. It was Piki. His face, covered in fruit juice and soft coconut pulp, clumped in the corners of his mouth.

      “What have we got here? A squealing little piggy – oink, oink! Can’t wait to eat you,” he sneered, widening his eyes and protruding his tongue to scare the boy further. It worked, and Piki started to sob. “Where is everyone, little pig?” the scout asked while twisting his ear, eliciting another squeal from Piki.

      “They all ran away to hide,” he sobbed, “I thought I could stay here, hide, and nobody would miss all the good things to eat they left behind. I never get to eat the best fruit or coconut. Please don’t eat me. I can show you where all the good food is.”

      “It looks like it already found its way into your fat puku little pig.” The warriors all laughed. “So, little pig, can you show us where everybody went?” Piki’s face was streaked with tears and snot, hiccupping out sobs as he nodded animatedly.

      “Can I, can I just put something on my feet? There will be sharp rocks.” The scout raised his eyebrows and laughed again.

      “Of course, little pig, can’t have my dinner cut, dirty and bruised before I am ready to eat it,” he growled, smacking his lips.

      Piki hobbled to a doorway to get his footwear. The scout followed him, and the invaders trickled into the village, visibly relaxed and enjoying the show put on by a terrified Piki.

      Tane held his breath. Piki picked up his footwear, but as he turned and regarded the approaching warriors, he peed his pants like a baby. The invaders pointed and laughed, some crying with amusement at ‘little Piggy’s’ bravery.

      Piki bound his footwear on his urine-stained feet. He pivoted gracefully like a dancer and slashed the jugular of the laughing scout before plunging an obsidian dagger into his stomach and ripping it upward, screaming his war cry.

      The scout’s face puckered in disbelief, his bravado ebbing with his blood. Piki’s battle cry was the catalyst for the hidden warriors. They leapt out of huts, surprising the enemy and engaging them in fierce hand-to-hand combat.

      The invaders realised they had superior numbers, so they encircled the fighters to wear them out and minimise unnecessary loss of their men.  As the invading circle tightened around the village defenders, the warriors hiding in the undergrowth crept forward. They stood poised, waiting for the signal. The Chief raised his spear high. They prepared to charge. He axed his club through the air, and they stealthily stormed the village, forming an outer circle with the invaders caught between the two groups of defenders.

      They were still outnumbered, but their battle cries startled the enemy for the second time as they joined the fight. That element of surprise helped even the odds.

      Fighting was ferocious and bloody. It wasn’t the normal village raid to steal food without getting caught or to kidnap a maiden often happy to run off with her lover. This was a fight for life and death. Battle lust overtook them, staining the soil with sweat and blood.

      The invader’s leader rallied a group of warriors, and they advanced toward the Chief.

      Tane saw the enemy’s intent. Their Chief was surrounded by the fallen bodies of the enemy. His prowess as a warrior had not waned during a time of peace. The Chief practised with his weapons daily. He drilled the young warriors and took his fighting men on exhausting runs, swims, paddles and hikes. His body was slicked with sweat as well-trained muscles rippled with the joy of practised movement. Tane rallied some of their own men without breaking the line.

      Tane’s father died in battle when Tane was a baby, and the Chief his mentor, the only father he’d ever known.

      The invading leader was cunning; the tide was turning against them. He decided to rip the men to pieces by killing the Chief.

      Tane needed to hurry, so he screamed a warning over the battle din. He saw his Chief flick his eyes over the unfolding battle. Clock the advancing threat. The Chief plucked a spear from a body behind him. Hurled it at the invaders running toward him. His aim was true. The first man dropped in his tracks, impeding the men behind him and buying valuable seconds for Tane and his force.

      They rushed into the gap before their Chief and encircled him to provide protection from all sides with their bodies and weapons. Tane was young, but he took the fight to the advancing forces, turning the tables and urging the village warriors to claim the mana of defeating the leader of the invaders. The battle raged - intense.

      The villagers were defending their homes and families. Their muscles and weapons answered the call for their tīpuna (ancestors) to take up arms against their enemies with them.

      Their Chief was now in formation with his men, his weapons singing death. They whistled in harmony with the flowing movement of his body, and the invader’s resolve wavered before his advance. Only their leader danced a challenge. Muscles bulging in a defiant and untiring response, boasting of his youth, warrior credentials and vicious ambition.

      The enemy leader hurled his spear straight and flat at the Chief to win the day. His aim was accurate. Only Tane’s hastily raised taiaha deflected the invader’s spear from its objective. The leader screamed his frustration and launched a running attack at Tane.

      Tane crouched on the ground, his arm dead and limp from intercepting the spear. He surged to his feet and launched at his attacker, whacking his ankles with his weapon to catch him off guard. The leader tumbled to the ground, but years of training, muscle memory and reflex enabled him to roll in a fluid motion. He was on his feet again behind Tane in a heartbeat.

      The blow fell, swift and heavy. All the venom of the leader’s disappointment was released. The light that was Tane faded in this world. His body lay broken. Bloody upon the ground, his slowing heart calling for his lost love.

      The leader glanced up, wearing a wry smirk of satisfaction at killing the boy who turned the battle. His glance also absorbed that his men were in retreat, and the village Chief was advancing on him with murder in his eyes. He longed to fight the Chief, but the raid had not gone to plan, and his men’s retreat exposed him. His father had taught him a leader must know when to accept a loss, save his men and live to fight another day.

      The bitterness of defeat was bile in his mouth, and his pride smarted as he acknowledged a fat boy, an adolescent warrior and an ageing Chief had routed his dominant, more experienced forces.

      The leader channelled his frustration into a call for retreat and ran for his life, rapidly passing his men. Leading them to the safety of their canoes. He doubted the chase would be in earnest. They had wounded and dead to tend to, but he pushed his men mercilessly to keep up the pace. Partially to give them enough of a head start to launch their waka (canoe) if they were pursued and to practice the manoeuvre for when their lives depended on their speed. He also wanted to punish them for their weakness and the defeat.

      As the leader reached the lagoon, his breath coming hard, he stopped. The head of a water nymph surfaced in the lagoon. Water streamed off her hair and skin, or was it a young woman? Their eyes locked. Her green eyes were alarmed. Then she was gone. This was not the time to take prisoners, but the leader was fascinated.

      “I am Mako. I will return to claim you. You are mine,” he shouted.

      A promise, Marama, didn’t want to hear.
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      The girl shuddered in the lagoon with a premonition of death and despair. Mako, the leader’s face, was imprinted behind her eyes. She returned the reed to her lips, disturbed the water as little as possible, and found a comfortable position to stand and take air, away from the lagoon’s edge.  The fleeing invaders crashed through the undergrowth, pounding the path from the village, their retreat as noisy as their approach had been stealthy.

      The noise faded, but the girl remained in the lagoon; she had no wish to encounter fierce strangers. Tane or her Nani would look for her when it was safe.

      “Marama! Marama, are you here?”

      It was her Nani who had come looking for her. Once again, she emerged from the lagoon with water streaming from her face and hair; this time, her skin was puckered and bumpy from hiding submerged.

      “I’m sorry, Nani, I missed my lesson, but Tane heard noises and asked me to hide until he came. I hope it wasn’t another one of his stupid jokes. Nani, are you alright, what’s happened?”

      The kuia (elderly woman) hastily blinked tears from her eyes, but it was too late. The girl saw, and a sense of foreboding hung like a stone in her breast.

      “Aue, aue, we were attacked in the village by a raiding party, and a bloody battle was fought. My child, if Tane had not warned us before they arrived, we would’ve all been slaughtered,” she said.

      “So now Tane is a hero. Trust him, I will never hear the end of it! Nobody was hurt, were they?”

      Nani’s face contorted, and she shook her head in abject sadness.

      “We lost four men, and many others are wounded. I am sorry, Marama, there is no easy way to tell you this: Tane fell in battle and dwells with our ancestors in the next life. He left us, cloaked in glory. He saved the life of our Chief and turned the outcome of the raid and battle. His purpose in this life must have been fulfilled, and the Gods and our tīpuna called him home. I’m so sorry, my child. I know how you loved him.”

      Tears welled in the girl’s eyes and slid down her face. She was numb inside. Nani dried her brusquely, but the girl only felt the pain building in her chest, radiating throughout her body, until it burst forth in an anguished primaeval scream.

      It couldn’t be true. How could this happen? They had only just found and acknowledged their love. Just a few moments ago, Tane was in her arms, his breath in her ears and on her skin, the warmth of his body against hers.

      “Why? Why? Why? This is not fair,” she wailed, head in hands. The girl fell to her knees and screamed at the sky. Consumed with anger and despair. She pounded her fists on the ground until they were bloody and lacerated from the shell fragments in the sand. Nani let the girl spew her grief in a raging torrent before gathering her in her arms. Allowing her to completely unravel in the embrace that had comforted and loved her unstintingly during her short but tumultuous life.

      Marama had been named for the full moon she was born under. The moon shed silvery light on her face as she drew her first breath and blessed her with a mind as swift and mercurial as its beams. Nani watched the sleeping girl fondly with a furrowed brow.

      It was such a harrowing life for one so young. Marama had lost her father, mother and now her best friend, first love most likely and future mate. The bond between herself and the child was intense from the beginning. They were not only a grandmother and granddaughter sharing the pain of loss.

      They were also a teacher and pupil, friends, competitors and adversaries intellectually. However, one strong relationship wasn’t a lot for a young woman. Nani had welcomed the friendship with Tane, even though their mischief-making sometimes drove her mad or caused a bit of grief and embarrassment. It had been wonderful to see her behaving as a child should. The reality was that she thought as an adult more often than not. That meant she found most of the children foolish. Combined with her sharp tongue, that hadn’t made her popular.

      Now, Tane was gone. Suddenly, Marama was left with his killer’s promise to return and claim her. This was not something that Marama could comprehend.

      The village children had constantly taunted Marama, ‘You are ugly,’ they’d tease when Tane wasn’t in earshot. Now, she was unusual and striking, unique, if not beautiful. This attracted attention whether she saw it, liked it or not.

      Her grief was raw. A few days prior, Nani caught her wading into the sea when a rip pulled everything out beyond the reef. She only returned to the shore when she realised her Nani was wading out with her and would most likely drown.

      In truth, for a fleeting moment, Nani wondered if it was the right choice for them both. Marama was her world, all she had left. But hers was a well-lived life, and Marama’s had scarcely begun. Who knew what lay ahead for the girl. She was robust and could probably survive most things if she survived this. Still, when Nani departed to the next world, Marama would be alone. Somehow, Nani must find Marama a reason to live. Nani wrapped her cloak around her shoulders and consulted the ancestors in the stars. She needed to find an answer fast.

      Nani frowned, displeased at failing to interest her granddaughter in living again. The days turned into moon cycles, and Marama was shrinking into herself, willing her lungs to stop breathing or her heart to cease beating its tattoo of life.

      At first, Nani was patient and understanding. Comforting the woman-child with soothing words and soft hands. Then, she became frustrated with Marama when she refused to eat, bathe, or do the daily chores that life demanded.

      Last night, Nani’s temper erupted in a desperate effort to make an impression on Marama.

      “I am an old woman! You expect me to fetch water, do all the cooking and cleaning and tend the sick while looking after you? Aue! How could I have raised such a selfish child?”

      She rarely raised her voice to the child, and Marama’s eyes widened in surprise. Then she curled into a ball underneath her cloak and stopped breathing, hands cradling her head. The guilt would have been unbearable for Nani if it hadn’t been planned to elicit a reaction.

      This morning, Nani changed tactics again. Marama was a clever girl who mulled over problems with sound logic and a sense of reasoning. She was proud of her intelligence and strength, so Nani would plant seeds and see if they germinated while Marama skulked in the dark.

      “Marama, you must eat. If Mako returns to claim you as he promised, he will be victorious. You are no match for such a man in this state. The village will suffer. I will most likely be killed, and Tane’s death will go unavenged. We need to have a plan, or we are all lost. Think about it.”

      Marama heard the words reverberating in her ears and mind. However, Marama replayed her happiest moments with her father before he left. Then, her mother, before she left, never returned and, most painfully, with Tane, who was now dead.

      She had no more tears to cry, but her mind screamed to end this. Everyone who loved her left her or died. Only Nani endured, and she was already ancient. She would also depart this world, and Marama would be alone.

      Marama would not have to endure the pain and suffering of more loss if she died now. She just couldn’t take anymore. A lone tear rolled down her nose, trailing a salty path to her downturned mouth. ‘I am nothing’, she thought. ‘No good to anyone, why can’t I just die? Why couldn’t I have died in battle with Tane or at least saved him?’

      “If there are Gods, I hate you all,” she whispered, “you are all useless.”

      A kernel of anger was forming inside her, providing respite from the depressive melancholy that had seeped into her bones, sapping her will to live.

      Her heart felt as if it had been shattered. Bound together several times, smashed by a boulder into thousands of tiny pieces, but it still beat. Why? In that moment of self-pity, she heard a whisper in her ear. Marama’s eyes flew open, startled. It was Tane’s voice, dripping with sarcasm.

      “I leave you alone for a few days, and you become a snivelling mess. You are pathetic,” Tane scoffed. “You need to get off your bony little arse and look after Nani, for she is right. My murderer will return for you, and imagine how upset he will be to find this skinny excuse for a girl in your place. He’ll be so angry he will slaughter everyone in the village. If you truly ever loved me, you will avenge me and finish my work.”

      Then he was gone. I must be going crazy, Marama thought, hearing voices in her head. But it was not voices - it was Tane’s voice, Tane’s words, Tane’s thoughts. A reason to live?

      
      Nani burst into the hut with a very pregnant woman, quite old to bear a child by village standards. The sweat on her brow and the blood on her legs told Marama all was not well.

      Marama’s heart lurched, broken or not. She knew she should be helping. Nani’s eyesight was not good, and she was becoming frail. There was work to do. Marama threw off the cloak and her malaise and rushed to the fire, stirring the embers to warm the water in the gourd beside it. She ran to the supply of herbs and roots in the hut, asking Nani what she wanted first.

      Nani blinked and issued rapid instructions, allowing herself an inward smile. She knew Marama was soft-hearted, especially with the women and children; healing was an undeniable calling for her. Marama possessed skills far beyond her years, and her voracity for learning and thinking amazed the kuia.

      This morning, however, Nani had resorted to her own healing forte, the spiritual and pleaded with her ancestors to intervene to save her granddaughter’s life. She was sure her grandmother was there and had also felt Tane’s presence. At the same time, she meditated on the beach at sunrise, and she returned feeling comforted and optimistic.

      Shortly after, the woman Kura’s labour began, closer to their whare (house) than Kura’s own home. Apparently, Kura felt compelled to visit Nani, even though she was not due to give birth yet. Nani gave a silent nod of thanks to her spiritual helpers. They were much wiser than she, and Nani rushed the woman inside to be greeted by the reaction she prayed for from Marama.

      
      Marama mixed the potion for the pain; it was a potent mix. She got Kura to drink it all, sip by sip, while comforting and cooling her flushed face and getting her to breathe through the pain of the contractions.

      Nani watched Marama with pride. Her calm demeanour and unflappable efficiency were undiminished in a crisis. Nani cleaned the blood away and staunched the flow as best she could, applying a topical anaesthetic to the external tear. Now, her fingers were busy probing inside to see if the baby was alive and in the correct position.

      The baby was warm, but the contractions weren’t pushing it out as fast as they should have, and the top of its head was red. Nani felt the umbilical cord wrapped around the baby’s neck, pulling tighter with each contraction.

      “The baby is alive, Kura, but don’t push with the next contraction. Marama, come here, please. I need you to help deliver the baby.”

      Nani handed Marama the obsidian knife that she used for surgery. It was always sterilised and ready for emergencies. Nani signalled to Marama what the problem was so as not to panic the already distressed mother. By now, Kura’s sisters had arrived, and Nani instructed them to sit on each side and hold her.

      The pain potion was taking effect, but saving the baby would be painful. Nani used her gnarled but experienced fingers to expose the baby’s neck and the tightening umbilical cord to Marama. Kura screamed, biting down hard on the compacted sponge her sister had placed between her teeth. Marama used deft fingers to cut the umbilical cord swiftly and free the baby to enter the world. And enter he did. In a rush of contractions, his mother expelled him from her womb, crying in pain and relief before passing out.

      As Marama cradled the baby, she saw he was no longer breathing. His lips were a greyish blue. She opened his mouth, clearing his airways, pinched his nose and blew into his tiny lungs. Just as she’d seen her father do when he saved one of the children from drowning in the surf. After a few breaths, the baby’s chest moved
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