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Proverbs 22:6

“Train up a child in the way he should go:
and when he is old, he will not depart from it.”

 


King James Version (KJV)

 


 



 


Rānana - London 1987

“He’s
dying, man! Have some
decency!” Logan Du Rose ran a hand through his dark hair and glared
at the teenage boy sprawled on the bed.

“I only
met him a few weeks ago. Why should I care about an uncle I don’t
know?” the teen replied,
sneering at his younger brother’s irritation.

“Because
you’re the oldest. And he paid for your flight here.” Logan took a
step back, almost
falling over his own feet in the uncomfortable shoes. He swore and
righted himself. His brother laughed.

“You look
a dick in shoes,” he said. “Can’t walk in them, either.”

“Nor can
you!” Logan retorted. His body felt weird, encased in the smart,
unfamiliar clothes. The
borrowed shoes were a size too big and tripped him if he didn’t
watch his feet all the time.

“Get
ready!” The female voice pulled the boys from
their dispute but its
owner missed the rude gesture which the bigger boy delivered from
his position on the bed. Logan eyed the neat jacket with disdain
and opened his mouth to complain. “Jacket!” his mother snapped,
pointing a work worn finger towards the chair it hugged.

Logan
exhaled with exaggerated effect, wasted on Miriam Du Rose. As he
passed her, his jaw grew
slack and he stared at her in surprise.

“Quit
staring!” she said, her voice wavering. But he couldn’t. He
continued to search her face until she aimed a sharp slap to his left ear. He ducked,
forcing her to miss and pointed towards her smooth olive
chin.

“What
happened?” The innocence in his face made his mother’s cheeks flush
with shame and embarrassment. She raised her fingers to her chin
and then remembered her
sister’s instructions. ‘Don’t touch it once it’s on or you’ll rub it off.
Europeans don’t understand our customs. Women with facial tattoos
get stared at. You’ve got enough to deal with, sister. Keep your
moko covered with this cream until you’re home on Papatuanuku’s New
Zealand again. Go well.’
Her sister kissed her forehead after issuing the warning and Miriam
Du Rose shoved the cream into her flight bag and then forgot
it.

Michael
sat up in the bed and pulled a face at his brother. “What
did you do, Ma?” he asked.
“Where’s your moko?” His brow knitted in concern.

Miriam
shrugged. “Didn’t you
see the pakeha on the train yesterday?” she asked, the flush
claiming her throat and neck as her anxiety hiked. “They stared at
us like we were a freak show. I’m tired of it. Just a few more days
and we’ll be free of this place. The Māori lineage on my face has
no meaning for them. Sister warned me but I didn’t listen.” She
wrung her hands in dismay, the veins standing out like tram
lines.

“It’s okay, Ma.”
Logan put an arm around his mother, the outrage making his eyes
glitter storm water grey. “Kuia said to be proud of who we are.”
His grandmother’s words washed over him, a cool mist in the
overheated hotel room.

“Kuia
never had to leave Aotearoa!” Miriam snapped, her pitch rising as she contemplated
the difficult journey to the hospital. “She spent her life waving
her moko at the sky, not riding the underground and being stared at
by white people.”

“We’ll
look after you, Ma,” Logan said, kissing her on the temple, already tall for his fourteen
years. “We’ll fight them for you.” He flexed the fingers of his
other hand and screwed them up into a scarred fist.

Miriam shook
her head. “No fighting! Just do as you’re told.”

Logan
dropped his arm from her shoulders and snatched up the jacket, hoisting it over his
scratchy shirt and the tie which hung askew beneath his collar. He
watched his older brother through narrowed eyes.

“Michael!” Miriam’s shriek told Logan she’d noticed his
brother’s apparel of underpants and the downy chest hair of youth. He smirked as he
wiggled into the jacket and saw his mother whip the bed sheets
back. “The train leaves in twenty minutes!” she shouted, forgetting
her proximity to other humans in this grid locked city.

Logan’s
eyes widened as someone
in the room next door banged on the wall. “Mum!” he said in alarm.
“You can’t shout here like you do at home. There’s people to hear
you.” He inhaled and felt the call of the mountain on his heart
strings. He was bound to it by some ethereal cord and it rebelled
against his absence, the tangata whenua, the people of the land
demanding his return. Logan glanced at his elder brother to see if
he felt it too, but Michael busied himself repelling Miriam’s grip
on his ankle.

“Get
dressed!” she snapped,
keeping the hairy ankle firmly in her hand. Undeterred, Michael
retched, making convincing noises as though he might vomit. Logan
sneered and shook his head.

Miriam
let go, staring at him and glancing towards the ensuite bathroom.
“Go in there!” she
squeaked. “They’ll charge me extra if you’re sick on the
sheets!”

Logan
watched his brother dash into the tiny bathroom with scepticism.
Miriam’s eyes looked bulbous and spacey in her olive face and he
narrowed his eyes. “Did you take your pills today,
Ma?” he asked.

She
shrugged, not seeming to understand the question. “Pills?”

“Your special
tablets, remember? The white ones. Did you take them?”

“I don’t know.”
Miriam gnawed on her bottom lip, her mind elsewhere.

Logan
watched her struggling to recall and forced his voice into a gentle, adult timbre.
“It’s okay, Ma. I’ll count them.” He strode across to the cabinet
next to the double bed, tripping over the borrowed shoes again and
trying not to curse. Fourteen days away from home and four small
white tablets each day. He tipped up the bottle and watched the
pills skitter onto the wooden surface. “We fly home the day after
tomorrow, aye?” he asked, mentally calculating how many should
remain.

“Yes.”
She wiped a hand over her eyes, managing to avoid
touching her chin at the
last minute. “Home.” She said the word with care and Logan’s brow
knitted, wondering if she felt it was a blessing or a curse. He
doubted Miriam Du Rose could be happy anywhere. He touched the tiny
tabs with his finger, recounting twice more.

“Ma?” His
tone held anxiety. “You haven’t taken them for days. There’s too many here.” The volume
rose on the last sentence and Logan’s heart went into a free fall
of fear. He seized a glass on the tiny kitchenette and filled it
with water, pressing it into Miriam’s hand. “Take two now,” he
instructed. “Dad said.”

Miriam
gasped and her eyes widened, losing touch with reality by degrees.
“I love your father so much, Logan,” she said, her voice a whisper.
She stared up at him with something in her face he didn’t recognise or
understand.

“That’s
nice,” he replied, the
answer lame. “You have to take these; he said so.”

“Your
father said so?” she asked, her face breaking into a smile.
“Okay.” She pushed the
white pills onto her tongue and took a sip of the water. Logan
watched her swallow, hoping she hadn’t faked it. If the mania
caught hold of her they wouldn’t be allowed on any plane, probably
ever. He forced a smile onto his lips, resenting the role of parent
which rested on his young shoulders.

“You’ve
smudged your make up,”
he said, keeping his voice light as he lied. “Sit on the bed and
put it straight and I’ll deal with Michael. We’ll leave in one
minute.”

Miriam
nodded and placed the glass in the sink. She sat on the double bed
and reached into her handbag for the compact her sister lent her. Logan waited
until she fluffed around, staring anxiously at her face in the
miniscule mirror and then strode to the bathroom. He used a coin
from his pocket to turn the catch from the outside on the locked
door, slipping inside with a bushman’s stealth.


 


 


Tamatāne - to be a Boy

He entered with such speed; he caught Michael
admiring his own face in the wide mirror. He spun him one handed
and administered a spiteful uppercut to the stomach with the other
at the same time as closing the door with his heel. As Michael bent
double with a grunt, Logan yanked his head backwards using a handy
tuft of black hair at his crown. “So, tell me about the pills, you
lazy bugger,” he hissed into Michael’s upturned face.

His
brother cussed and Logan
fixed a large palm across his mouth. “Shut it!” he told him. “You
had one job; to make sure Ma took her tablets and you couldn’t even
get that right.”

“She’s
fine,” Michael lied as Logan moved his hand, using the opportunity
to bite down on the fleshy palm. Instead of pulling his hand
away, Logan shoved it harder
into Michael’s mouth, hurting his own fingers but busting his
brother’s lip at the same time.

“Liar!” he
spat.

“Gerroff
me!” Michael grunted, wrapping his arms around Logan’s waist and
ploughing him into the door. There was a muffled clunk as Logan used the rubbery soles to
slow his backward momentum on the floor tiles and Michael cried out
as Logan lowered his face and smashed it on his knee. “You fight
like a girl,” Michael huffed, bleeding from two different points on
his lip.

“That
should please you,”
Logan hissed, screwing one of Michael’s ears around in
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