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For Aotearoa


Aotearoa/God Defend New Zealand [1]

 


E Ihowā
Atua,

O ngā iwi mātou
rā

Āta
whakarangona;

Me aroha
noa

Kia hua ko te
pai;

Kia tau tō
atawhai;

Manaakitia
mai

Aotearoa

 


English
translation

O Lord,
God,

of all
people

Listen to
us,

Cherish us

May good
flourish,

May your
blessings flow.

Defend

Aotearoa

 


God of Nations
at Thy feet,

In the bonds of
love we meet,

Hear our
voices, we entreat,

God defend our
free land.

Guard Pacific's
triple star

From the shafts
of strife and war,

Make her
praises heard afar,

God defend New
Zealand.
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CHAPTER ONE: Kerikeri

Tristan tugged
at the straps of his backpack, and wiped the sweat from his brow.
The midday summer sun was getting to him now, despite the odd
patches of shade from totara and pine trees. He had been walking
for over two hours, after a mad salesman had dropped him off near
Black Bridge Road. The guy was heading back to Auckland; no way was
Tristan going to hitch a ride back there.

Ahead, the
junction to Kerikeri came into view. Kerikeri? Surely he could make
it further north than this. He took a deep breath and forged
forward across the junction, watching for cars and darting back
into the ditch as needed. Where should he go first? Whangaroa
Harbour? Doubtless Bay? It didn’t really matter. Just anywhere to
get away from it all.

The tar-seal
was starting to melt on the road. He smelt the fumes and grinned.
Where could he score a joint? He wouldn’t have to travel far, that
was for sure. The thought spurred him on, one step at a time, and
after another thirty minutes of slogging and sweating he crossed
over to the left side of the road, and starting thumbing for a
ride.

Now he was
walking backwards, a little uphill and around a bend. He swore as a
car nearly caught him, and he stumbled against a tree. Someone else
tooted at him; he swore again. Then he noticed a Ute had pulled up
at a parking bay a few metres ahead.

Tristan slowly
walked toward the car. It was an old red Holden, and there were
fishing lines strapped in the back.

“Sweet as,”
said Tristan, speeding up to catch the car. The driver’s door
opened, and Tristan reached out a hand.

“Hey,
mate.”

“Kia ora,
‘mate’.” An olive-skinned Maori man grasped his hand in greeting.
“Need a ride?”

“Where are you
headed?”

“Ninety Mile
Beach.”

Tristan
grinned. “Ninety Mile Beach? More like ‘Ninety Mile Rip’, by now.
Mind if I borrow one of your lines to go fishing?”

“Sure. Why not?
There's still enough beach, and the warmer water’s bringing more
fish.” The man smiled up at Tristan, a slight wrinkling creasing
the corners of his eyes and a sprinkling of light silver dusting
his short black curls. Tristan held his warm gaze, then suddenly
reared backwards. The man was wearing a dog collar.

“No way,” said
Tristan, before he could stop himself. “You’re a priest?”

“My name is
Rau,” the man replied. “Rau Petera, of the Ngapuhi tribe. And you
are?”

“Tristan Blake,
from…never mind.”

“You look like
you need some help, Tristan Blake. Do you still want a ride?”

Tristan looked
the man up and down. “I don’t know,” he said. “What about that
collar?”

Rau’s brown
eyes held his own. “Makes you nervous, does it?”

“Nervous?”
Tristan laughed. “You have no idea!”

Rau’s mouth
twitched, and then he pulled the collar away and unbuttoned the
first two buttons of his white shirt.

Tristan studied
him, as Rau stretched out his hand again.

“Want a
ride?”

“Okay,” replied
Tristan.

“Hop in
then.”

Tristan dumped
his backpack in the back, with the fishing lines, and climbed into
the car.

 


Rau pulled out
and began negotiating the windy road. Tristan closed his eyes
fleetingly, grateful for the air-conditioning.

Rau prodded
him. “Here, have some coke.”

Tristan looked
at the half drunken bottle now in his lap. “This is yours?”

“You look like
you need it more than me.”

“You’re
drinking coke?”

“I’m an
Anglican priest, not a monk.”

Tristan sprayed
the coke in his mouth and Rau smirked.

“Besides,” he
said, “you’re helping my diabetes.”

“Sorry,” said
Tristan.

“Ka pai,”
replied Rau. “Got family, boy?”

Tristan shifted
uneasily, and didn’t reply.

“My whanau’s in
Kerikeri,” said Rau.

“Yeah?”

“My wife and
two teen-aged kids. And then there’s Auntie Ngaire, and three of my
cousins…”

“Yeah, yeah,”
said Tristan, “I get it – the whole tribe.”

Rau cast him a
sideways glance, and Tristan stared out of the window.

At Kaeo Rau
pulled off the highway.

“Want some
food?”

“How about a
beer?” Tristan smirked.

“Not on my
watch. Kai?”

“Sure, whatever
you’re having.”

Tristan watched
as Rau crossed the road and shook his head. A priest – seriously?
What weird twist of fate was that?

The empty coke
bottle had fallen between the seats. Tristan reached down to pick
it up, and as he sat back saw Rau at the driver’s door.

“Here,” said
Rau, tossing him a paper wrapped parcel, “fish and chips.”

“What?” chided
Tristan, as Rau sat back in. “Won’t we get plenty of fish
later?”

“Depends how
good you are! Personally, I’m not hedging my bets.”

Rau smiled, and
Tristan, despite his best efforts otherwise, found himself liking
the man. As Rau pulled away from the curb and drove north, Tristan
ate and passed Rau food.

“Where’s the
tomato sauce?” he complained.

“You Pakeha and
your tomato sauce,” replied Rau.

“Enjoying our
potato chips, are we?”

“You got me,
boy. But try a hangi someday – snapper and kumara. That’s real
kai.”

Tristan broke
apart a piece of fried terakihi and passed it to Rau.

“Fish and
chips, fish and chips,” he sighed. “All I ever see is fish and
chips.”

“Tired of
fish?” asked Rau. “Your mother not giving you beef or lamb?”

“How old do you
think I am, man?”

“Twenty?”

“I’m
twenty-six. Fresh fish sure is better than army rations, but now
I’m finally out of it I’d rather have a good juicy steak.”

Rau’s eyes
glanced at him again and then back to the road.

“The army?”

“Five
years.”

“Why’d you
leave?”

Tristan stared
at the road ahead. Screams surrounded him; young faces dripping
with blood filled his vision. He sucked in a breath and shut the
memory down.

“Let’s just say
peacekeeping isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

Rau lapsed into
silence and Tristan watched him warily. “You got a joint, mate?” he
finally asked.

“No,” said Rau
quietly. “I don’t.”

“Then how about
your religion? Wanna try it on me now?”

Rau frowned,
but still remained silent. Gratified, Tristan spoke into the
silence.

“It’s 2030,” he
chided, “and where is humanity at? The world’s a crock!
Temperature’s rising, food’s disappearing, people are fighting, and
lunatics are still preaching.”

Rau grimaced as
Tristan's words became a torrent.

“The Middle
East is still where all the action is,” he said, “still! A brawling
desert! We tried to help. We came this close to a nuke!” He pinched
finger and thumb together, a mere millimetre apart. “A nuke, in the
Holy Land! My God! You have no idea how close we came to World War
Three…”

Tears pricked
Tristan’s eyes. He blinked them away furiously, as always.

“So preach it
to me, priest. God exists, right? God loves us? Yeah, right.”

Rau remained
silent. Then he pulled over to the side of the road.

“Listen, mate,”
said Tristan quickly. “Thanks for the ride, and everything. I’ll
get off here, and hitch another ride, okay?”

He opened the
door, eager to get away, but then suddenly Rau’s hand grasped his
shoulder.

“Hey,” said
Rau. “Where are you going?”

Tristan’s body
stiffened as the priest’s grip reminded him of something, a distant
memory, shoved away for too long. Rau’s eyes searched his own and
Tristan looked away, shaking his head.

“Hey, man,”
said Tristan finally, “it has nothing to do with you. I shouldn’t
have said anything.”

“I know,” said
Rau, “but how about that fishing?”

Tristan
hesitated, frowning, drawn back to his eyes. “What kind of
fishing?” he asked.

“Only the best!
You’re looking at a Snapper champion.”

“No way.”

“2005 – I
caught myself a whopper – a three-foot fish.”

“2005?
Twenty-five years ago? Forget that.”

“Beat my
record, and I’ll give you the Ute.”

Tristan stared
at him. The Ute? Surely he wasn’t serious. “You’re bribing me?” he
asked.

Rau shook his
head. “Not a bribe, a prize.”

Tristan tilted
his head thoughtfully. What was the priest up to? “Think I couldn’t
get a car if I wanted one?”

Rau shrugged.
“I guess your cash is stashed away.”

“Getting pretty
worthless, cash.”

“Commodities
are worth more.”

“Missed out on
the quarter acre section,” said Tristan.

“I’ll bet you
can sleep in a car, if you have to.”

Tristan
frowned. “But why?” he asked. “Why would you offer me your car? Not
to mention the petrol. Petrol’s become as rare as hens’ teeth.”

Rau smiled.
“Food’s scarcer here as well. Fish well and live well, we say.”

Tristan
considered the offer, vacillated, and then finally shut the
door.

“Fine,” he
said. “Have it your way.”

Rau pulled back
out onto the road and began driving hard around the bends.

“You’re crazy,”
said Tristan.

“Aren’t we
all?” replied Rau.

They passed
north, skirting the shoreline of Whangaroa Harbour and Doubtless
Bay, and were soon heading northwest, beyond Kaitaia, toward Ninety
Mile Beach.

 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO: Ninety Mile Beach

The sand ramp
onto Ninety Mile Beach at Waipapakauri lay before them.

Rau smiled.
Sandy dunes rose up on either side of the Ute, smothered with long
yellow grass. Straight ahead, Rau caught his first glimpse of the
damp brown sand and the sparkling blue ocean beyond. He took in a
deep breath of salty air. At last he was back at his favourite
spot! He had waited months for this moment.

Beside him sat
the Pakeha, Tristan Blake, from who knew where? He had no tribe, of
course, being a New Zealand European, but he seemed to have no
whanau either.

Rau turned to
face him. “Are you ready for this, Pakeha?”

Tristan shifted
in his seat, peering through the windscreen at the ramp ahead. “You
bet I am,” he said. “Lay it on me.”

Rau hit the
accelerator.

The Ute jerked
forward through the sand ramp, and suddenly out onto the wide
expansive beach beyond. The vast dark blue ocean glimmered before
them, and the wide, bright blue sky embraced them from above. Rau
took a deep breath, and broke into a wide smile.

“Whoa!” Tristan
cried out. “Stop the car!”

Rau slammed on
the brake. Was the boy hurt? Instead Tristan leapt from the Ute and
stood, stretching out his arms wide, gazing north. The sand
stretched on and on, as far as the eye could see.

“Wow!” cried
Tristan. “What a beach!”

Rau leaned
through his window. “Easy, mate!” he said. “You’re in the middle of
a highway.”

“What? Oh,
yeah.”

Rau could see
the shimmering image of a distant bus, approaching rapidly. Tristan
slipped back into the Ute, and Rau drove them closer to the water’s
edge. Waves rose to a metre, and then crashed on the shore. Beyond
the layers of white froth the sea extended unhindered, to the
horizon.

“Wow,” said
Tristan again.

“Different from
the Middle East, eh?”

“So…beautiful.”
Tears pooled in his green eyes. “I’ve never seen it before.”

Rau watched
him. “Not everything in the world is war and famine, my
friend.”

Something in
Tristan’s eyes in that moment drew Rau to him. Peacekeeping, in the
army? No, this boy was far from at peace. His talk of World War
Three, his camouflaged memories; joints, and beer.

“Come on,” said
Rau opening the door, “let’s get to it.”

Rau reached
into the cargo tray. Tristan was now kicking off his shoes, and
dipping his toe into a broken wave. Rau gathered the rods and bait
and joined him, delighting in the familiar northern warmth on his
face and the gentle sea-breeze. The sun stood high in the sky.

“I never knew
it could be like this,” said Tristan, gazing out to the
horizon.

“Like what?”
asked Rau, laying down lines and bait alongside.

“I don’t
know…kinda free.”

Rau nodded, and
smiled. Tristan kicked some water in his direction.

“Hey,” said
Rau, “think I’m afraid of a little salt water? I’m a fisherman!
Here, show me what you can do with a line.”

And he tossed a
rod to Tristan. He caught it, fumbled, recovered, and then cast the
line far out beyond the waves.

“Not bad!” said
Rau. “Try it again, this time with some bait.”

Tristan wound
the line in, attached a mussel to the hook, and cast out again. He
had some skill, Rau noted, and then he cast out his own line,
alongside him.

“I’ll catch
it!” Tristan insisted. “First fish, biggest fish: you name it.”

“Whatever you
say.”

“How many fish
do you catch?”

“Depends.”

“I reckon…”

“Yes?”

“I reckon I
could stay here for a while.”

Rau looked at
him – young face, blonde curls, white as, and utterly alone.

“Then you stay
here for a while, Pakeha,” he said. “See what your home, Aotearoa,
has to offer.”

 


An hour passed.
Tristan had caught two kahawai, too small to eat, and had thrown
them back; Rau had caught a foot long silver-grey trevally.

“I began
fishing as a boy in Kerikeri,” said Rau, winding his line in a
little. “There were beautiful rainbow trout in the river.”

“Kerikeri –
‘The cradle of New Zealand’,” said Tristan, looking at him. “You
meet any of those missionary jokers?”

Rau smirked at
him. “How old do you think I am, boy? Two hundred?”

“I dunno. Some
of your ways seem as old as the hills.”

Rau smiled.
“Forget the army, mate – you should take up tourism instead.”

Rau spotted
Tristan smiling. At last, a smile! “Ngapuhi welcomed the
missionaries,” he explained. “Some of their families still live
amongst us.”

“And the
Anglican Church.”

“Ae.”

“Ministers, and
dog collars, and all that preaching. I’ve sure had enough of all of
that.”

“Enough?”

Rau watched
while Tristan hesitated. There was more to him than just the
army.

“What is it?”
asked Rau.

“My…” Again he
hesitated.

“Spit it
out.”

“I guess it’s a
waste of time hiding it from a priest.”

“Hiding
what?”

“My father’s in
the church.”

Rau looked at
him. He had a father?

“Where does he
attend?”

Tristan
grimaced, and then forced himself to continue.

“He’s the
Anglican Bishop of Wellington.”

Now Rau stared
at him. The Bishop of Wellington? The Right Reverend Mark Blake was
this young man’s father?

“I know of the
man,” said Rau, and Tristan shrugged.

“I’m sure you
do.”

“He recently
became the head of the Church Council of New Zealand.”

Tristan was
staring at him. “Great,” he said.

“Why…?” Rau
quickly changed his question. “When did you last see him?”

Tristan
grimaced, paused, and then continued, “About nine years ago.”


“University?”

“Not exactly. I
went to Victoria.”


“Then…why…?”

Tristan’s green
eyes were on him, his expression a strange mixture of grief and
indifference.

“Let’s just say
things took a turn for the worse after my mother died.”

Rau frowned at
him. What kind of turn for the worse? “Grief can sometimes change a
man,” he offered quietly.

“That’s for
real.” Tristan grimaced, shrugged his shoulders again, and turned
away.

 


The sun began
to lower in the mid-afternoon sky. Waves crashed around their
knees. Rau shifted his feet in the water, and glanced back. The
tide had risen enough to lap at the tires of the Ute.

“Look,” he said
to Tristan, pointing to the grassy edges of the dunes. “There won’t
be any room left for us soon.”

“We’ve only
been here two hours,” said Tristan.

“That’s all we
get now,” said Rau. “Low tide, that’s all. The tide moves fast.
We'd better move.”

Rau waded back
to the Ute with his rod, and picked up the bait from the bonnet. He
heard Tristan splashing behind him.

“Where shall we
go next?”

“Further north
up the beach.”

“Why?”

“There’s a camp
ground.’”

Rau shifted the
Ute into reverse as Tristan got in, backed away from the water, and
then began to move forward over the sand.

“Full tide is
coming,” said Tristan, his voice tight. “What happens then? Does
this place really turn into a rip?”

“We’ll get
washed away well before ‘full’ tide.”

“What?
When?”

“I’d give it an
hour.”

Rau looked up
the beach and saw the last bus coming their way. He was pushing it
a little, he knew, and he closed his eyes fleetingly to murmur a
prayer.

“The camp
ground is twenty kilometres further up. We can stay there for the
night.”

“What about
your family?”

“They know they
can’t stop me fishing.”

Rau smiled, and
drove. He sensed Tristan’s discomfort at his side.

“Have a little
faith, mate,” he said.

Tristan
scowled. “You’re crazy.”

“Maybe. Or
maybe I’m just inspired.”

The bus passed
them, on their right, and then left the beach. They were alone.

“What happens
if we break down?” asked Tristan.

“Then we go for
a little walk. And maybe a swim.”

 


Up ahead Rau
saw an unusual sight, a gathering of people. “Strange…” he
murmured.

“What is it?”
asked Tristan.

“People.”

Rau pulled over
and parked the Ute in front of a rock, next to an outcrop of yellow
grass.

“What are you
doing?” Tristan demanded, as Rau opened the driver’s door. “We’ve
got to get outta here! Where the hell are you going?”

“These people
shouldn’t be here.”

“They must
know, they’re locals, aren’t they?

“Come or stay,
it’s up to you,” said Rau, and he left Tristan, with his stare and
harsh breath, behind in the Ute.

A handful of
people sat on the sand. Rau wandered up to them, and extended a
hand.

“Kia ora!”

“Kia ora,” a
Maori woman replied, taking his hand, rising to her feet. “Pehea
ana koe?”

“Pai ana.”

“I’m Anahera,”
she said, “from the Cape.” Her face was round, her eyes warm and
sparkling brown.

“Oh,” Rau said,
“you’re from Ngati Kuri. I’m from Kerikeri.”

“Oh, from
Ngapuhi!” she said. “Welcome.” And she pressed her forehead to his,
and her nose, and he returned the hongi to her.

“Are you
fishing?” asked Rau. “The tide is coming.”

“Ae,” she said,
“we are fishing.”

“Any
catch?”

“Not yet.”

“But I think
that will change soon.” Rau turned to the new voice.

It was a Pakeha
man. His face was a little hidden in a white hoodie, but he smiled
in greeting, his dark brown eyes set on Rau.

Rau extended
his hand to him. “Kia ora.”

“Kia ora.” The
man shook his hand, but did not rise.

“Been here
long?”

“Not so long.
I’m Joshua.”

Rau glanced
over the hoodie framing his face. Was he hiding? No, not exactly
hiding. And yet, he wasn’t exactly visible either.

“Where are you
from, Joshua?”

“Kaitaia. I’m
hoping for a big catch.”

Tristan joined
them and stretched out a hand to Joshua. “Hi,” he said.

Joshua’s dark
brown eyes shifted from Rau to Tristan. “Hi,” he said, shaking
Tristan’s hand.

“What are you
doing here?” asked Tristan.

“Fishing.”

“Figures.”
Tristan shifted on his feet. “The tide’s coming in, he reckons,” he
said, gesturing to Rau.

“Oh, yes?”
asked Joshua.

“The tide! It’s
going to wash us all away!”

“So how
important is the fishing to you?”

Tristan stared
as Joshua rose to his feet. Rau could see him more clearly now:
white face, dark brown eyes, brown curls, white sweater and jeans
rolled up to his knees with bare feet.

“Let’s go,”
said Joshua, and Anahera hastily followed him. The men also stood –
two Pakeha and two Maori.

“Coming?”
Joshua asked Rau, his eyes lingering on him.

Rau frowned,
surprised. “It’s dangerous,” he said.

“There is still
time.”

Rau studied
him. Joshua was surprisingly confident; certain. Who was he? Rau
was drawn to him.

“Why not?” he
said.

“You’ve got to
be joking!” Tristan protested. “You don’t even know the man!”

“Come and
fish,” replied Rau, smirking and gesturing him to follow.

Tristan shook
his head. “Forget it, mate!” he said. “I’m looking for higher
ground!”

“Fine,” said
Rau. “Have it your way. I’m going.”

He grabbed his
fishing gear from the Ute and followed Joshua, across the sand and
back into the rising sea.

 


The water was
getting cold as the afternoon sun dropped further in the sky. Waves
splashed around their thighs. Rau shivered a little. He'd left his
jacket in the Ute.

Joshua stood
quietly beside him.

“Where’s your
line?” asked Rau.

“It’s okay,”
answered Joshua. “I don’t need my own line.”

He gestured to
Anahera and the men, who had all cast their lines out.

“These are your
friends?” asked Rau.

“Yes.”

“Family?
Whanau?”

“Yes, Rau. They
are my whanau.”

There was
something different about him: Rau couldn’t decide what it was.
“You can have my line if you like,” he offered.

Joshua met his
eyes, smiled sadly, and nodded. “Okay.”

Rau handed over
the line and bait. “Try this worm,” he said. “Sometimes the fish
like this best.”

“Thanks,” said
Joshua. “But I think crab would work better here.”

“No, seriously
– use the worm, it will help you.”

Joshua’s eyes
were on him. “Tell you what, let’s try no bait, shall we?”

“No bait?”

“Just to see,”
said Joshua. And he cast the line, with an empty hook, deep into
the ocean.

Rau scratched
his head, staring at the water. “Why would you cast with no
bait?”

“I have my
reasons.”

“I don’t
understand.”

“Wait and
see.”

Rau shifted on
his feet, in the deep water. His hands were empty – he had no line.
Joshua was holding his line. Rau glanced up the beach at Tristan’s
dark form; he was pacing backwards and forwards, eying the Ute.

“Do you want to
go to your worrying friend?” asked Joshua. “Or stay here?”

Rau looked at
him. “I’ll stay here,” he said instinctively.

“So you will,”
said Joshua. “After all, here you are.” And he reeled in the line,
and caught on the end was a three-and-a half-foot snapper.

Joshua released
the struggling fish from the hook and lifted it into Rau’s
arms.

“Highest
quality snapper,” said Joshua with a smile. “I take it this will
beat your three-foot record?”

Rau's mouth
fell open. “How…?” he stammered.

Joshua returned
his rod to him, as his friends also started reeling in a catch.

“Does it matter
how?” he asked, his eyes dancing. “Isn’t it enough that it
happened?”

Rau held his
gaze. “Friend,” he said, “the tide is coming in fast. Do you need
my Ute?”

Joshua’s face
brightened. “Thank you,” he said. “But I need you to drive us.”

Rau tilted his
head. “You seem familiar,” he said. “Do I already know you?”

“Maybe you do,”
Joshua replied, “Rau Petera.”

Rau frowned,
but Joshua had already turned his attention to his friends.

Rau tucked his
rod under his arm, dragged the fish out of the water, and struggled
up the beach, leaving a gash in the sand that would soon be
swallowed up by the tide.

Back at the
Ute, Tristan was jiggling from foot to foot. “Are you quite done?”
he asked.

“Not quite,”
replied Rau, presenting the fish.

“What the
hell…?” said Tristan, eyes wide. “No way!”

“What can I
say?”

“Beginner’s
luck!”

“It wasn’t me,”
said Rau.

“What do you
mean?”

“Joshua used my
line without bait, and caught it straight away.”

Tristan's eyes
widened further. “You’re crazy,” he said.

“Whatever you
say.”

“Shows how easy
it can be to catch a massive one!” said Tristan.

“Shows how
little you know about fishing.”

Tristan
scoffed. “Well go on, then!” he said. “What’s your
explanation?”

Without any
warning he suddenly mounted a mound of sand, cupped his hands and
shouted: “Hey, it’s a miracle! Biggest fish in Rau’s life – that
proves it, there must be a God!”

Rau shook his
head and tossed a shell in Tristan’s direction, as Joshua wandered
towards them and came to stand in front of Tristan.

Tristan shifted
awkwardly and then met Joshua's eyes.

“You a
believer, miracle man?” asked Tristan.

“You could say
that,” replied Joshua.

“Wanna catch me
a great white shark?”

Joshua held his
gaze. “You want a predator?” he asked.

“Food is food,”
said Tristan, “whatever the source.”

“But not all
food tastes as good.”

“Beggars can’t
be choosers.”

“What if I gave
you the choice?”

Tristan frowned
at him. “I…” he began, and then closed his mouth again.

Joshua seemed
to be searching him. Finally he spoke. “Your friend has given me
his Ute,” he said.

“What?” Tristan
cast a foul look at Rau. “What did you do that for?”

Rau shrugged.
“He beat my record,” he said. “Fair is fair.”

“Fair?” cried
Tristan. “That Ute had my name on it!”

“Beat my
record, and it’s yours again,” said Joshua.

Tristan
straightened, a strange fervour in his eyes. “Beat your record?” he
said. “Catch a bigger snapper? Then it’ll be goodbye to your
‘miracle.’”

“Try it,” said
Joshua, smiling slightly. “See if you can win. Join us.”

Surprised, Rau
surveyed them both. Join him? Tristan? And yet a purposeful
expression was beginning to form on his face.

“Fine,” said
Tristan, “I’ll join you! What the hell – I’ve got nothing better to
do.”

Tristan grabbed
Rau’s rod and launched himself toward the ocean, but Joshua
suddenly seized his arm.

“Full tide,”
said Joshua. “It’s coming.”

“Now you care
about full tide?” scoffed Tristan.

“I do,” said
Joshua.

Tristan
stiffened at Joshua's look, and jerked his arm away. “To hell with
your care,” he said.

“Do it in the
morning.”

“I’ll do it
now!”

“In the
morning, Tristan,” said Joshua.

Tristan swayed
for a moment, locked in Joshua’s gaze. Then he shivered.

“Fine,” he
said. “I’ll be back at it in the morning.”

He threw the
line down, and climbed into the Ute.

Rau now held
Joshua’s gaze. “Who are you?” he asked.

Joshua smiled.
“I am myself,” he replied. “Nothing more, nothing less.”

Then he bowed
his head, turned, and called his friends over to the Ute.



 


 



CHAPTER THREE: Parliament

The Right
Honourable James Connor sat at his desk. A photo of his wife and
daughter was the only thing sitting between him and Patrick
Clarkson, and he was grateful for the distraction. Pam looked
particularly elegant in the photo – a nice flowing floral summer
dress showed off her figure, still slim in her fifties. And
Rachel’s smile was like her mother’s, her jeans and floral shirt
fitting for a woman in her early thirties.

As for Patrick?
He was the spitting image of a typical politician: tall and thin,
with worry lines wrinkling his face.

“…and have you
even read the report from the Intelligence and Security Committee
yet, James?”

Connor gazed at
Clarkson’s thinning hair. “Honestly, Pat, tell me I’m not getting
as grey as you.”

Clarkson shook
his head, while Connor glanced fleetingly at his own reflection in
the family photo. He still had a full head of hair! Miraculously
some brown remained amidst the grey. Worry lines, yes. A bit of
extra weight on board.

“James, for
crying out loud, you’re the PM! Now’s not the time to talk about
hair.”

“And you’re the
Leader of the Opposition, but I’m not holding that against
you.”

“We’re due in
the Chamber in fifteen minutes! Come on, James, we’ve been at this
for years. I’m starting to get worried…”

The air-con was
failing again in the Beehive, at the peak of summer.

“Damned Global
Warming,” James Connor muttered under his breath, sweat dripping
down his face. He rose to his feet.

“Come, Pat,” he
said. “Let’s walk and talk.” And he grabbed a folder of notes from
his desk, and left his office.

They entered
the lift from the ninth floor, waited for the door to close, and
then turned ready for the opposite side of the elevator to
open.

“You know what
I’m talking about, James,” said Patrick Clarkson. “Things are
heating up overseas.”

“Literally or
metaphorically?”

The lift door
opened, and Connor stepped out into an airy atrium but was hit by
heat generated by the greenhouse effect of the windows. He glanced
briefly outside, to the wide pavement and gardens. The sun was
shining, and they were suffering.

“Literally and
metaphorically, James! You know that!”

They made their
way around the circumference of the round-shaped hall to the
over-bridge, and across the black and white tiles chequering the
first floor foyer of Parliament House.

“The Com’
Security Bureau,” Clarkson whispered into his ear, as they entered
the Debating Chamber. “They’re going too far with their
surveillance, but boy, James, what are you going to do with their
findings?”

Connor cast him
a sideways glance, nodded him to his seat at the right of the
Chamber, and then sat four seats forward on the left, the
traditional place for the leader of the Government; opposite
Clarkson, the Leader of the Opposition Party.

Other ministers
filed in. Connor glanced at those seated behind him, his own
members of the New Conservative Party. Politics in New Zealand had
changed over the last ten years; intensified and diversified.
Across the way, Clarkson led a party quite different from the
Labour party of old. It had shifted further to the left to become
the new Socialist Party. Connor watched Clarkson as he gathered his
papers. His old friend scared him a little now with his
strengthening party line.

Connor glanced
to his right, to the Christian Conservative Party, now allies, and
across to the corresponding Clean Green Party, allies with his
friend and rival, and now with increasing power in the current
intensifying climate.

 It was time. Connor stood, and everyone
in the Chamber rose as the Speaker walked in, behind the
Serjeant-at-Arms. The Serjeant-at-Arms placed the golden mace, the
staff symbol of authority, onto its stand on the table, and the
Speaker stood before his Chair and chanted the traditional prayer:
[2]

“Almighty God,
humbly acknowledging our need for thy guidance in all things…”

At this point
Connor's thoughts drifted away, before returning for the final
words.

“…grant that we
may conduct the affairs of this house and of our country to the
glory of thy holy name, the maintenance of true religion and
justice, the honour of the Queen, and the public welfare, peace and
tranquillity of New Zealand, through Jesus Christ our Lord…”

“Amen,” Connor
muttered, along with everyone else. The Speaker sat, and all the
Members of Parliament followed.

Connor caught a
flicker in Clarkson’s expression. He knew what he was thinking: the
Queen, still reigning at one hundred and four years of age. What
use did they have for such a monarch? Nevertheless their entire
political system acknowledged her authority, although in practice
her authority remained to protect the integrity of the nation's
democratic freedom.

Connor remained
a monarchist, in the sense of their continuing Constitutional
Monarchy.

Clarkson
glanced at him, and his lips twitched condescendingly at the words
of the Speaker. We need no Queen, his eyes said. We need
no Lord. James steadfastly held his gaze, unshaken, and Patrick
looked away.

The Speaker’s
voice lifted again.

“I call on the
Government Order of the Day Number One.”

The Clerk,
sitting in front of the Speaker, spoke: “The International and
National Crisis Surveillance Bill, Third Hearing.”

“Mr Speaker,”
said Connor, rising to his feet.

“The Right
Honourable Prime Minister James Connor.”

“Mr Speaker, I
move that The International and National Crisis Surveillance Bill
be moved a third time.”

Just one
last time, James thought to himself, to get this thing
through. The wheels of democracy moved slowly.

“The question,”
said the Speaker, “is that the Motion be agreed to.”

“Mr
Speaker.”

“The Honourable
Martin Hanks.”

James sat to
allow for the Minister of Defence, who was now standing to
speak.

“I would like
to thank the Foreign Affairs Defence Committee for considering the
bill and attending hearings. The Committee recommended the urgent
implementation of heightened surveillance, both off shore and on
shore, in times of national crisis.”

“Mr Speaker.”
Predictably, it was Clarkson.

“The Right
Honourable Leader of the Opposition, Patrick Clarkson.”

Clarkson rose
to his feet.

“Mr Speaker, I
have challenged this bill at first and second readings, and I
challenge it again today.”

“Mr Speaker,”
Connor interrupted.

“Mr Speaker,”
said Clarkson.

“I call on the
Right Honourable Patrick Clarkson to continue.”

“Mr Speaker,”
said Clarkson, glancing across the House to the other Members.
“This bill, if passed, makes an unprecedented invasion of privacy
into the personal lives of New Zealanders legal…”

“Mr Speaker,”
said Connor, rising swiftly to his feet.

“The Right
Honourable Prime Minister James Connor.”

Clarkson
remained seated, as Connor continued. “Must I remind the Leader of
the Opposition that this bill only applies to times of national
crisis?”

“Mr Speaker,”
Clarkson promptly replied.

“The Right
Honourable Patrick Clarkson.”

“Does the Prime
Minister consider New Zealand to currently be in crisis?”

James eyeballed
him, clenching his jaw, thinking rapidly. Then he rose to his
feet.

“Not yet,” he
said. “But if you gain power, our situation may deteriorate
rapidly, and I want New Zealand to be ready.”

Shouts from the
Socialist Party filled the air, along with equally loud laughter
led by Connor.

“Order!” said
the Speaker. “Order!”

“Mr Speaker!”
Clarkson responded, jumping to his feet. “The Prime Minister would
have us all vote in a military state! New Zealand! We are talking
about New Zealand!”

“Order!”

Back
off, Connor thought, as he countered the attack. We need
this.

“A military
state!” he said. “What does the Leader of the Opposition call the
state of Communist Russia, a walk in the park? Perhaps the
Socialist Party should look more closely at their own policy
suggestions, before engaging in a lover’s quarrel over ours.”

Again, Connor
achieved the reaction he sought: anger, but greater laughter. They
had a majority, surely. Would the same majority carry them
through?

“I will have
order!” said the Speaker, and Connor sat down, eying Clarkson as he
took his seat again.

“Members,” said
the Speaker, “this debate has concluded. I now call for the Party
Vote.”

All members of
the House rose to their feet.

“I’ll ask the
Clerk for the Vote,” said the Speaker.

“Those in
favour, seventy-seven,” said the Clerk. “Those opposed,
forty-three.”

“Members, the
Ayes seventy-seven, the noes forty-three. The motion is agreed
to.”

Connor took a
deep breath, and let it out silently. It was done! At last! The
first step.

The rest of the
Chamber proceedings were relatively incidental. Connor
participated, but constantly surveyed Clarkson. His old friend was
disgruntled, more so than usual in defeat.

The session
came to a close. The MPs rose, the Speaker left, and the MPs were
free to leave.

Connor sat down
to gather his papers, and when he next looked up Clarkson was
standing over him.

“James,” began
Clarkson, and Connor scowled at him.

“Patrick,” he
said, rising to his feet and leaning in close to his ear. “Why such
a fight over this one? You know as well as me what is happening
overseas; you know we have to keep an ear close to the ground.”

“I know the
danger, James,” said Patrick, “but how far will we let that threat
drive our own response?”

“I expect
purism from the Christian Conservative Party, Patrick, not from
you!”

“James, I’m
serious about this!”

The Chamber was
emptying. Connor relaxed a little, and spoke more directly.

“You know the
intel,” he said. “The Communications Security Bureau…”

“Of course I
know it, James! But does that give us the right?”

“The right?”
Connor exploded. “Can’t you see what’s happening over there,
Patrick? The United States is losing control. Economic collapse.
They can’t get themselves out of this one. China is growing in
strength, but imploding at the same time: they can’t feed their own
workers. Russia's clawing its way back to communism. Do you want to
be like them, Patrick? And the Middle East – for crying out loud!
There's the Intel and then I had it confirmed straight from a young
retired army officer’s mouth. He witnessed it himself, Patrick, we
came this close to a nuclear Holocaust!”

He brought his
finger and thumb together, only one millimetre apart. “This
close!”

Clarkson
grimaced. “I know,” he said. “Add religious fervour onto famine,
and you have a toxic mix.”

“You would say
that,” said Connor, tongue in cheek. “Fervent atheist that you
are.”

“And what are
you?” Clarkson chided. “Not exactly a faithful follower yourself.
When did you last go to church?”

“Last Easter,
if you must know.”

“Easter, and
Christmas – part of our culture, that’s all. Christ and Santa
Claus, as though they might save us.”

Connor’s eyes
narrowed. “You are full of contradiction, Patrick. Here I am trying
to save us, and you say, no, I have no right!”

“What kind of
salvation is intel, James, at the end of the day? Look around
you.”

Clarkson
gestured around the House, and then to Connor’s own seat. “Who
knows who is listening to you, right now?” He shook his head, and
gathered his papers.

“At the end of
the day, I’d rather die a free man than a prisoner of a national or
international State.”

Connor watched
Clarkson leave the House, and then looked around the Chamber,
taking in the plaques commemorating the wars New Zealanders had
fought in. Did the plaques have bugs behind them? Was anything
sacred anymore?

Connor wandered
out of the House. He had stacks of paperwork to attend to, yet he
wandered through the chequered foyer and down the steps to the
courtyard before crossing the street to the aged Saint Peter's
Anglican Cathedral.

The thought
lingered: was anything sacred anymore? Christ, Santa Claus,
international destabilization of economies and political systems,
and weapons of mass destruction.

Connor gritted
his teeth. No, the only thing sacred, in times of crisis, was
survival. Survival of his people; survival of their way of
life.

He turned
abruptly and thrust himself back up the steps of Parliament, and
back into the Beehive.

 


 


 



CHAPTER FOUR: Saint Peter’s Cathedral

It was ten
thirty on Sunday morning, at Saint Peter’s Cathedral in Wellington.
The congregation, although still thin, had grown a little since the
old Saint Paul's Cathedral across the road had merged with Saint
Peter’s, to become a new Cathedral.

The Right
Reverend Bishop Mark Blake sat to the left of the pulpit, in front
of the choir stalls. He wore appropriate bishop’s dress: a purple
cassock, covered by a looser white tunic, a layering of red, and a
black scarf. A solid rimu cross hung around his neck, and he held
in his hand the wooden bishop’s staff.

In front of
him, at the pulpit, the Dean of Wellington Cathedral, the Very
Reverend Eun Ae Choo, was preaching. She wore a simpler dress: a
white tunic over a black cassock, with a black straight scarf.

“The world is
facing substantial challenges today,” she said, “yet we are still
blessed in New Zealand. We have food in our oceans, and water,
although crops are sometimes failing, and livestock. Compared with
many of our neighbours, we still have more than we need! There is
much to thank God for.”

Blake glanced
over the empty wooden chairs in the nave. There was only a
scattered attendance, as usual for an ‘ordinary’ Sunday, around
fifty present.

 “We should aim to be a source of peace,
in a world passing through times of trial,” Choo continued.
“Consider our readings today [3]: the Gospel according to Matthew,
Verse Nine from Chapter Five, ‘Blessed are the peacemakers, for
they will be called sons of God.’ And the First Epistle of John,
Chapter Three, from Verse Sixteen, ‘This is how we know what love
is: Jesus Christ laid down his life for us. And we ought to lay
down our lives for our brothers.’”

Blake looked up
at the picture of Christ on the cross, deep in the inner sanctuary,
behind the altar. The tiles were fading and some had fallen
off.

Choo continued:
“‘Dear children, let us not love with words or tongue, but with
actions and in truth.’”

In actions
and truth? Blake prayed silently to God. We pour out church
funds in food packages, from farm to City Mission, while your
temple breaks apart and numbers continue to dwindle.

“This is God’s
command, as John says,” Choo continued, “‘To believe in the name of
his Son, Jesus Christ, and to love one another as he commands
us…And this is how we know that he lives in us: We know it by the
Spirit he gave us.’”

The
Spirit. Blake stifled a grimace, and looked up at Choo’s aging
Korean face, radiant with faith in her own words. Why such faith,
when presented with such gritty realism? The world’s challenges
presented a multitude of threats, unprecedented in history: famine,
the threat of war and global catastrophe – what exactly did Choo
see to rejoice in? Why such childlike devotion?

 “And now let us affirm our faith, in the
words on page four hundred and ten of the New Zealand Prayer Book,
[4]”
said Choo. Blake stood, at one with the choir on his left and the
congregation on his right.

“‘We believe in
one God, the Father, the Almighty…We believe in one Lord, Jesus
Christ, the only Son of God…We believe in the Holy Spirit, the
Lord, the giver of life…’”

We
believe…Blake frowned, eyes searching for his daughter. Where
was she? He found her sitting two-thirds of the way back. What was
she doing? Earphones? Surely not playing that wretched tini-pad
again.

“Let us pray,”
said Choo, and Blake dutifully knelt along with the choir and
congregation.

“‘Lord Jesus
Christ,’” he prayed, into the lapel microphone clipped to his
scarf, “‘we thank you for the universal Church, and for our Church
here in Wellington. We pray for the world, and for our nation, that
you might provide for our needs: bring us food, and health, and
peace. We pray for our leaders, that you might guide their
decisions. For your love and goodness…’”

“‘We give you
thanks, O God,’” all the people responded.

Choo moved away
from the pulpit and walked between the choir stalls. She bowed at
the altar, and then moved beyond it: behind the silver cup and
silver plate with white wafers on top. Then she lifted her voice
with a smile.

“‘The peace of
Christ be always with you,’” she said.

“‘And also with
you,’” the people responded.

“‘The Lord is
here.’”

“‘God’s Spirit
is with us.’”

“‘Lift up your
hearts.’”

“‘We lift them
to the Lord.’”

Blake had heard
the same words several times before. Choo spoke as if they were new
every time; as though they held a new and special meaning. Her
passion remained a mystery to him.

“‘All glory and
thanksgiving to you, holy Father,’” she prayed. “‘On the night
before he died your Son, Jesus Christ, took bread; when he had
given you thanks, he broke it, gave it to his disciples, and said:
Take, eat, this is my body which is given for you; do this to
remember me. After supper he took the cup: Drink this, all of you,
for this is my blood of the new covenant which is shed for you and
for many for the forgiveness of sins…’”

It was almost
over. Blake stifled a sigh.

“‘We break this
bread to share in the body of Christ,’” Choo proclaimed.

“‘We who are
many are one body, for we all share the one bread,’” the people
answered.

“‘Draw near and
receive the body and blood of our Saviour Jesus Christ in
remembrance that he died for us. Let us feed on him in our hearts
by faith with thanksgiving.’”

Blake rose, and
walked between the choir stalls. On either side the members watched
him, each dressed in white and red. He led the procession, and the
choir was poised to follow as he knelt at the railing before the
altar, before Choo, the priest of Christ.

Choo held the
silver plate with the wafers of bread in front of him, her priestly
black scarf and white tunic making way for Communion.

“‘The body of
our Lord Jesus Christ which was given for you.’”

Every man
needs a minister, Blake justified to himself, even a
Bishop.

He took the
wafer, closed his eyes, and placed it in his mouth. It dissolved
quickly, as always.

Choo was before
him now with the silver chalice: the wine.

“‘The blood of
our Lord Jesus Christ which was shed for you.’”

He sipped from
the wine. The port was strong on his tongue.

The deed
complete, Blake rose to his feet, turned, and walked back through
the queuing choir members waiting to receive communion, rows of
young boys and girls, and older men and women. Some looked bored.
Others murmured words of prayer. Behind them the congregation lined
up on both sides, joining the queue.

Blake sat, and
waited. The choir returned and the choirmaster lifted his hands
before them.

 “‘I Was Glad’” It was so familiar: Hubert
Parry, 1902 [5]. Psalm 122, ‘I was glad when they said unto
me: We will go into the house of the Lord.’ Blake enjoyed the
music, the sophistication of melody and harmony, not like that
wretched hip hop rock Selena constantly pumped into their home.
Noise! Why did the world love that racket? Blake thought. A little
pop, maybe, to relax to, but nothing beat the classics.

Soprano voices
lifted, beautifully blended with alto, tenor and deep bass. Blake
was glad the church had brought women and girls into the choir: the
diversity of the voices was a joy.

Finally
Communion came to an end.

“‘Go now to
love and serve the Lord,’” said Choo brightly. “‘Go in peace.’”

“‘Amen,’” the
congregation replied in unison. “‘We go in the name of
Christ.’”

The choir sang
another song, and Blake walked down the aisle with Choo following
behind. Blake paused briefly to shake a few hands, and then hurried
down the side of the church, behind the choir stall, to the Robing
Room. He'd let Choo handle the pastoral care, it seemed to be her
forte.

Blake peeled
off his robes, placed them on hangers, straightened the white shirt
and black trousers he'd worn underneath, and strode back into the
corridor and down to the front entrance, hoping for a quick escape
with Selena.

“It was
wonderful to serve with you today,” said Choo at the door, smiling
and grasping his hand in her own.

“Thank you,
Very Reverend Choo,” he said swiftly. “Always a pleasure.”

“Would you like
to join us for Sunday lunch?”

“No thank
you.”

“We’ve grown
some oranges in our yard,” said Choo. “My husband is giving out
bags to families on our street.”

“I’m very happy
for you,” said Blake. “Keep up the good work.”

“Would you like
some oranges?”

“No
thanks.”

“Tofu? We’ve
managed to grow…”

“No. Sorry,
must go. I need to
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