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The stones in th,-. book look ,lt life at both ends. First 

there 1s Walter, s,, years old, always askmg 4uest1ons, 

want111g to find our things that adults don't want him to 

know. Ar the other end of life arc Mr and J\lrs Black1c, 

lookmg for ways to show each other what 1s 111 their 

hearrs. Then there 1s Ro}, alone and londy, roarmg into 

the 111ghr on his motorbike. And the fourth story •~ a 

Maori famih, grandson and grandfather, gathering the 

wh,1k,1p.1p,1, the long history of their family. for the 

11iiori people go back many cenrunes, into the mist, 

pa'>t, to the ttme when the first canoes came over the sea 

to Aote,1ro,1, the land of the long white doud. 
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NOTE ON THE LANGUAGE 

There are many varieties of English spoken in the 

world, and the characters in these stories from 

New Zealand sometimes use non-standard forms 

(for example, leaving out auxiliary verbs such as 

are and is). This is how the authors of the original 

stories represented the spoken language that their 

characters would actually_use in real life. 

There are also words that are usually only found 

in New Zealand English (for example, fullas), and 

in the story by Wiri Ihimaera, a Maori wnter, there 

are a few words from the Maori language. All these 

words are either explained in the stories or in the 

glossary on pages 57 to 59. 

Afierflte Earffttpfake 
JAMES COURAC,I' 

Retold by Christme Lindop 

More than a century ago, many people from 
Britain sailed out to New Zealand, to start 
new lives as farmers or doctors or teachers. It 
was not a crowded country, and people on 
farms and in small towns all knew each other. 
They knew each other's family history, how 
much money they had, who loved whom, 
who hated whom ... 

Children, of course, must not know too 
much about what adults do and think and 
feel. But Walter, who is only six, notices things 
and likes to ask questions ... 

fhe earthquake happened late on a Saturday 1\ight in 

f s.ummer and shook the coast, the farms, and the towns 

for twenty miles, from the sea to the mountains. At the 

Blakiston home everybody had gone to bed and was asleep, 

bur the shake woke Mr Blakiston immediarelr When it was 

over, he sat up tn bed, lit his candle, and looked about him at 

the walls and ceiling. He could not sec any damage, although 

the quake had been strong and had shaken the hou-.e from 

side to side for a moment or two. 

'Are you all right?' ~1r BL1k1sron ash:d his\\ 1fc, who was 

now a\\"ake beside him. 
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'Yes, dear, but do go and see if Walter is awake. He may be 

frightened.' She had been frightened herself, waking from a 

dream of ships on the sea. 

Her husband rested on one elbow, scaring at the candle 

and listening for sounds from his son's room. Walter was six 

and had his own room near the top of the stairs. 

'He must be all right,' said Mr Blakiston, hearing no 

sound in the house. He blew out the candle and lay back 

beside his wife. 'Still, chat was a b_ad little quake. Yes, a damn 

bad little quake.' Soon he was asleep again. 

In the morning they found little damage outside, except 

for the old wash-house chimney, out at the back, which had 

fallen onto the wash-house roof. But inside the house a chin 

china vase had fallen onto the floor and broken. Ac breakfast 

time Mr Blakiston brought the pieces of the vase to the table, 

to show his wife and son. 

'English china,' he explained to the boy. 'Very fine too. See 

that letter D? That's for Doulton, the people who made it.' 

But Walter \\.JS more interested in the earthquake. 'Did 

the whole house shake?' he asked his father. 

'Shook, yes, and w~nc up and down a bit.' 

'Do you think it shook down any houses that we know?' 

'Not man) - maybe a few ceilings and chimneys.' 

Walter ate his breakfast. 'I'd like to see an earthquake,' he 

said. 'I'd like to see house~ falling down, and all the people 

inside them getting frightened.' 

'\Xalter,' said his mother, 'you shouldn't say things like 

that. It's ,·er} unk111d. You should th111k first.' 

'I did think first,' s.11d Walter softly, to his plate. 

After the Earthqu_zke 3 

'What did you say?' asked his mother. 'Speak dearlr' 

'I only said I'm sorry I didn't wake up in the earthquake.' 

That day was a Sunda): Mr Blakiston was a farmer, and 

although there is work to do on a farm every day of the week, 

he usually spent Sundays in and around the farm buildings 

near the house, resting himself. Every fourth Sunday the 

family went to church 111 the t0wn down in the valley. But 

today Mr Blakiston, with Walter's help, began to clear the 

bricks from the roof of the wash-house, where the chimney 

had fallen. 

Walter always asked questions when he worked with his 

father. 'Do earthquakes happen in England?' he asked. 

'Yes,' said Mr Blakiston, 'But not often.' He was enjoying 

the work, and found Walter's questions a little boring. The 

broken vase made him think about England, the Old Country, 

and he wanted to think in silence. 

He had had his farm in New Zealand for nearly twenty 

years, but he still thought of England as home. Colonial life 

was freer, and he liked it better, bur it was not as English' now 

as it used to be. Life was changing in this young country, ,111d 

he was changing with it. 

Now, as he threw the bricks from the roof down to the 

ground, he knew that he would never go back to England. 

He was a colonial farmer for life. Time had decided this for 

him, and he felt pleased. 

'Can I drive to town with .\1um in the morning?' asked 

Walter. 

'Yes, 1f you want to. Now climb down and put those bricks 

tidily b} the wall.' 
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4 The Long \'</lute Cloud: Stories from Nell' Le,7',111d 

\\',zltcr ,1'11·,1rs ,1skcd questions ,chl'lt he ,corked 
11•1/h Ins {.1ther. 

After the Earthq11,1ke 

Next morning at eleven o'clock Mr Blakiston brought the 

horse and gig to the front door. Fwry fine weekday morning 

at eleven ,\lrs Blakiston drove to the tO\'\,n four miles ,l\\ay to 

get the post and the newspaper and to shop at the store. 

Summer or winter, she \Vore a flat grey hat and long glo\'es. 

On this Monda) morning Walter went with her. They 

drove past wide flat fields of hot yellow grass, burnt by the 

sun, until they came to the town. Mrs Blak1-.ron stopped the 

gig by the verandah of Lakin's General Store. 

'Can I go 111?' asked Walter, gettmg ready to jump llO\\n. 

'Mr Lak111 will be out in a moment,' said his mother. She 

opened her purse and found her shopp111g list. 'We'll wait till 

he comes.' 

Soon ~lr Lak111 came out from the shop door. He held his 

hand above his eyes to keep off the bright sun ,rnd looked up 
at the gig. 'Good to see you 're all right after the quake, Mrs 

Blakiston,' he said, in his high thin voice. 

'I'm ,,cry well, Mr Lakin, but it did frighten us a little, so 

late at night. Did you have any damage?' 

'I slept through it, myself. But I found a few broken bottles 

on the floor yesrerda1 morning.' 

\ln, BLlkiston gave Mr L1kin her shopping list. 

'Ha\'C you heard about old Mrs Duncaster?' he asked. 

'Heard about her?' Mrs Blak1ston \hl'> not -.ure. 

'The qu.1ke brought the ceiling down on her. ~he died of 

-.hock, the) sa), early yestcrdar' 

'Oh, but wh.1t a terrible thing, ~1r Lakin-' s,ud \!rs 

Blak1ston. ·1 had no idea-' 
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'Well, it was a sudden end,' Mr Lakin said . 'I thought I 

should tell you,' he added. 'I don't like my old customers 

dying.' 

'Yes,' said Mrs Blakiston. 'Thank you, Mr Lakin. I hadn't 

heard about it, of course. I'll go and visit her daughter this 

morning.' 

Mr Lakin went co fetch Mrs Blakiston's shopping. 

'The Mrs Duncaster who is dead,' said Walter, 'is she the 

old lady I know?' 

'Yes,' said his mother. 'I'd no idea,' she added quietly to 

herself. 'Of course it was Sunday yesterday, so we didn 't he1r.' 

'Did the roof fall right on her face in bed?' 

'I don't know, Walter. Don't ask silly questions. You heard 

what Mr Lakin said.' 

'I think when there's an earthquake you should get right 

under the blankets. Then the ceiling won't hurt you.' 

'She was very old. It's very sad that she's dead,' said Mrs 

Blakiston. She pulled Walter's sunhat down to his eyes, and 

made him sit up straight on the hot seat of the gig. 

'Are we going to visit Miss Duncaster?' he asked. 

'Yes, we must g? and see her. She loved her mother very 

much.' 

After Mr Lakin had put thl shopping in the back of the 

gig, Mr<. Blakiston drove up the street to the post office to get 

the post and the newspaper. She thl.!n drove to the north end 

of thl town, where the Duncasters lived. 

A row of trees hid the little low house from the road. 

Behind the trees, long wild grass, burnt almost red by the 

sun, grew up to the \'erandah. 

After the E.1rthq11,1ke 7 

'There's somebody here already,' said Walter. A dark 

brown horse stood by the verandah, tied to one of the posts. 

It was a farmer's horse, a working horse. 

iv1rs Blakiston looked at the horse for a moment, then, 

carefully holding her long skirt, she got down from the gig 

and knocked at the door. She knocked twice, in the hot 

summer silence, before the door was opened by a tall woman 

in a dark grey dress. 

Walter watched his mother kiss Miss Duncaster. He had 

hoped to see Miss Duncaster crying for a mother killed in an 

earthquake. But he was sorry to see that Annie Dµncaster's 

light blue eyes and pink face looked just the same as usual. 

'You must come in and have tea,' said Miss Duncaster's 

deep voice to his mother. 'And Walter with you. Please, 

please do. I'd like it.' 

'But you have a visitor already,' said Mrs Blakiston. 

Miss Duncaster looked quickly at the horse tied co the 

verandah. 'Nobody's here,' she said. 'Nobody at a'II. Please 

come in.' 

So Mrs Blakiston put the gig under the trees, tie~! up the 

horse, and took Walter with her into the house. 'You must 

be quit:t,' she whispered to \Xfalter, 'and not ask questions.' 

Inside the house it was dark and smelt cooi after the hot 

morning. The little room behind the n:randah \Vas full of 

chma and books, but the most interesting thing to \Xt.1lrer was 

a great creamy-v.:hite egg in a corner. It was bigger than his 

hands. When ,\liss Duncaster had brought in the tea, he sat 

down to stare at the wonderful egg while his mot~er talked. 
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'I've only just heard about your mother, Annie,' said Mrs 

Blakiston. Tm so very sorry.' 

'Mother hared earthquakes,' Miss Duncaster said calmly. 

'We had a bad one here, you know, just after father and she 

had first come from England . She had always been frightened 

of them since then.' 

'They frighten me too. Did your mother die suddenly?' 

'A little of the ceiling fell, you know, in her room. I got her 

our of bed and into a chair and ran downstairs to make her 

a cup of tea. When I got back, she was dead.' Miss Duncasrer 

put down her cup and stared our of the window. 'Ir was all a 

great shock. The earthquake itself and then my mother dead.' 

'I slept all through the earthquake,' said Walter, 'didn't I, 

Mum?' 

'Yes, dear, luckily,' said his mother. 

Miss Duncasrer, who had begun to cry a little, suddenly 

seemed happier and ~aid, 'Of course, my mother was no 

longer a young woman. Bur even at sixty, people like to live. 

And she had had a wonderful life. Young people like me 

can't hope for nearly so much.' 

'Yes, Annie, I know,' said Mrs Blakiston, who also knew 

that old Mrs Duncaster had been at least seventy and that 

her daughter was at least thirty-five. 'It 1s hard for you, on 

your own 110\\,' she added. 

Miss Duncastcr got up. 'Oh, thank you, thank you. But I 

won't let myself be loncl}.' She looked quickly our of the 

window, then moved to rhe door. 'I'd like you to come and 

sec my mother 110\\,' she said. 'She's 1: mg upstairs 111 father\ 

old room. She looks bc~umful ' 

After the Ec1rthq11,1ke 

,\l1ss D1111c.1ster put do1111 her cup 
,111d st.ired 011/ of the 1t'/lldo11·. 
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'Yes, of course I'll come up,' said Mrs Blakiston. 'Walter, 

you stay down here for a few minutes.' 

'Oh, but I want Walter to see her too,' said Miss Duncaster. 

'She always loved children, you know.' 

The stairs were very narrow and dark, and the air was 

warm up under the roof. 

'In here,' said Miss Duncaster, opening a door. 

The small bedroom was full of dark furniture and had 

a window in the roof. The bed was against the wall by 

the door, and on the bed, cove'red by a sheet up to her neck, 

lay the dead Mrs Duncaster. Walter was surprised; the 

round creamy-white face was like the big egg downstairs, 

he thought, but somebody had given it a nose and a mouth 

and put a hard line down each side. He hadn't remembered 

that old Mrs Duncaster looked so serious; she had always 

laughed at him and given him sweets. 

On a table by the bed there was a vase full of green leaves 

and large open milky flowers that gave out a strong smell. 

'Magnolias,' said Mrs Blakiston gently, her head on one 

side. She loved flowers. 'Beautiful,' she added. 

'I picked them from the garden,' said Miss Duncasrer. 

'Mother planted tl1e tree when I wa:, born. It has grown up 

with me. I felt she'd like to have the flowers beside her now.' 

'Yes,' said !vlrs Blakiston, 'yes, Annie, of course.' 

Walter turned ,lway to look at a box made of dark shiny 

wood on the floor h} the window. 

'That belonged to my father,' explained Miss Duncasrer. 

'He was a doctor, you know - the first doctor in this town. 

All his doctor's things arc in that box.' 

After the Earthq11,1ke 11 

'Did he come from England?' asked Walter. 

'A long time ago, in a sailing ship, with my mother. Mother 

missed England all her life, but she didn't g0 back, even when 

father died.' 

At that moment Walter noticed old Mrs Duncaster's hand 

on the side of the bed, lying just under the edge of the sheer. 

The hand held a book with something in gold on the cover. 

'What's that?' he asked. 

'My mother's Bible,' said Miss Duncaster. 

'No, I meant the gold thing on the cover-' 

'Oh, that's my mother's family crest. Yes, that meant a lot 

to her.' Miss Duncaster sighed, then added, to Walter's 

mother: 'She came from a very old, important English family, 

you know. I never knew any of them, of course. They meant 

nothing to me.' She pulled the sheet over the dead hand and 

straightened the magnolias in their vase. 'I'm a colonial,' she 

said. 'My life is here, in this country.' 

Soon they went downstairs. 'Walter and I must go• home 

now, Annie,' said Mrs Blakiston. 

'You have been so kind,' said Miss Duncaster. She looked 

around the room for something to g:ve them. 'Wait now and 

I'll cut you some magnolias from the garden.' 

The big magnolia tree grew at rhc back of the house. Its 

dark leaves shone in the sun, and the white flowers were like 

sea-birds high up in the branches. While Mrs Blakiston and 

\'\'alter stood and watched, Miss Duncaster Jumped up to 

reach the branches. She pulled them down and broke off the 

creamy flowers, careful not to damage them. 

'They go brown so easily,' she explained. She laughed, her 
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face pink and untid), a-. she gave the flowers to Walter. 'He's 

surprised that I can jump so high,' she said to ,\1n, Blak1ston, 

bugh111g agam, this time at the boy'~ face. 

'I only jump up like that \\hen I'm really really happy,' 

said \\'alter. 'Don't I, 1\lum? I can Jump damn high.' 

'\X'hat J1d I hear you say, Walter?' 

He had learnt the bad word from his father. 'I can jump as 

high as the sky,' he said softly. 

They walked round to the fr~rnt of the house. \X'hile Mrs 

Blakiston went to get the gig, Walter waited with Miss 

Duncaster. He looked around and saw that the brown riding 

.horse was no longer tied to the verandah. 

'Where's the hor<,e gone?' he asked. 

'\X'h,1t a funn:,, bo} you are,' said ,\1iss Dunca<,ter. '\X'hat 

horse?' 

\X'alter pointed with the magnolias that he was holding. 

'It was over by the verandah,' he said. '\X:e saw it.' 

Miss Duncaster bent down and hit him on the ,nm with 

her open hand 'You 're Jamag111g the flowers,' she said in a 

quick, angry voice. ·There \Vas no horse.' 

\lrs Blakiston drove up with the gig. 'Come on, \Xlaltcr. 

Sa) goodbye nicely to ,\1iss Dunc.1stcr.' 

011 the w.1y home with his mother Walter said, 'I didn't 

a .. k too nuny questions, did I?' 

'No, I don't think so,' said his mother, but she did not 

sound \·er) '>Ure. 

'Then why did -.he hir me?' 

'I don't bcl1e\e she did. It's Just one of your storic<;.' . . . \X:dtcr pointed 1nth the 11z.1g,110/i.1s. "The horse tms 
m·er /)y the 1•a,111d.1h. ' he s,11d. 'W'i• s,m• it.· 

13 
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14 The Long White Cloud: Stories from New Ze,dand 

That evening, when Mr Blakiston came in from the farm for 

his tea, he saw the big bowl of magnolias in the middle of the 
table. 

'Not ours, arc they?' he asked. 

'No.' His wife told him of their morning visit to the 

Duncasters and of Mrs Duncaster's death in the earthquake. 

While she talked, she picked up pieces of the china vase that 

had broken in the earthquake and put them together with 

glue. Walter, his own meal finished, watched her and listened 
to her talking. 

'Of course, it's terrible for Annie, alone in that old house,' 

he heard her say to his father, 'but she seemed very brave 
abour it.' 

'Brave?' Mr Blakiston said. 'She's probably damn pleased 

about it. For ten years and more she's been shut in that house 

taking care of that old woman. She'll have a chance to marq 
now.' 

'I don't think she's the kind of woman who gets 
married.' 

'Don't you believe it. I hear more than you do,' said Mr 
Blakiston. 

'Does Joe Sleaver ride a dark brown horse?' Walter asked 
suddenly. 

Mr Blakiston looked surprised. He took his pipe from 

between his lips and studied it before he answered. 'Yes,' he 

said, 'I think he does.' 

'Walter,' warned ,\1rs Blakiston, 'you remember what I 

said to rou toda}, about not asking quesnons, don't you?' 

'I only meant-' began Walter, J.nd stopped. 

After the Earthquc1ke I 5 

'What's this about? What are you rn:o talking about?' said 

Mr Blakiston. 'Why shouldn't Joe Sleaver ride a brown horse 

if he wants to?' 

'Walter thinks that he saw a dark brown horse tied to the 

Ouncasters' verandah this morning,' explained his mother. 

'I did see it,' cried Walter. 'Muni saw it too!' 

His father and mother looked at each other. Then, with 

his pipe in his mouth, Mr Blakiston reached forward and 

picked up a piece of the-china vase. 'Well,' he said, smiling as 

he spoke, 'well, we don't have earthquakes every night.' 

'I did see the horse,' Walter said again. Why did his parents 

want to stop him finding things out? All older people were 

the same. 'I did see the horse.' 

'Of course you saw the damn horse!' said his father 

5uddenlr 'Be quiet about it, that's all.' To his wife he said, 

more quietly, 'I was thinking yesterday, you know, I shall 

probably never go back to the Old Country. It's too far away 

now, too long ago.' 



 

qafher/n1 ef fhe Whahpapa 
\XTII IHL\1 -\.F RA 

Retold by Chnstine Lindop 

The Maori people of New Zealand have a 
long, long history, and at the heart of this is 

the whakapapa, the genealogy of families, 
which begins in the shadowy past and reaches 
forward to the present. The whakapapa lives 

not just in books, but also in the memory, and 
the names and the stories are chanted aloud 
like music. 

But in this story the books are lost and only 

one old, sick man holds the whakapapa in his 
memory. It is time to call a favourite grandson 
home to help ... 

17 

lhe phone rang at work. It was Dad, nngmg,me m 

/ ~ellington from Wairuhi, my ll'han,m. 

'Can you take a week off work?' he asked. 

'But Dad!' I answered. 'If I take any more time off, my 

boss 'II go crazy!' 

'It's your Nani Tama,' Dad said. 'He wants you up here, 

son.' 

'What for now?' I asked. 

'Here, you ask him,' Dad ~.1id. 

The phone went silent, but I could hear Dad saymg to 

Nani Tama, 'Old man, you're JU'it trouble to him.' 
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Then Nani Tama 's voice c:1Iled to me. 

'Is that you, moko/nma?' 

'Yes, Nani,' I sighed. 'I'm here.' 

'I need you, mokopuna. l need you.' 

And when I heard his soft vo1ee repeating those words, I 
knew I would have to go to him. 

'All right, Nani.' 

'I need you to help me. The work is almost finished now 
) 

mokopuna. The whakapapa is almost done. But I must go to 

Murupara to finish it. I wa11t you as my driver, not the other 
fullas. Too fast for me, ay. ' 

'Don't you worry, Nani. I'll come.' 

I went in to see the boss. 

He took one look at my face and said, 'Not again!' 

'I'm sorry,' I said. 'My grandfather wants me. So I have to 
go, I just have to.' 

. . . 
For some time now, Nani Tama had been busy. After the 

tuhakapapa, the genealogy of the village, was destroyed, he 
began to write it all down again. 

Before this, the whakapapa had been m Nani Tama's old 

house. It was written in large books and kept in a special 

cuphoard. But then came the night of the fire, the fire that 

ran through the house and destroyed our pa'>t. F verything 

that we loved was lost: the coats made of feather~, the silver 

sports cups, the pwp1us, the genealo~u, ewrything except 

the piece of gn.:enstone, a., sofrl) green a, the river from 
where it had come. 
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In one night, all gone. And Nani Tama, ~o Dad told me, 

had gone crazy, looking at the fire and crying out thl name 

of his dead wife, 'Miro! Miro!' 

It was a sad time for everyone, but most of all for Nani 

Tama. He went to stay with his daughter, my Auntie Hiraina, 

not talking to anyone, trying to find a way out from the ashes 

of the past. 

Much later he had found that way. 

'I need a good pen,' he said one morning. 'I need some 

books to write in. Hurry, I may not have much time.' 

He began to write the village genealogy again, to join the 

past to the present once more. And the village went quiet 

and listened to his chanting, as he sang the names of the 

ancestors. Along the lines of the genealogy his voice travelled, 

searching back, always further back to the first canoes, back 

across the centuries, joining the past to the present. 

His long years of training in whakapapa helped him 

greatly. His memory was like a sharp knife, cutting deep-lines 

into soft wood, finding forgotten routes into the past. And as 

he chanted, he wrote down the names. Slowly. Carefullr At 

times he was almost angry with himself at his slowness. 

'The memory is working well,' he used to say helplessly, 

'bur the hands are old and cannot write fast enough.' 

So my cousin Timi was chosen to help him. As Nani 

chanted, Timi wrote down the names. 

There were some lines in the genealogy that were difficult 

to remember. Often Nani Tama's voice suddenly stopped 

in the middle of a chant. Then the village used to wait 111 

worried silence, w.1it until, at last, the next name burst out 
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of 1 ani's mouth . Then rhe nllage used to sigh: 'Aaaah, rhe 

old man, ht. remembers . .. ' 

It rook Nani Tama almost a year ro ,, nee as much as he 

remembered of the 1uhakap,1p,1. During the ne,r year he 

checked his work, angry when he found a mistake or .1 line 

of m1ss1ng names. 

And sometimes while he worked he used to shout: 

'E h,m1 te u•a ht!i haere m,1ku. E h,m1.1 

I cannot go yet. Nor yet.' 

He was talking co somebocly - but there ,..,as nobody there. 

Now the old man wanted me back home. H e wanted me 

to drive him to \turupara. The gathering of the 1ch.1k,1p,1p,1 

was almost done, but 1t needed one more thmg to give our 

past back to us. . . . 
'They don't wane him to go,' Dad told me. 'Your l\ani Tama, 

he's a sick man. Your Auntie Hiraina sa}s he mw,cn'r do any 

travell111g anywhere.' 

\Xe were on our way to \Xa1tuhi from the railv,a) station 

where Dad had met me. Nani Tama wanted to start for 

,\1urupar.1 immedi'acel~. There was nut much time left, he s.11d. 

'How sick is he, Dad?' I asked. 

Dad did not answer mt:, but I sa,, for mysc:lf when m.: 

arrived .lt Auntie Hiraina's place. 

'Look here, '\ani,' I said, Tm not taking you nm,hen:. 

You he.1r? You Lou Id conk out on lllL, ~.111i, .1nd I don't want 

that to h.1ppen.' 

He \\;l\ .,irring on the edge of the bed, .rnd he w,1., drt·s,ed 
N,1111 l,1111.1 a·,1s _q//rng u11 the edg,<' <>{ the bed, 

,111d he 11 ,IS drt•sst•d lo go 

21 
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to go. It was a shock to see him; he was so thin and his skin 

seemed so grey. 

'You must rake me, mokopuna,' he whispered. 'We leave 

now.' 

'And who's going to give you your injections?' i;houted 

Auntie Hiraina. 'You make me wild, Dad!' 

Nani Tama looked at each of us - Dad, Auntie Hiraina 
' 

my cousin Timi, and myself. His eyes were angry. 

'You fullas want me to die here in this room? Looking at 

these four walls? When the whakapapa is not yet finished? 

Ay, Hiraina? Ay?' 

Auntie Hiraina began to cry. 

I sighed and touched Nani Tama's face. 

'All right, old man,' J said. 'You drive me crazy, you really 

do. But if you can walk to the door by yourself, without help, 

I'll take you to Murupara.' 

The old man held on tightly to the side of the bed and 

cried out as he stood up. Every slow, painful step hurt him. 

But he did it. 

'You're really hard on me, mokopzma,' he sighed. 

I picked him up and carried him to the car. Timi arranged 

the blankets around him. At the bst moment, Auntie Hiraina 

appeared in her coat, with a small black bag in her hands. 

'Well, someone has to give him his injections,' she said . 

J started the Lar. 

'Drive carefully, son,' Dad said. 'And bring our grandfather 

back ro us soon.' 

. . . 

-
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We travelled all that night, silent most of the time, listening 

ro Nani Tama chanting in the darkness. It was strange to 

hear him but wonderful too. From time to time he burst into 

a waiata which he had taught Auntie Hiraina. Together they 

sang, lifting up their voices to send the song flying like a bird 

through the sky. 
We stopped to give Nani his injections, and later to buy 

some kai, and just befo1c midday we arrived at Murupara. A 

small place. Quiet. Not many people around. 

'Who have we come to see, Nani?' I asked. 

He looked straight in front of him, unsure. 

'Where do we go now?' I asked again. 

He did not reply, but he was searching inside himself, 

stanng at the small homes as we drove slowly along the road. 

Then, at a street corner, he told us to turn. We came to a 

house with an open door. An old man stood there, waiting. 

'\X'e are here, mokopuna.' 
I stopped the car. The old man came to meet us. He s_miled 

and gently welcomed Nani Tama. 

'I have been waiting all night for you. I did not think you 

would come so late ... ' 

In his eyes I saw the message, 'We must hurr}:' We ca rried 

Nam Tama into the house. 

Now that day seems like a dream to me. I remember the 

two old men sining at the kitchen table, and the soft <,ounds 

of the Ma.on v .. ords as they talked. The noise of the pen a'> 

my cousin Timi wrote dov .. n the names that Nam Tama 

repeated to him, all through the quiet afternoon and 111to 
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the eve111ng. And always the work, the gathering of the 

whakapapa. And the strange feeling that there were other 

people in the room, people from the past, looking over the 

shoulders of the two old men, making sure that the work 

was correct. 

Until it was finished. Until it was done. 

'You got time for some kai?' the old man asked Nani. 

Nani Tama did not answer and the old man understood. 

'Haere, friend,' he whispered. 

Crying, they pressed 11oses to say goodbye, and Auntie 

Hiraina phoned Waituhi to say we were on our way home. 
■ ■ ■ 

It was early morning and still dark when Wairuhi appeared 

before us. All the lights were on at Auntie Hiraina's place 

and the village people were waiting for us. 

'Huh?' Nani Tama said to them. 'What's wrong with you 
fullas!' 

Many hands reached out to him. He was carried onto the 

verandah and made comfortable. Smiling, he lifted up the 

whakapapa and offered it to the village. And our hearts were 

full, because our grandfather had saved our past for w,. 

He smiled a·gain, our Nani Tama. Then his smile became 

tired. 

'Na kua f<W te wa hei haerenga maku,' he sighed. 

'At last, I may go now.' 

And he closed his eyes. 

'No, Dad!' Auntie Hiraina cned. 

The sun burst across the hills. 

Gathering of the Whakt1pa/111 

Our he,1rts u·ere full, bec,111se 011, g,r,111df.1ther 
h,1d s,11·ed our p,1st for 11s. 



 

A Kh1a <if Lon11'n1 
PHILIP ,\!INC HfR 

Retold by Clmstine l.i11dop 

Riding a motorbike is a great way to travel. 
Who cares if the bike is an old Norton or a 

shiny new Suzuki? It's the speed, the noise of 
the wind in your ears, the engine roaring under 

you, burning up the miles. Bikers are free, 
alone, they go where they want . .. 

Free, alone - sometimes lonely. And danger 
waits at every bend in the road. But for Roy, 

riding home to Auckland as night falls, it's still 
a great feeling ... 

Coming up from the river towards the road, Roy looked 

at his watch. It was half past four. It was cooler now; he 

could do an hour or two of the journey before dark.' 

He started off down the road, feeling the heavy fish in the 

bag against his leg as he walked. He played the rish again in 

his mind, feeling it pull on the line, fighting him all the way. 

He walked happily through the afternoon stillness. 

A car was parked off the road by the bridge, with three 

men standing beside it. They watched him coming. Ther 

stood drinking from metal cups, looking pleased with 

themselves, pleased with the wild boar they had shot. It 
was tied to the roof of theu old American car. 

The) looked at Roy and his fish as he came by. • 
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'Good fishing, then,' one of them said. 

'Sure,' Roy said. 'It looks like everybody's got what they 
came for.' 

He stepped into the long grass, found his old Norton, and 

pushed it up to the road. He felt the men watching him. 

'Have a beer,' one of them offered. 

'Well, thanks,' Roy said . H e took a cup from one of the 

bags on his bike and went over to the car. 

'That's a nice fish,' th~ man said, filling his cup with beer. 

'Nor bad,' Roy said. 'He nearly took the fly last night, and 

I \Vent back to get him today.' He drank his beer. 

'He must have a poor memory then,' the man said. 

'He just loves Black Gnats,' Roy said, touching the fishing 

fly pinned to his shirr. They all looked. You could tell that 

they were not fishermen. 

Roy looked at the dead boar with its long dangerous teeth. 

'Big one,' he said, and finished the beer. 

The guy offered the bottle. 

'No, thanks. I've got to get going.' 

He walked back to the bike and went on packing. The 

men stood around with their beer, watching him. Roy picked 

up the fish and held it up to show them how big it was, and 

they smiled. He packed it away in one of the bags. He '>at 

down on the grass and pulled on his boots, think111g that it 

hadn't been a bad weekend. He felt the men watch111g him. 

They were fnendl~. bur there was someth111g about it, a k111d 

of feeling he wasn't sure about. 

He put on his crash helmet and his glove'>. Then he 

started the bike and \\a\'ed goodbye. The men smiled, and 
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one of them lifted his beer for good luck. 'I'm on my 

own,' Roy thought. 'That's what it is. They're three friends 

our together in the afternoon, and I'm on my own, with 

two hundred miles to go. It's a small thing, but that's what 

it is, al I right.' 

He turned away and rode the Norton down the road. . . . 
The road stayed near the river for the next eight or ten miles. 

Sometimes the rocky walls of the valley hid the river, and 

sometimes you could see it far below you. In places road and 

river went side by side, and you could see the w~t rocks 

shining in the late afternoon sun, and the deep black water 

at the bends. It was always good to be close to a river, Roy 

thought. Next time he would fish down river from the bridge. 

The road turned away from the river at last, and joined 

the highway. Roy let the bike go faster. He felt the old 

feeling coming as the miles went br All the things that 

hurt disappeared, all the things that didn't matter. He didn't 

need to think, not about being alone, not about anyrhing. 

He did sixty-five miles in the first hour. He felt calm and 

easy. Sometimes it worried him, riding fast, but this afternoon 

was fine. When it was dark, he would slow down. 

He rode on past the rich farmland. He thought about the 

formers, finishing work, perhaps havmg their tea. Thar made 

him feel a little hungq: Maybe about halfway he would stop 

for a cup of coffee and something to cat. 

He came round a bend and sa\, a car just disappearing 

round the next bend. He slowed down a little, waiting for 

a place to pass it. It was a big, old car, and as he ~amc up 
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behind it, the driver speeded up and went fast into 1he next 

bend. Rov stayed behind him, waiting for a straight piece of 

road. Maybe the guy just didn't like bikes. 

The place came at last, half a mile of straight em pry road, 

going up a small hill. He checked his mirror, and pa,sed the 

car. He went up the hill, leaving the car behind, and he was 

alone again on a straight road. And then the world exploded 
underneath him! 

It came with a sudden crash, like a shot from a gun behind 

him. A moment later he realized what it was - he was riding 

a flying machine on a back tyre in pieces, fighting wildly to 

stay on and to slow the Norton down from sixty-five ro zero. 

The big bike flew from one side of the road to the other, but 

as it \vent up the hill, it began to go slower. Then a car was 

coming and he was off the road,. and at last the bike ran hard 
against a bank and stopped. 

Roy turned off the engine and sat back. Then the car he 

had passed came up and stopped beside him. An unpleac;anr 

face stared at him from the front passenger seat. 
'Bad luck!' 

The voice sounded pleased. Somebody laughed. Then the 

old car ro.1red away and disappeared over the hill. 

Ro) got off the bike. He was shaking just a little. He 

decided not to think about the guys in the car for a \\hile. He 

wanted to calm Jown first. He looked down the road, half a 

mile of It, str,1ight with no ditch, and he felt hem luck} he 

had been: A long, st1wg,ht road and no ditch, man ... 

He turned and looked up the road. There \\as a house near 

the top of the hill. He half walked, half rode the bike to the 
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At /,1st the bike r,m h,ml ,1g,1i11st" b,mk and stopped. 
Roy turned off the engine ,md s,1t b.ick. 



 

32 The Long \Y,I/Jite Cloud: Stories from New Zealand 

farm gate. They would let him leave his bike there, surely. He 
stopped by ~he back door and turned off the engine. 

A big man in jeans, with only socks on his feet, came to 
the door. Roy felt the farmer looking at him, deciding about 
him while he explained. 

'On your own?' 

'Yes.' 

'Just a minute,' the farmer said, and got his boots. 
They put the bike in one of the farm buildings, and Roy 

felt better about it. • 

'Lucky it happened there,' the farmer said. 
'That's true,' ~aid Roy. 'And lucky it was the back wheel.' 
'I used to hav~ one of these things,' the farmer said, and 

he reached over to hold the bike. He seemed to be looking 
back in time. 'It'll be safe here,' he said. 

Roy rook out the fish and gave it to him. 

'Well, he's a big one!' said the farmer. 'We'll keep him for 
you.' 

'No,' Roy said. 'Give him to the cook. Do you think I'll 
get a ride this ti n\e of day?' 

'Easy,' the farn1er said. 'One of those cattle trucks is what 
you need - take You all the way to Westfield.' 

'Thanks again,' Roy said, and walked back up to the road. 
It was nearly ,lark. He took ·his gloves and put his crash 

helmet on. 'Then people will see I'm not just out walking,' 
he thought. That was what he rhought at the beginning. 

• • • 
The first two or three cars did not matter. But then he knew 
he had a long walk in front of him. Most people did not even 
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slow down before they decided not to take him. He was 
halfway up the second long hill, and it was quite dark, when 

he heard the first cattle truck. 
He waited as the big truck came closer. Then he saw the 

driver's face looking at him, and he remembered it when the 
truck had gone. It wasn't unfriendly, he thought - the guy 
just didn't care. He watched the truck go slowly up the hill. 

He started to walk again. He felt a kind of loneliness 
walking in the dark. It was the way the truck driver had 
looked at him. The guy just didn't care. Or maybe he didn't 
want a stranger with him all that way. Maybe he just di~n't 

want to talk. 
More cars passed, but he didn't even try asking for a ride 

any more. He walked on, not caring, knowing how alone in 

the world he was. 
He had walked perhaps another five miles when he heard 

his favourite sound. A bike came up fast behind him, and 
went round the next corner. Roy heard it slow down, turn 
and come back. The rider stopped and waited for Roy. , 

It was a big modern bike, Japanese, he guessed. The ricler 
sat looking back at him, crash helmet shining. Roy was next 
to the bike before he realized that the rider was a girl- a tall, 
leggy girl in jeans and boots, and perhaps there was fair hair 
under the helmet. Roy stared as they spoke. 

'Which way you going, mister?' 

'Auckland.' 
'That makes two of w,. You have a crash?' 

'Tyre went.' 

'No fun.' 
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Roy felt her eyes watchrng him as she spoke. 
'Wdl,' she said, 'talking .1bout it won't get us home.' 
'Sure,' s,11d Ro}: Hts cars were gemng hot under his Lrash 

helmet. He dim bed up behind her and rhe} were off. 
She rode fast from the beg111ning. This was a real bike and 

a real rider. Roy felt good about it - good to be on wheels 
again, good thar somebody cared enough to stop. 

Close to his face the girl ac.,kcd, 'What kmd of bike, mister?' 
'Norton. 500cc.' 

'Front wheel or back?' 
'Back.' 

'Not '>O bad,' she said. 'Better back. th,111 front, any day.' 
')ure,' Ro) said. He wanted to talk to this girl, bur he 

could nor get the words out. 
The, rode on 111 silence 111 the dark. She knew about bikes 

all right. '\\.1th a guy tt's easy,' Roy thought. 'You have a 
crash, you get a ride, you climb on the bike. You don't en!n 
notice that he can ride it well. But this is a girl and she knows 
what she\ do111g. That doesn't mean you can't talk to her,' 
he told him-.elf. 'You've seen girls before, man.' 

Her mice came back to him: '\X1herc have you come from, 
1111',ter?' 

'Pukarca Valier' 

'Ye.,? Hem wa'> the fo,h111g?' 
'"!ot bad,' Rm '>,ltd, before he had rim~ to wonder at her 

question. 

'J\itce water by the old bridge. \X'hat were they taking?' 
'BlaLk Gn.n,' he ~atd, and there wa-. more than wonder. 

He felt that hot pain behind hi-, 1.:ycs. 
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'\X'et or dry?' 
'\X'et,' said Roy, and his voice shook a little with the 

wonder of it. And m his heart he felt an ache that came from 
a kind of longmg. This was the girl he had been longing for 
all his life - a tall, leggy girl who rode a ~socc Surnki and 
knew about Hy-fishing. 

for a while they rode and did not speak. Then, back on 
scr.1ight road, the girl said, dose to his face, • My brother 
caught a six-pound fish under that bridge one year.' 

'Really!' Roy was beginning to understand. 'How long 
ago wa'> that?' , 

'Maybe five years ago. Ross played him for half an hour 
before he pulled him in.' 

·sounds like he's a good fisherman, your brother,' Roy 
said. 

'He was,' she said, and that was all. 
And Roy, guessing what she meant, knew it was not the 

kind of rhmg you could shout about above rhe noise of the 
wind and the engine. 

After a few miles the girl s.11d, 'My name's Kay, mister.' 
Ro} said his own name. It soundl·d strange to h1111. 
'\X'ell, Roy, you going to buy me a cup of coffee when we 

gu to the next town?' 
'Sure,' Roy said. 'Sure thing, Kay.' 
They dropped their speed and rode into the town. It was 

quiet on a Sunday e\·enmg. They found the pl.tee they wanted, 
and got off the hike. 

Her hair was long and fair and blown abour by the v,:ind. 
In the wffce shop he saw her face for the first time, and he 
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,I 

/ 

/hey s,ll dr111k111g their co((ce, ll ,1tchi11g ,md l1stl'l1i11'<,, 
?,<'ll111g the idc•,1 of e<1ch other. · 

\ 1'.111d of I.ongmg J7 

fdt th.n kind of longing from way hack, anJ he .,,lt down 
he.,1de her, knowing what it was. 

'How long were you walking hack there?' Her ,·01ce was 
-,oft and pleasant after the shouted co1wersation on the road. 

'Perhap<; five or six miles,' Roy said. 'Nohod) was 
interested.' 

'They never arc.' 
'It's not the k111d of th111g you worry .. 1bour,' he said. 
'No.' The) sat drinking their coffee, watch111g and listenmg, 

getting the idea of each other. 
'You go fish mg a lot?' she said. 
'Sure. F1sh111g. ~1ov111g around.' 
'Ah\ays travel alone?' 
·~ty fnend gn killed,' Roy said. It came out like th.n. 

There \\as not much else that he could sa). He felt a kind of 
softness 111 her eyes that took him by the heart. 

'What about you?' he said. 
'What .1hout me?' 
'I mean, you can tell me ,1hout your brother.' He s.1w her 

eves their softnes'i, the quiet hurt a'> his words h1t her. 
'Ross got killed Ill the army,' .,J,c '>aid. 'It \\.l'i lw, nr'>t week 

- Jmt a stupid .1cc1dent. He was onl: twent). He fell off the 
hack of a truck and hit h,.., head. He used to do wild, aazy 
th111gs all the nmc - but then what killed him \\',l', jmr ,1 

stupid accident ... ' 
He pbyed with hi-. spoon in the coffee. 
'\X'h.1t about your friend?' ... he a-,kcd after .1 \\h1lc. 
'Plane,' Roy ,.1id. 'Another th111g that ju.,t couldn't l1.1ppen.' 
~ le .... m 1t 111 h1'> m111d - the broken plane, that mom1.:nt he . 
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could never forget for the rest of his ltfe. This was something 
they both kne\\, he and this girl: a death that you couldn't 
believe. And that feeling was always with you, everywhere, 
like a voice that whispers in your ear, 'There will never be 
enough road any more, enough water, enough air ... ' 

But beyond the feelings of hurt, old and new, he knew 
that they were telling each other the truth about themselves , 
not hiding things. Was he choosing the right words? It didn't 
matter. Now he asked, 'Wherc've you been today then, on 
your big bike?' · 

'Tauranga.' 

'Stay the weekend?' 

'Down this morning. It's only two hundred and sixty 
miles there .ind back,' she said. 'My father's 111 a kind of 
hospital down there. I don't sray because one visit each time 
1s all I can do.' 

'I'm sorry,' Roy said . 

It was all in her eyes. In his mind Roy saw a strong man 
broken - the father \\ho would never get old, never die. How 
could you believe it, live with it? 

Maybe he taught them to fish, Roy thought, this girl and 
her brothet, dead at twenty from his <1ccident. Maybe he 
taught them all those good things an..:! the> all had fun 
together, and then suddenly she looked around and she was 
the only one left. Maybe that's why she ndes the big bike. 

The time wa<, start111g to get heavy nm\. 
'\X,'hat do you say we get on the road?' Kay said. 
'Sure.' 

They went out and Ro; felt the heavme<,s going. It was all 
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right if you knew wh1,;n to get up and go. They put on their 
crash helmets and the tall leggy girl started her bike. Ro; 
climbed on behind her, and they went aw.1y laughing. They 
rode gently out of the sleepy town; then they reached the 
highway and the bike roared away 111to the mght. 

Roy felt all right about riding on the back. Sometimes, if 
you weren't sure about the rider, you \veren't happ) when he 
went fast, but this girl was okay. They rode, not talking, 
enjoying the night ride on their big fast machine. Ro; thought 
about the things they were passing - the cattle in the field'>, 
the night sounds of the farms. Lights appeared and cars sped 
past, and he thought about all the people go111g places. He 
felt Kay close to him, with her long friendly shoulders and 
her fair hair flying back from under her helmet. He could go 
on and on. He didn't care about the people who hated you 
before they saw you, or en1oyed watching you in trouble on 
the road, or let you walk because they didn't want to think 
about you. He felt that none of it could touch him now, or 
ever, that all the hurt had gone, and the shock ftom the 
deaths of friends and the bad feelings that came from 
people's unkind words. 

A notice warned of bends 111 the road, and Ka; cut their 
SJ'eed, and they rode the big bike down into the first bend. 

Cars came up from down belm\, their lights -,howing the 
narrow road and the banb on each side. ,\1ost of the car, 
,ecmed to be 111 mo much of a hurn, Rm thought. 

They reached the bottom of the narrow valley, where he 
knew the nver ran dose to the road. He thought about that 
dear mountain water among the trees. Then they S£,.uted to 
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climb. They rode up the hill and into the first bend. And 
death came down to meet them on the wrong side of the 
road. 

The lights of the car were right in front of them. They 
had nowhere to go, and not enough time to hate the guy who 
was killing them. Roy put his arms round Kay. He felt his 
face against her shoulder, their helmets close together. Then 
they were off the road and into the ditch as the car went past, 
moving too late to its own side of the road. They went on 
and on, fighting the ditch, crashing into the bank, and then 
they were over the bank and sailing, a moment's space before 
the hurt that was coming. They crashed down the bank, and 
Roy held tight to Kay, and they were off the bike and dying 
together, and the ground came up to knock the life out of his 
body, and he reached for Kay as he fell. Impossibly, he was 
still alive, but as he fell, crashed, broke, he didn't care - he 
only reached for Kay, longed for her. 

H e came to rest; there was a taste of blood and a whisper 
of pain through the shock, and he felt cold water around 
him. He lay in the icy water of the ditch, and knew he was 
still alive. Then he was moving along the ditch on hands and 
knees, searchrng for Kay through the pain and shock. 

He pulled himself along the ditch until he found her. She 
was lying face down. He touched her, and turned her over as 
gently as he could. 

Time had stopped. It was like a bad dream, made of all 
the deaths that had gone before. He said her name, and it 
came thick and strange through his pam fol lips. She looked 
at him and be waited for an impossible moment, and then 
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I hey rode 11p the hill and 111/0 the first bend. And de,1th «11111' down 
to meet them 011 the wrong side of the road. 
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she began to cry as the shock hit her, and that was all the 

hope he needed. 
He took off her helmet, and gently pushed her hair back, 

and somewhere above them he heard voices and a crashing 

sound as help came. The pain in his legs began to come alive. 

He put his arm around Kay, loving the life that returned as 

she cried, life and pain coming together. And that was all the 

hope he needed. He guessed it must be all the hope in the 

world. 
Because, for all the time that it lasted, they would have it 

together. 

TlteS/lk 
JOY CO\X Ll'Y 

Retold by Clmstine Lindop 

It came from China, a piece of blue silk that lit 
up the room with its colours - the peacocks 

with their shining silvery tails, the blue lakes 
and the white waterfalls, the cloudy mountains 

and the dark blue trees. It was too lovely to 

wear, too beautiful to cut with scissors. 
All through the long years of a marriage the 

silk had stayed safely in its box - waiting, but 
not forgotten. And now the time had come ... 

-B 

1 A / hen Mr Blackie became ill again that autumn, both 

V V he and Mrs Blackie knew that it was for the last time. 

For many weeks neither spoke of it; but the understaoding 

was in their eyes as they watched each other through the 

days and nights. It was a look seen in the faces of the old 

and the very young, neither sad, nor hopeless, just a quiet 

understanding; they accepted what was coming. 

It showed in other ways too. Thert were no more cross 

words from Mrs Blackie about her lazy old husband. Instead 

she took care of him day and night. She managed their 

money carefull} to buy him his favourite foods; she let the 

di<;tnct nurse visit him, but no more than twice a \veek. 

Mr Blackie \'>'ent to his bed and stayed there quietlr He 

had never talked much about the past, but now he spoke a lot 
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about their earlier days. Sometimes, to ~1rs Blackie'-, -.urpri-.e, 
he remembered th111gs that she had forgotten. He talked very 
little about the present, and rn.:ver in those weeks about the 
future. 

Then, on the first icy morning of the winter, while Mrs 
Blackie was filling his hot water bottle, he sat up in bed to 

5ee out the vvinJow. He could see a row of houses om-;ide, 
with ice on the grass in front of them, like a white carpet. 

'The ground will b~ hard,' he said at last. 'Hard as a 
rock.' 

Mrs Blackie looked up quickly. 'Not yet,' she s.1id. 
'Soon, I think.' He smiled, but she knew he was say111g 

sorry to her. Sht· put the hot water bottle into its cover. 
'Lie down or you'll catch cold,' she said. 
He lay back against the pillow, but as she moved about 

him, putting the hot water bottle at his feet, he stared at the 
shapes of ice on the window. 

'Amy, you'll get a double plot, won't you?' he said. 'I won't 
rest ca:.y if I think that one day you 're going to sleep by 
someone ebe.' 

'What a thing to say!' The corner'i of her mouth moved 
suddenly. 'You know very well I won't do th,u.' 

'It was your idea to hm smgle beds,' he said cro-,slr 
'Oh, Herb-' She looked at the window, av,tay again. 

'\X'e'II han: a double plot.' For a second or two '>he waned by 
his bed, then she '>at down beside his feet, with one hand 
resttng on top of the other. Thi-. wa-. thl' way that she always 
sat when she had something important to '>,1). 

'You know, I've been thinking on and off about the -.ilk.' 
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·The -.ilk)' HL turned hi-; head row.uds her. 
·1 want co w,e 1t for your laying-out py1.1mas.' 
'No, Aim,' he '>did. 'Not the silk. That was your wedding 

present, the only thing that I brought b.1ck with me.' 
'\X'hat am I going to do with it now?' she said. \Xihen he 

didn't answer, she got up, opened the cupboard door and 
rook down the v,;ooden box. 'All these years we've kept it. \X'e 
should use it some time.' 

'Not on me,' he said. 
'l'\'e been thmking about your py1amas.' She fitted a key 

into the lock on the box. 'It'll be just right.' 
'It'll be a right mistake, I think,' he said. But he could not 

keep the excitement out of his voice. He watched her hands 
as she opened the box, and pulled back the sheets of thin 
white paper. Below them lay the blue of the silk. They were 
both silent as she took it out and put it on the bed. 

·~takes the whole room look different, doesn't it?' he said. 
'I nearly forgot it looked like this.' His hand., moved with 
difficulty across the bed cO\·er. Gently she picked up tHe blue 
silk and let it fall in ,1 river o,·er his finger'>. 

'Aah,' he sighed, bringrng 1t dose to his eye-;. 'All the way 
from China.' He smiled. 'l kept it on me all the time. You 
know that, Am\'? There ,ven.: people on th,1t ship who wanted 
to stc,11 that -,ilk. But I kept IC pinned round my middle.' 

'You told nu:,' she -.aid. 
He held the silk ,1gaimt his fa1:e. 'It's the birds thar you 

notice,' he said. 
'At first,' -..ud ,\1rs Blackie. She ran her finger O\'er one of 

the pe,Kocb that marched across the land of -.ilk. Thi,.y were 
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i\.1h, · Air Black,,, ,,J!.lml, lm,wJng the silk dose to IITis evl's. 
:4ll thr m1y from Chi11,1. · · 
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beautiful birJs, sh111111g blue, with silver thread-, 111 rheir mils. 
·J useJ to like them best, bur after a while you sec much more, 
just as fine, only smaller.' She pushed her glasses higher up 
her nose and looked closely at the silk, her eye'> follow111g her 
finger. She saw !';lands with waterfalls between ltttle houses 
and dark blue trees; flat lakes wtth small hsh111g boats; 
mountains with their tops in silvery clouds; and back aga111 
ro a peacock with one foot 111 the air above a rock. 

'The} JUSt don't make anyrhtng as beautiful as this in this 
country,' she said. 

Mr Blackie held up rhe box, enjoying the smell of the 
wood. 'Don't cut 1t, Amy. It's too good for someone like me.' 
Bur his eyes were asktng her to disagree wtth him. 

'I'll get the pattern tomorrow,' she said. 
The next day, while the disrncr nurse was giving him his 

1111ectton, she went down to rhc store and chose a pattern 
from the pattern books. Mr Blackie, who had worn bonng 
pyjamas all hi'> life, looked at the picture of the young nian 
on the front of the packer and crossed his arms. 

'What\ this - .1 Chine!>e <;uit? Thar\ young men's clothe-., 
not suitable for me,' he said. 

'Rubbish,' said Mrs Blackie. 
'Modern rubbish,' he <,a1d, 'that's what it 1..,. You're ne,·cr 

pumng those on me.' 
'It'<; not your 10b to decide,' '>atd i\lrs Blackie. 
'Not 111} 1ob? I'll get up and fight -you \\,lit anJ -.cc.' 
'All nght, I Ierb, if you real!) don't like 1r-' 
Bur no\, he had won, he wa'> happ). 'Oh, go on, Amr It\ 

not stu .. h .1 b,1d 1de.1. In fact, I thmk they're tine. Jr's that 
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nurse, you see. The injection hurt.' He looked at the pattern. 
'When do you start?' 

'Well-' 

'This afternoon?' 

'I could pin the pattern out after lunch, I suppose.' 
'Do it in here,' he said. 'Bring in your machine and pins 

and things so I can watch.' 

She turned her head and looked at him. 'I'm not using the 
rnachine,' she said. Tm doing it all by hand - every thread of 
it. My eyes aren't as good as they were, bur nobody in this 
world can say that I'm not still good with my needle.' 

His eyes closed as he thought. 'How l0ng?' 
'Eh?' 

'Until it's finished.' 

She turned the pattern over in her hands. 'Oh - about 
three or four weeks. That is - if I work hard.' 

'No,' he said. 'Too long.' 

'Oh, Herb, you want me to do a good job, don't you?' she 
said. 

'Amy-' He shook his head on the pillow. 
'I can use the machine for some of it,' she said, in a quieter 

voice. 

'How long?' 

'A week,' she whispered. 

Although the doctor had cold him to lie flat in bed, he 
made her give him another pillm,· that afternoon. She took 
the pillow from her own bed, shook it, and put it behind his 
neck. Then she measured his body, legs, and arms. 

'I'll have ro make them a b1t ~mailer,' she said, writing 
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down big black numbers. Mr Blackie was waiting, his eyes 
wide. He looked brighter, she thought, than he had for 
weeks. 

As she arranged the silk on her bed and started pinning 
the first of the pattern pieces, he described the journey home 
by boat, the stop at Hong Kong, and the man who had sold 
him the silk. 

'Most of it was rubbish,' he said. 'This was the only good 
thing that he had, and I still paid too much for it. You got ro 
argue with these people, they told me. But there were others 
who wanted that silk, and I had to buy it - or lose ir. j He 
looked at her hands. 'What are you doing now? You just put 
that bit down.' 

'It wasn't right,' she said, through lips closed on pins. 'It 
needs to be in just the right place. I have to join a tree to a 
tree, not to the mid~le of a waterfall.' 

She lifted the pattern pieces many times before everything 
was right. Then it was evening, and Mr Blackie could talk 
no more. He lay back on his pillows, his eyes red from 
tiredness. 

'Go to sleep,' she said. 'Enough's enough for one day.' 
'I want you to cut it out first,' he said. 
'Let's leave it until the morning,' she said, and they both 

knew that she did not want to put the scissors to the silk. 
'Tonight,' he said. 
'I'll make the tea first.' 
'After,' he said. 
She picked up the scissors and held them for a moment. 

Then together they felt the pain as the scissors closed cle~nly 
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in that fir..,t cut. The silk would never again be the same. 
They were changing tr, arrangmg the pattern of '>Ome fifty 
rears to 111,1ke somethmg new and d1fferenr. When she had 
cut out the first piece, she held it up, still pinned to the paper, 
and said, 'The back of the top.' Then she put it c!own and 
went on a.., quickly as she could, becau<,e -.he knew that he 
would not rest until she had fi111shed. 

One by one the pieces left the body of silk. Each nme the 
scissors moved, mountams fell 111 half, peacocb were cur 
from head to rail. In the end, there wa., nothing on the bed 
but a few shining threads. ~1rs Blackie picked them up and 
put them back 111 the wooden bo\.. The,, she took her pillow 
from Mr Blackie'<, bed and made him comfortable before she 
went mto the kitchen to make the tea . 

He was \·ery tired the next morning, but refused to sleep 
while she was working with the silk. From time to time she 
thought of a reason to leave the room . He slept then, but 
never for long. After no more than half an hour, he would 
call. She would find him awake, waiting for her to start 
,1ga111. 

ln that da} and the rn:xt, she did all the machine work. 
It \\ 1s a long, boring job, became first '>he -,ewed all the 
pieces Ill place b} hand. \1r Blackie silently watched every 
mow <,he m.1de. Sometimes she -;a\\ him '>tlld} mg the silk, 
.111d on his facL \\,1'> a look that ..,he remembered. It was the 
way that he h,1d looked at her \\hen they \\ere young lm·crs. 
That hurt a l1ttle. He didn't care .. 1bour the ..,ilk more than 
he cared .,bout her, ..,he knew that, bur he s,rn '>Omerhing 
in it that ..,he didn't. She ne\·er asked him wh.1t It \\as. 
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Someone of her age did not question these dung'> or ask for 
explanations. She just went on with the work, rhmking onh 
of the sewing and the silk. 

On rhe Friday afternoon, four days after she'd scarred the 
pypmas, she finished the buttonholes and sewed on the 
buttons. She had had to work more quickly at the end. In the 
four days Mr Blackie had become weaker. She knew that 
when the pyjamas were finished and put back in the box, he 
would be more interested in food and rest. 

She cur the lase thread and put away the needle. 
'Thar's it, Herb,' she said, showing him her work. 
He tried to lift his head. 'Bring them over here,' he said. 
'\X'cll - what do you think?' As she brought the pyjamas 

closer, he saw chem clearly and he smiled. 
'T!"y chem on?' he said. 
She shook her head. 'I measured you carefull),' she said. 

'They'll fie.' 

'We should make sure,' he said. 
Why didn't she want him to try them on? She cotildn't 

find a reason. 'All right,' she said, turning on rhe hearer. 'Just 
to make sure the buttons are right.' 

She rook off his thick pyjamas and put on the silk. She 
stepped back co look at him. 

'Well, I ha\'e to '>ay that's a fine 10b. l could move the top 
button a lmle bit, but really they fir heauttfully.' 

He smiled at her. 'Light, aren't they?' He looked all down 
his body ,111d moved ht'> toes. 'All the way from ( h1na. I kept 
it \\1th me d,1y .rnd night. Know rhat, Amy?' 

'Do you like them?' 
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'/ could moue the top button a little bit,· s,11d Mrs B"1ckie, 
'but really they fit beautifully.' 
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He tried not to look too pleased. 'All nght. A little bit 
small.' 

'They are not, and you know it,' Mrs Blackie said crossly. 
'It wouldn't hurt to say thank you. Here, put your hands 
down and I'll change you before you get cold.' 

He crossed his arms. 'You did a really good job, Amy. 
Think I'll keep them on for a bit.' 

'No.' She picked up his thick pyjamas. 
'Why not?' 
'Because you can't,' she said. ' It - it's not the right thing 

to do. And the nurse will be here soon.' I 'Oh, you and your ideas.' He was too weak to stop her, 
but as she changed him, he still could not take his eyes away 
from the silk. 'Wonder who made it?' 

She didn't answer, but a picture came to her of a Chinese 
woman sitting at a machine making silk. She was dressed in 
beautiful Eastern cloches, and although she had Eastern eyes, 
she looked like Mrs Blackie. 

'Do you think there are places like that?' Mr B}ackie 
asked . 

She picked the pyjamas up quickly and put them in the 
box. 'You're the one who's been to the East,' she said. 'Now 
get 'iome rest or you 'II be tired when the nurse arrives.' 

The district nurse did not come that afternoon. Nor in the 
evening. It was half-past three the next morning when Mrs 
Blackie heard the nurse's footsteps, and the doctor's, outside 
the house. 

She was in the kitchen, waiting. She sat with straight back 
and dry eyes, with one hand resting on top of the oth<;;-
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'Mrs Blackie, I'm sorry-' 

She didn't answer and turned to the doctor. 'He didn't say 

goodbye,' she sa id, her voice angry. 'Just before I phoned. 

His hand was over the side of the bed. I touched it. It was 
cold.' 

The doctor nodded. 

'No sound of any kind,' she said. 'He was fine last night.' 

Again the doctor nodded. He put his hand on her shoulder 

for a moment, then went into the bedroom . A minute later 

he returned, closing his bag, speaking kindly. 

Mrs Blackie sat still, hearing words. Peacefully. Brave. 

The words dropped onto her. They didn't seem to mean 
anything. 

'He didn't say goodbye.' She shook her head. 'Not a word.' 

'But look, Mrs Blackie,' the nurse said gently. 'It was going 
to happen. You know that. He was-' 

'I know, I know.' She turned away crossly. Why didn't they 

understand? 'I just wanted him to say goodbye. That's all.' 

The doctor offered her something to help her sleep but she 

pushed it away. And she refused the cup of tea that the district 

nurse put in front of her. When they picked up their bags and 

went towards the bedroom, she followed them. 

'In a few minutes,' the doctor said. 'If you'll leave us-' 

'I'm getting his pyjamas,' she said. 'I need to change a 
button. I can do it now.' 

When she entered the room, she looked at Mr Blackie's 

bed and saw that the doctor had pulled up the sheer. Quickly, 

she lifted the wooden box, took a needle, thread, scissors, 

her glasses, and went back to the kitchen. Through the door 

The Silk 

Trees mot•ed ,il101·e the ll'<ller, pe.icocks d,mced ll'ith tl'lnte fire 
m their t,11ls. And the l1ttle bndges ... 
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she heard rhe nurse's voice, 'Poor o ld thing,' and she knew 

char they were nor talking abour her. 

She sac down at the table co rhread the needle. Her eyes 

were clear, but for a long rime her hands refused co obey her. 

At lase, her needle and rhread ready, she opened the wooden 

box. The beauty of the s ilk always surprised her. As she 

arranged rhe pyjamas on rhe table, she was filled with a 

strong, warm feeling, the first good feeling char she had had 

that morning. The silk was real. The light above rhe table 

filled everything with life. Trees moved above the water, 

peacocks danced with white fire in their tails. And the little 

bridges ... 

Mrs Blackie rook off her glasses, cleaned them, put them 

on again. She sat down and couched one bridge with her 

finger, then another. And another. She turned over the pyjama 

coat and looked carefully at the back. It was there, on every 

bridge; something she hadn't noticed before. She got up and 

fetched her magnifymg glass. 

As the bridge in the pattern on the silk grew, the little 

group of threads, which had been no bigger than a grain of 

rice, became a man. 

Mrs Blackie forgot about the button, and the quiet voices 

in the bedroom. She brought the magnifying glass nearer 

her eyes. 

It was a man, and he was standing with one arm held out 

on the highest part of the bridge between two i~lands. Mrs 

Blackie studied him for a long time, rhen she sat up and 

smiled . Yes, he \\JS \v,wing. Or perhaps, she thought, he was 

calling her co 10111 him. 
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GLOSSARY 

ancestor a person 111 your family who lived a long time ago 

ashes what 1s left after something has been destroyed b) burmng 

ay (New Zealand English) something you say when you \\ant 

somebody to agree with you, or reply to what you ha\'e said 

bank a higher piece of ground at the edge of a road, a field, etc. 

Bible the holy book of rhe Christian religion 

boar a wild pig 

brick a hard block of clay used for building 

burst to come from somewhere suddenly 

buttonhole a hole on a piece of clothing for a button to be put 

through 

candle a round stick of wax which gives light when it burns 

canoe a long narrow boat which you move along in the water 

with paddle:. 

cattle truck a large vehicle used for carrying cows 

cc (cubic centimetres) ,1 way of measuring the size of an engine 

111 a car or mocorbike 

chant to sing or say someth111g w,ing only a few notes rl1.1r are 

repeated many times 

china a fine white clay; cups, plates, er~. made out of this 

colonial (n & adj) a person who lives 111 a colony ,rnd who 

comes from the country that controls the colony 

conk out (Neu• / e,if,md F11g/1sh to ~top working 

creamy of a pale yellow1sh-whire colour 

crest a design used as the S) mbol of a family with ,1 long history 

damn (,ui;) (111/ormu!• w,ed to describe something or someone 

you do not like, or co emphasize what you are say111g 

district nurse a nurse who v1strs people 111 their homes 

ditch a long channel at the side of a road that ukes .1w.1y \\',Her . 
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earthquake a sudden strong sh.1k111g of the ground 
feather one of the soft light parts that cm·er a bird's bodv 
Ay 11) something that looks like a fly th.1t is put on a hook and 

used to catch fish 
fullas (New /.e,dand fng/1sh ) a group of people 
gathering br111g111g th111gs together into one place 
genealogy the record of .1 family 's histor) 
gig a small light carriage pulled by a horse 
gloves someth111g you wear to keep your hands warm 
glue someth111g sock) th~n is used for joining th111gs together 
guy (inform,1/) a man 
helmet a kind of hard hat worn to prore<.:t the head 
highway .1 main rc>.1d for travelling long distan,es 
injection putting a drug into someone's body with a needle 
laying-out pyjamas pyjamas (a loose Jacker and trousers worn to 

sleep m that .ue put on a dead body before 1t 1s buried 
lo nging a strong feeling of want111g somcrh111g 
magnifying glass a round piece of glass that you hold and look 

through that makes rh111gs look bigger than they real!; arc 
memor y the ability to remember thmg, 
needle 1 small sharp piece of steel used for SC\\ 111g, with a hole 

for thread at one end 
nod to mm·e your head up and down to show agreement 
peacock a large bird with a long blue .rnd green t.1il 
p illow a soft thing you put your head on when you arc 111 bed 
pin (u o::.r 11) .1 short piece of metal with .1 sh.up point, u,cd for 

holding p1cn·, of doth together when sewing 
p lot a sm.111 pit:1.:e of l.tnd med for .1 special purpose 
roar to nuke a \·cry loud, deep sot111d 
~hock .1 strong feeling of surprise whcn something unpleasant 

h.1ppem 
sigh to let out .1 long deep bre.tth to show you arc sad, tired, etc. 
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silk .1 k111d of fine smooth cloth th:1t is made from the threads of 
.111 111scct called a silkworm 

slow down to move at a slower speed 
speed hcl\\ fast something is mov111g; speed up to move faster 
store a shop that !>ells a lot of different kinds of things 
thread a chm smng of cotton used for sew111g 
tyre a rh1ck rubber nng that fits around the edge of a wheel 
vase a wntainer made of glass, china, etc. used for holding 

flowers 

MAOR I WORDS USED IN TH l- STORY 
haere goodbye 
kai food 
moko puna grandchild 
nam grandfather 
piupiu a skirt of leaves 
waiata .1 song or chant 
whanau family 
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