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To my five siblings - each of you a keeper of our fire, a witness to our becoming, and a chapter in this unfolding story of Whakapapa. 

This work is woven from the threads we share, as we break the cycle together and reclaim what was never truly lost.

I Love you.

~
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Your lineage isn’t just a record—it’s a vibration.

I used to think whakapapa was a list. Ko ___ te maunga. Ko ___ te awa. A roll call of names and places, recited like a chant I hadn’t yet earned the right to speak. 

But I’ve come to learn, it’s a frequency that is the hum beneath your skin when you hear your name spoken in full. It’s the vibration in your chest when you stand on the land your ancestors walked. It’s the pulse of memory, even when you don’t remember. It’s the tears about to fall when you hear haka. Whakapapa is the anchor that steadies you when the world tries to tell you who you are. It’s the quiet rhythm that says-

“You belong. You always have.”

I grew up mostly around my Polynesian side. My siblings were raised closer to our Māori whānau. I was the sport-obsessed kid in between both wanting to do good, searching for a need to fit in with whichever side would accept me. But I felt misunderstood, clumsy, and unwanted. Teased for being too Māori, or not Māori enough. Shame crept in early, like a dull shadow I couldn’t piss off. I carried it like a stone in my pocket my whole life, until one day, I realised it wasn’t mine to carry. Over the years, instead of chucking the stone in the river, I carved it into a taonga, blessed it my damn self, and wear it as a reminder of resilience. 

To no fault of their own, my dear cuzzies didn’t know they were part of that shame. They didn’t know how mocking Maori echoed in my subconscious and guided my thoughts, masking and actions.

Whakapapa was still there, patiently waiting for me to tune in.

~
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Chapter 1: Identity as a Chosen State
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You are not bound by your past, you are empowered by it. 

...If you choose to be.

There’s a tension I’ve carried most of my life 
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