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Their teachings remain a part of me every day, reminding me of the power of kindness, empathy, and the simple yet profound truth that we are all connected through the web of life. Philosophies like “Waste not, want not,” “One man’s trash is another man’s treasure,” and “Treat others as you would want to be treated” have guided me on this path. And so, too, has the wisdom of respecting and caring for those closest to us whether spouse, partner, or family. 

​Finally, I must take a moment to acknowledge the impact of Sir David Attenborough. His remarkable work, his passion for the natural world, and his unwavering commitment to preserving the planet have shaped my worldview in ways I can never fully express. Sir David, you have taught me to look at the world with wonder and respect, and your voice will forever echo in my thoughts as a guide to understanding the beauty and fragility of the earth. Your documentaries have been a window into the vastness of life on this planet, and for that, I am forever grateful.

Thank you, each and every one of you, for your influence, your love, your wisdom, and your contributions to this journey. This book is not just my own; it is a collective testament to those who have helped shape my path and who continue to inspire me every day.

The Frederick Chronicles

The series of events began in 1990, specifically in December. These tales emerge from the deepest recesses of my mind.

This is my personal documentation of events. Past moments now faded, verbally forgotten by those who were there, and by the descendants who will never know. The 1900s are behind us, and a new century looms. 

Some believe that with time, things fade. But you will hear a journey filled with stories and memories. The time has come to bring them back, no longer hidden in the mental abyss. Pages once blank are now filled.

You are free to pick through my mind perhaps long after I am gone. In these words, I exist as a phantom, a ghost, lingering within the pages. Here, I could remain forever.

The contents of this book might not harm you physically, but don’t expect to feel a sense of relief. If you catch a scent, feel a touch, or almost see what is not there, your senses may be overwhelmed. 

All of this material has been carefully concentrated, placed in an internal combustion chamber, and left to simmer slowly, gently. It’s been cooking for thirty years, stewing in its own juices until it’s caramelized to perfection. The fat has settled, scraped off, and now rests aside, leaving only the essence, rich and layered, for your consumption.

Some sentences will offer you a rich blend of history, leaving your palate with gooey good vibes. Others will come with a bitter-sweet tang, their edges sharp enough to leave your skin tingling. So, proceed with caution!

​

This book is rated 13+ for mild language, action, and some thematic elements.
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​Day one!
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​Welcome! The date is December 2nd, 1990. My life is about to begin. It is a warm Sunday afternoon in the Far North of Kawakawa, Aotearoa New Zealand. My parents are in the Kawakawa Hospital delivery room. My father, Fred, is waiting impatiently for me to be born, hurrying my mother, Laura, to deliver as quickly as possible, as he was running on a tight schedule.



My dad has been in a rush before, and this will not be the last wild scramble. Today's urgency could be more important than childbirth. We all did not have to wait much longer, thankfully. A few hours later, my delivery coincided with the start of the all-new television comedy show "Mr. Bean!" for Fred.

Perhaps it was the anticipation of this upcoming comedy that led to my first nickname suggestions, just moments after I entered this world. Dad started with, "Oh, look, it's a little Martian." Let's call him “E.T. Big Balls." The E.T. stands for extraterrestrial.

That's when my brother Mark spurted out, “Remember when you were going to name the boy Rick, and I said you're spelt with a silent P.” Mum responded, "Yes, that's one of the reasons his name is now going to be Frederick." Dad then added, “Yes, now where's the name file? I need to fill in his title as Sir Frederick." After further discussion, my birth certificate was officially filled in as Frederick Brian Ruthberg Barnes.

​My genetic history includes a line of Fredericks dating back some time, so theoretically I could be Frederick the 7th. Brian Morrall was my grandfather's name. He was married to my grandmother, Edith Jenkinson, and they had three daughters. The eldest was my mother, Laura Morrall; the middle child was Ocean (birth name Amanda Morrall); and the youngest was Nicole Morrall.

​Ruthberg was my grandmother's maiden name; she was my father's mother. Patricia Ruthberg and Joseph McGloin were Fred’s parents. He was originally named Keith Patrick McGloin at birth. Finally, Barnes was the adopted surname given to my father. Keith was adopted by the mother of the Barnes family. Keith Patrick McGloin was renamed Frederick Percy Barnes.

Once the official paperwork had been signed and a new I.R.D. number logged into the national matrix database, we climbed into the car and journeyed out of town, heading eastward. Eventually, we turned onto a long gravel roadway leading some kilometres into lushly forested hills. This road was known as Waikino Road in Kawakawa.

After some time, we reached a left-hand turnoff lined with letterboxes. We then skidded our way along a narrow two-and-a-half-wheel track, semi-covered by a canopy of Manuka, Kanuka, Punga, and other indigenous plants. The old front-wheel-drive The Nissan Bluebird station wagon scales these steep rises and hollows, traversing these shaly stretches.

​[image: Figure 1, The Bethell Residence in the 90s. Photograph taken by the Barnes Family]

Above: Figure 1, The Bethell residence in the 90s (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family).

We reached our destination, which was located about twenty kilometres from where we left the medical clinic. The location would be our shared family home for the next three to four years at the Bethell Residence.

​[image: Figure 2, The Bethell Residence in the 90s. Photograph taken by the Barnes Family]

Above: Figure 2, The Bethell residence in the 90s (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family).

The Bethell Residence commands a stunning view of the Opua wharf and the train lines that stretch from the working docks to Kawakaka, west to Kaikohe, and south to Whangarei and beyond. My afterbirth was later buried on Motueka Island, Whangaroa, NZ, under a special foreign tree.

At this early time in my life, I had three older half-siblings; the eldest, born on my father's side, was my sister, Antania McCallum, born in 1962. The second oldest child would be my brother, Curtis Twy McCallum. Born in 1964. Both siblings are from my dad's first marriage with Stella Manuel.

​[image: Figure 3 shows some of the first photos of me (a personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s). ]

Above: Figure 3 shows some of the first photos of me (a personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).

The third child to appear on the scene was “Mark Stirling," born in 1976. He was my mother's firstborn and received his last name from my mother's first marriage. After Dad's first marriage came to an end, Curtis and Antania were adopted and raised by Stella's parents. When Laura's first relationship ended with Mr. Stirling, Mark stayed with his mum, and they would later run into the infamous Fred Barnes in the 80s.

I documented these events, along with more in the upcoming volumes, on a daily basis until 2025 and beyond. I scribbled numerous thoughts and entries onto A4 papers, refilled them, or added new ones to my work journals. More often than not, such work would be done on a daily basis. All the stories held within are based on non-fictional stories. The use of 99.8% of the names is factual.
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​The Bethell Family
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Bruce Bethell first met Fred Barnes in the 60s. 



​

Carolyn, his wife, met Bruce in the 70s. Fred met Laura, and her son Mark in the 80s. At the Bethell residence, I shared this house and the wonderful outdoors surrounding these dwellings with Mark, my parents, our feline pet named "Junior.", Carolyn, my three surrogate sisters Sasha, Dana and Vanessa and sometimes Bruce. He was a truck owner working in Auckland. The eldest child was my brother Mark. While Mark attended Bay College, Sasha, Dana and eventually the youngest Vanessa, attended Karetu School. After school and some weekends, Mark would work part-time collecting oysters with Peter Smith, Roger Day, and other local skippers around the area. At that time, the crews were generally filling contract quotas for oysters and flounder. Mark went on to skipper the boat named "Farq2." Working with a few of his mates who were local boys, he dived further into the marine world by becoming a liveaboard tenant on a large forty-something-foot black yacht moored in "Opua," which we will leave unnamed.

The vessel became a group teen hangout pad, floating on an even more expansive aqua playground, where excess bycatch could be kept for take-aboard grub or traded with foreign visiting vessels for booze, smokes, and other bonuses.

​[image: Figure 4, my first dog Spike (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).  ]

Above: Figure 4, my first dog Spike (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).

When I was a few months old, we inherited a Bitzer K9. We named him "Spike," his name handed down from the popular cartoon “Rugrats” TV show. Spike liked to go on long missions with me. His favourite sport was hunting possums.

The twilight bark would wake not only the house but also the rest of the neighbourhood from a deep sleep. Not to mention, every other creature within earshot of the remote valley's surrounding Opua who would be awakened by cranky, croaky voices in the darkness.

There would suddenly be noises of people rising abruptly, ruffling, shuffling, and feet tumbling out of bed and standing crooked, hunched over, still half asleep as they then started stumbling, with staggered feet slightly dragging as if they were still loosely shackled by the Sandman.

They started to make their criss cross paths across the rooms and into the hallway passage, running their hands across the walls roughly and impatiently searching for the designated light switches; once found and “clicked on,” the uncomfortable glare of lit glass globe-shaped light bulbs would illuminate the rooms and corridor, waking any last individual potentially still in deep sleep into an awakened mini chaos.

Within minutes, the ominous, unmistakable background noises of military-grade tinkering were surfacing, coming from the men's quarters as a frantic last-minute search for correct ammunition was taking place in a frenzy, the snapping of barrels or bolts sliding and clipping closed as the weapons were now live, having been locked and loaded, signifying an invisible green light for go was displayed as the lads now pulled on their gumboots and headed into the darkness, prepared for yet another adventurous skirmish with the little fury tree bears.

I would also find my first leg-hold possum trap, and I obviously had to poke or jab it with a stick in curiosity. I hit the pressure plate; the impact caused the pin to drop with the pressure of sprung hinged jaws.

The sound of a stick snapping alerted the older folk, and I received a light whack across the back of my head. I learned how to reset the trap by adding apple pieces to replace the bait.

Early Nineties Tele-Time

Monday through Friday, I would watch television, including travel shows, National Geographic documentaries, archaeology programmes, and The Antiques Roadshow. Until the age of five, I dreamed of one day being a legendary explorer, nature documentarian, veteran, antiques collector, pawnbroker, broker, and volunteer firefighter.

Or to work for humanitarian aid networks like UNICEF and possibly be a part-time speaker for a large organisation, where I could wear a nice suit, tell stories, and give speeches to a group of worshippers.

Much like the preachers of early morning church shows on TV that used to perform on, “Hell Fire” and "Brimstone." I used to watch religiously, willingly, and by choice with the intention of learning leadership skills, I assume.

My favourite documentarian was Sir David Attenborough. Favoured animated films were:

“FernGully: The Last Rainforest” and "Nausicaa of the Valley of the Wind, The Land Before Time, Little Foot, The Jungle Book." And films such as The Pagemaster, "Goodbye-PorkPie," The Dark Crystal, The Never-Ending Story, Beauty and the Beast, and The Planet of the Apes.

When the Bethell kids and Mark came home from school and I had finished with outdoor activities, we would all huddle around the large rear projection television and watch cartoon shows like the "Marvel X-Men" series with Professor X and his mutant vigilante hero squadron as they tried to stop their nemesis Captain Magneto and his crew of powerful villains.

We also watched the Batman cartoons exploring Gotham City and its struggle with mastermind criminals like “The Penguin, Joker, and Poison Ivy” as they clashed with Batman's sidekicks, “Robin and Catwoman, always under the guideful observation and persuasion of Alfred the butler. Who takes care of Bruce Wayne and his secret double life with his friends and enemies?

Other favourites of mine included Superman, the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles, the Pinocchio series, Walt Disney's Mickey and Minnie Mouse, Pluto, Scrooge McDuck, Robin Hood, Married with children, The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air, The Simpsons, The Rugrats, Doug, The Ren & Stimpy Show, He-Man and the Masters of the Universe, Captain Planet and the Planeteers, Beetlejuice, The Flintstones, Sesame Street with Oscar the Grinch, Big Bird, Count Dracula, Mrs. Piggy, Elmo, and friends, Charlie Brown, The Pink Panther, Doctor Who, and the Daleks with their exterminate phrase, The A-Team with Murdock, B.A. Baracus, and Hannibal Face Man.

More shows included Aladdin, Winnie the Pooh bear, Tiger, Piglet, gloomy Eeyore, a pontificating owl, and Christopher Robin. The Lost in Space episodes with the Robertsons constantly have pleasantries and run-ins with danger and their rescued assistant alien robot, who aids their family as they plant hop through space and Bewitched sitcom series.

I also watched comedies and comedians like The Faulty Towers on the buses, Benny Hill and Mr. Bean, Billy T. James, and Billy O'Conolly and Rosetta. I would perform or act out skits and put on these actors' personas.

Other character cards included Will Smith, David Attenborough, or Sean Connery pieces too for good measure, or I could hum the theme song to Pink Panther if I needed to draw added attention to myself.

Between the hours of six and seven pm, there was to be silence; nothing was to be heard or seen from the wives and children, unless spoken to during the live airing of Channel One news and weather updates and even "FairGo." This was also when we had dinner. The most memorable meal I remember most vividly in the era of my childhood was in the summer of January 1993 This segment I like to call
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​Catapult the disobedient one
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If you don't finish your dinner, you won't get any dessert!



This was one of the dinner table rules. I remember one evening we were all sitting at the table; the news was playing in the background, and the adults were glued to Channel One news while we kids were pulling faces and finding ways to discard our Brussels sprouts. Now I was the kind of child who ate like a bottomless pit and was not fussed as to the content of the filling, unless it contained Brussels sprouts or kidneys. This meal consisted of both these dreadful ingredients as the main course, in large enough portions to satisfy a grown man or larger carnivore.

So I started to perform like a little brat, refusing to eat the meal as it was not worth the dessert incentive. My mother responded as most mothers should have and lunged from her chair. With a terrifying gleam in her eye, she let out a crazed cackle as if it were time for the wooden spoon discipline level ten treatment. With no words spoken, I heard her speak to me in telepathy, mind to mind, “Phee phi pho fum, and just like that, a game of cat ‘n’ mouse commenced.

I was theoretically running for my life, first under the table, and then I ran around to the rear of the table tight up against the back wall, where the space I assumed would be confined for a mature human, and that this could potentially slow down the rapidly approaching, spitefully hasty pursuer. Then I began to leap from the back of one chair to the next like a game of leapfrog.

The other kids are now laughing, only adding heat, speed, and determination to this bionic heat-seeking missile. However, this new tree frog method was proving to be an efficient escape technique for me. Up until one of the girls stood up from her chair, finishing her meal, and asking to be excused, as she wanted nothing to do with the mischievous fleeing cub or the impending discipline of the lioness in tow.

However, the moment had already come. I was suddenly freed from the table, and the chair was free from gravity's grip as a seat, and I rapidly exited the confines of the house. The sudden shift from the deserter released the counterweight, pinning the stool to the ground.

In turn, it had violently levered up, sending me catapult-style over the childproof safety rail and out the open sliding door into the abyss as the sun went down and everything descended into darkness.

I should have landed on solid wooden platform decking upon exiting the second-story ranch slider. But no. I was not to be so lucky this fine evening. Why’s that, you may ask? Well, that would be because this landing had not been fully built yet!

​[image: Figure 5, The Bethell House, where I fell out the door onto the woodpile (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).]

Left: Figure 5, The Bethell House, where I fell out the door onto the woodpile (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).

So I fell backwards down some three metres before landing winded on my back, still firmly clasping the back of the chair. My fall, however, had been broken slightly by a firewood-splitting block.

I may have gone to bed early that night sore, beaten, and bruised without the incentive of dessert, but I was not deterred by the mission; it had been a clumsy success. I did not have to eat that grub, nor did I receive the wooden spoon that day.

​[image: Figure 6, asleep on the couch (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).]

Above: Figure 6, asleep on the couch (personal photograph taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s).

So I guess someone up there must have been looking out for me that day? Or perhaps it was the small devil on my shoulder who had borne most of the brunt from this mini-asteroid-type impact?

The usual evening entertainment would continue with TV soap series like Shortland St. "Shorty" was usually my bedtime. Once tucked in under covers and a blanket, Mum would generally read to me aloud a collection of old Disney hardcover books with gold-laced spines and old nursery rhymes.

After the lights were turned off. We were all tucked in to our beds; I would usually lie there still for some time listening to the TV airing shows like Paul Holmes and 60/60. Followed by stand-up comedians and late-night programs like "X Files." We kids were not allowed to watch The X-Files with the characters Fox Mulder and Dana Scully or the mysterious cases they would unravel or ultimately solve.

The beginning introduction theme music was unmistakable, as it reverberated its way through the wall every single time it aired. I would end up with cold chills sent up and down my spine.

Until I or one of the other kids gained enough courage to come up with an excuse to exit the bedroom, we hoped to get a quick, sneaky peek at a few scary scenes.

On the weekends I would hang out with Spike and wander around the vast property, watching Mum work outside in the large enclosed vegetable garden my parents erected out of large beams, posts, bird netting, and mesh.

It must have been around seven metres long by five metres wide. If she was not in the garden enclosure, then she was usually out on the wider open gardens, lawns, premises, or bushline, trying to assist Dad with the clearing or digging of paths. Furthermore, there was the planting of camellias, Norfolk pines, and fruit trees and the removal of weeds and pests.

Occasionally the New Zealand Royal Air Force would fly overhead in their warbirds or swoop through the narrow valleys and gorges in pretend dogfighting tactical training scenarios, and we could hear them reaching speeds in their jet planes that released a sonic boom or below as they whistled out to sea.

​[image: Figure 7, a personal collection of photographs taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s.]

Above: Figure 7, a personal collection of photographs taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s.

​

Sir John Live

On the thirteenth of February 1993, at Mt Smart Stadium in Auckland, my parents took me along to see Elton John play live on his “The One Tour 3," which was pretty cool, as The Lion King came out the next year with some of Elton's songs incorporated into the movie. What I thought was even more fantastic than this was the moment mid-concert, where Dad lifted me up on his shoulders high above the other heads in the crowd. Elton John looked down and spotted me among this immense crowd and pointed directly to me and sang a half dozen top-hitting notes.

The next world-changing event happened Christmas morning 93; the date was the day the Bethells unwrapped a new interactive gaming machine. It was the latest Nintendo, considered one of the most technically advanced home gaming consoles on the current market.

The one with the short-cabled, hard-wired controllers that were attached directly to the module, which meant we had to sit closer to the screen. It was great. We used to play a lot of “Sonic the Hedgehog, Super Mario Brothers, and Zelda 2: The Adventures of Link. We would push buttons, and our eyes would go square. Soon enough, the adults could not stand any more arcade noises and arguments caused by such contraptions, and it was switched off at the wall and unplugged.

Now that I was three and presently a bit more physically capable, with general mobility and reflexes potentially capable of talking and able to hold some proper conversations, Dad started to tell me about how he used to work in the NZ Railways. First, as a signal post-freehand painter, he had worked his way up to be a trade-qualified painter, a union delegate, and so much more as we watched the train together as it chugged along the tracks. Carriage and steam were visible from the backyard as the heavy machinery made its way backwards and forward from the Opua wharf and docks.

Our first rail trip adventure started off with a downhill bush hike from the back lawn to the banks of the Kawakawa River. A trek through the bush that would take around forty-five minutes on a good day going downhill Once on the shore, Dad would drag an eight-foot wooden boat into the river estuary inlet.

Once we were both aboard securely, he would row across the river channel to intercept the locomotive train and coach service as it returned from the Opua wharf destined for Kawakawa after it had dropped off and collected passengers and cargo from the Russell to Opua ferry.

One time after departing the Kawakawa station and platform destined for Kaikohe, the train suddenly shunts and shudders to a stop unexpectedly in the middle of what felt like nowhere. Dad exclaimed that this was very unusual, and he should go ahead to inspect, so he pulled the exit door open and climbed out and jogged up the tracks towards the head of the train towards the locomotive engine.

Only to be seen a few minutes later towing a lead attached to the mother cow and its calf. He towed them off the tracks and led them back into a farm gate. Then he rejoined the carriage, and we were off again on the expressway. This is where this particular memory fades into obscurity. Or maybe I got in trouble after that? Could it be that I followed him into the vast outdoors to examine these farm animals more closely, or perhaps even to give them a gentle pat?

The next important subject I remember learning about from the would-be master was the art of position, or is it precision or possession of billiards or gentleman's pool play? Cues, balls, pockets, different-coloured chalk, and the table it was played on, along with some billiard practice games. As I got older, I went from observing pool matches to playing regular games. This table was in well-used condition. The old net pockets were frayed and holey, so it was not uncommon for numbered balls to come astray once sunk.

The billiard table in the recreational room was located in the Bethells garage on a second-level loft. Known back then as “The Games Room," walls were plastered with music posters displaying artists such as Ricky Martin, “The Backstreet Boys," Red Hot Chilli Peppers, and other lads, and the Bethell Girl's taste in musicians.
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​Friends Before Spouses
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Between the ages of one and two, Spike was my closest companion in this jungle wilderness, 



until I encountered a young man named Lincoln Smith, who also resided along the lengthy Waikino Road, a considerable distance from the Bethells' residence.

I would like to say that the two of us ran Kawakawa PlayCentre like a well-oiled machine, operating and governing that mini petting zoo comprised of toddlers and pacifier-sucking dummies from the lower levels up until the very end of the year 1993, but I cannot solely confirm these claims or perhaps the accusations that went with them entirely.

In December of 93, Lincoln and I encountered conflict when we discovered our mutual attraction to the same girl. As Mr. Smith and I considered ourselves young, up-and-coming gentlemen of the nineties, the final, ultimate decision on her shoulders to contemplate, I at least hoped that she would take the time to think about which one of us she would like to share the rest of her life with.

After a few seconds of internal debate, she came up with a solution: she would have to date us both, as she could not choose just one. This led to an unsatisfactory conclusion to the last day of the term before Christmas break, as “Highlander” once said, “There can only be one." I would later find out that it was the last time I would see her. The next time I would see Lincoln, he was a professional plumber, and nearly thirty years would have passed.

​[image: image-0-7.jpg]Above: Figure 8, a personal collection of photographs taken by the Barnes family in the early 90s.

In the middle of the year 1994, we said goodbye to the Bethell's and my father drove my mum, brother Mark and I to the Waikato district of Dinsdale to live with nearly all of our posessions in tow.
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​Ancestry Dads side


[image: ]





Here I provide a bit more information about my dad's side of the network.
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Last pictures taken at the Bethels
homestead 1994.

Photo on the left ;
I'was caught watching X files from the
living room ceiling peep space, which
was located on the stairwell

From there | could see into the shared
lounge and kitchen space.

Photo on the right:
g your kid to work






OEBPS/d2d_images/image018.jpg
The photo on the left:
Fred P, Bames
Frederick B.R. Bames
And Spike

The photo in the top right:

Laura M. Bames
Frederick Jnr

Bottom right corner is of:
Mark stifing and I
These three images were

captured between
1990-1993






OEBPS/d2d_images/image064.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg





