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				Tihei mauri ora! The breath. Life! Life! Life! Taste it, hold it, relish it and cherish it. For those who are privileged to live in relative peace and harmony, life has been a wonderful journey of discovery. I speak today about history for without it we are little more than orphans, blown by the wind.

				Greetings! My name is Timothy Richard Shadbolt. On the Maori land march of 1975, I was taught that before you speak out on any matter, you give your whakapapa. European culture also encourages us to know our family tree and introduce ourselves accordingly. So I will begin by tracing my family background.

				The Shotbolts were a family of Saxon crossbowmen who were hired to defend Britain from the Vikings in AD 400. Once the battles were won, they decided to stay and settled around Hertfordshire. In 1066 the Anglo-Saxon armies were defeated at the Battle of Hastings and the Shotbolts became serfs. Listed in William the Conqueror’s Domesday Book along with sheep and pigs, there were many variations of the name Shotbolt. Our branch became Shadbolts. They went through famines, peasant uprisings, the Black Plague and hosted refugees from the Great Fire of London. They endured almost constant warfare — the Wars of the Roses, the Hundred Years’ War with the French, and the Civil War among others — with some of the survivors’ descendants becoming successful merchants in London and joining the fortune hunters of the Industrial Revolution.

				My great-grandfather, Benjamin Shadbolt, decided to remain in Datchworth as a farm labourer rather than go to London to work in a factory with his mates. He wanted to breathe the air and march across the fields. He was married and had a daughter by the age of 19, but soon found that farm wages were not high enough to provide his family with the basics of survival. So, along with his brothers, uncles and cousins, he poached rabbits, fished in the landlord’s stream and stole food — until he was eventually caught. 

				Altogether, six Shadbolts were arrested from Hertfordshire and transported as convicts to Australia. The men all had wives and children dependent on them and there must have been heart-rending scenes as these families were torn apart, never to see each other again, exiled into oblivion. Family historians have tried in vain to find Benjamin’s daughter and first wife, but they left no trace and probably died in a poorhouse. 

				Benjamin Shadbolt managed to survive the violence and brutality of Australia’s penal colony so well portrayed in Fatal Shore by Robert Hughes. Over 277,000 convicts were sent to Australia and it was hell on earth. Benjamin survived 17 years of hard labour at Norfolk Island and Tasmania and then fled to New Zealand with his young wife Elizabeth Perham and her brothers. The story of his rise from convict to wealthy country squire is eloquently documented in Maurice Shadbolt’s book One of Ben’s and Michael King also refers to him.

				The point at which I strongly disagree with both these respected writers is over the speed with which he succeeded. According to Perham family researcher, Denis Hampton, his success was very gradual. The Shadbolt-Perham family also intermarried with French decedents of the Le Lievre family who settled in Akaroa. There are about 20,000 Shadbolt-Perham descendants in New Zealand today.

				My grandfather, Ernest, was a rough, tough pioneer farmer, entrepreneur, hotelier, shearer and reporter for the Truth — as well as being a fearless gambler and a ferocious bush lawyer. When there was a drought in the South Island he bought a large flock of sheep for 20 cents a head and chartered a train to transport them to the rain-soaked North Island. Somehow they were shunted into a siding near Feilding and were forgotten, so he sued the Railways Department. This was his second case against that department. His first case came about because trains arriving in Little River, on Banks Peninsula, unloaded their sewage near his hotel, causing his guests to get sick. This latter case was mentioned in the autobiography of Judge Oscar Alpers. In total he fought over 40 cases of litigation against government departments, and courtrooms were packed to hear his passionate courtroom oratory.

				He farmed along the Whanganui River and in Morrinsville. His wife, Ada Shaw, came from the university side of Durham in Northern England. She loved Greek and Latin and was rather cultured. She loathed the harsh, brutal life on New Zealand’s bush-clad farms and escaped that reality through books. I remember her when I was a child, always with her nose in a book, but kind enough to give us threepence if we sat with her but didn’t talk. She never complained about their wild life — and they had 13 children, three of whom died. In ‘the good old days’ influenza epidemics decimated families and anyone with Scarlet Fever was packed off to live in a tent in designated ‘Scarlet Fever Valleys’. You either recovered or died in those huge isolation wards.

				There were cruel devastating floods along the Whanganui River that swept away all before them and the Great War impacted on virtually every family in this country. Ernest himself almost became an indirect casualty of World War One. After soundly beating four locals in a poker game at the Taumarunui Hotel, one of the sourest losers, a Mr B. Sharer, a second-hand dealer, claimed that ‘Ernest Schaadtbolte’ was a German spy. On his way home, the poker losers waylaid him after he left the hotel. He rode his horse straight at them and knocked two of them off their horses, seriously injuring one of his attackers. The others fled, so he strapped the injured man — Mr Sharer, as it happened — to his horse and took him to hospital. He was never accused of being a spy again.

				Finally, Ernest and Ada moved to a small farmlet in West Auckland where they could survive the Depression with gardens, chickens, pigs and a cow. Ada would cook up a huge family dinner every Sunday for all the family and the boys would hide in the bushes across the road at the golf course and swoop on any balls that came their way. Ernest did a brisk trade in second-hand golf balls to supplement his subsistence lifestyle. Uncle Johnny and Uncle Dardy were great boxers and they would often walk down to Huntly along the railway line, fight at night and walk back the next day. With Uncle Dick they were the hard men for Mt Albert in rugby league. Uncle Dick was also a fisherman and once took me out to see a whale that was stranded in Blockhouse Bay.

				The Shadbolt farm is now called Shadbolt Park but not because of the huge feature story written about Grandpa Ernest in the Auckland Star. Its full name is Renee Mary Shadbolt Park and it was named after my dear Aunt Sis. I loved her for many reasons but one thing I really appreciated about her was her unflinching honesty. When I talked to her about the family she would never hesitate to give me the unvarnished truth. In this way I learned that her sister Lillian would walk around the house naked at night, and her other sister, Evelyn, was not to be trusted and was too smart for her own good, and that her brother Dardy had suffered severe brain damage at birth. In an era of devious diplomacy and doublespeak, Aunt Sis was brutally, insultingly honest.

				With Ada almost always sick, emotionally detached or bailing her husband out of trouble, it was Aunt Sis who, as the eldest daughter, raised most of the children. It was almost natural that she should take up nursing and by 1932 she was the sister in charge at Auckland Hospital during the Depression riots. Her two brothers, Arthur and Frank, had been injured but several of the right-wing doctors refused to treat the injured rioters. Aunt Sis organised a group of nurses who actually believed in the Hippocratic oath and set about repairing the wounded, unemployed workers.

				In 1937 when the Spanish Medical Aid Committee decided to send a team of nurses to Spain, it was natural that she would lead it. Spain had become the curtain-raiser for World War Two; a place for Hitler and Mussolini to test their military hardware. Military dictatorships were quite fashionable during the 1930s, whereas a democratic republic was considered decidedly old hat.

				British warships patrolled Spanish coastlines enforcing ‘neutrality’ and appeasing fascist Germany — possibly out of guilt for the vengeful Treaty of Versailles, possibly to buy time for Britain to rearm. People like Aunt Sis were abused in the media for being communists. Aunt Sis, however, was not motivated by ideology; she felt she was responding to an international humanitarian crisis. There is no war more ruthless than a civil war and Aunt Sis crossed into Spain in July 1937. The hospital she was sent to in Valencia had already been destroyed by German bombers, so she was sent 350 miles inland to Huete to a makeshift hospital in a broken-down monastery with 2500 beds crammed in. It was a nightmare: few drugs, primitive medical equipment and never enough doctors.

				As General Franco advanced through Spain, Aunt Sis had to flee as Stukas rained bombs down on the hospital. The train she caught was the last one to cross the remaining bridge over the final major river in Spain and was under heavy artillery fire all the way — it was probably one of the most devastating and hellish situations that any nurse could end up in. Although the Battle of Jarama was effectively a stalemate, albeit a bloody one, the International Brigade and the Republican army were eventually smashed by the far better armed German, Italian and Spanish Nationalist armies. The English and volunteers that had come into the International Brigade from America, Scotland, New Zealand, Australia and South Africa all went home to their own countries once the war was lost, but, of course, the volunteers from Italy, Germany and Austria, who probably would have been shot or imprisoned if they had returned home, had no choice but to cross into France where they lived in refugee camps until a home could be found for them.

				It’s a wonderful thing to have a cousin who is a writer. Maurice Shadbolt made the effort to go to Wellington and sift through all the letters at the Alexander Turnbull Library that had been written by New Zealanders who fought in the Spanish Civil War. It was he who unearthed the story about Aunt Sis getting married to Willy Remmel. The German Socialists who fought in the International Brigade were some of the best fighters, largely because they knew they would be hammered if Germany and fascism took over. Aunt Sis nursed Willy when he was wounded and they had tried to make their marriage work in the middle of a civil war, where he was a rifleman and she a nurse. At the end of the war Willy was one of those who had to cross the Pyrenees and throw themselves on the tender mercy of the French, who were well aware that these guys had been fighting in Spain. Hemingway and many other notable writers wrote of the Spanish Civil War and it’s unbelievable to think that Aunt Sis was working with Dr Bethune right in the thick of this heroic struggle. It was the beginning of World War Two.

				When she got back to New Zealand in January 1939 she found that she was viewed as being associated with trade unions and left- wing politics and no one would give her a job, even though she was probably the best trained military nurse in New Zealand at that time.New Zealand was on the verge of World War Two and the only job she could get was in a private hospital in Martinborough. 

				Although Franco annulled all Civil War marriages Aunt Sis still loved Willy and she tried to save him when he was in the camps. She sent him money, all the money she could make, and that kept Willy — and many other German boys — alive. Willy was a resourceful man and when the Nazis took over Southern France, he escaped by posing as a German soldier. He still couldn’t return to Germany, of course, and ended up in Russia, where he fought with the Russian Army. When Berlin was invaded Willy was there to take over as Minister of Defence. After that, Aunt Sis kept getting letters from East Germany with official marks on them; wherever she went, whichever hospital she was in, they followed her. But she would never open them. 

				That was always a mystery. 

				She had a huge influence over the family. I suppose it’s a kind of tragedy that after living such a committed life, in the end, all her worldly possessions could fit into one suitcase. But that’s how she wanted it to be: just living a humble life of caring and looking after the sick and wounded. Committed to her profession, never having any children, she just worked — and saved. Despite going on overseas trips, including an All Black tour to Ireland and Wales, and having quite a good time in her old age, she still left $60,000 in cash when she died. 

				An eccentricity she developed in her later years was that she kept changing her will. When she finally died there was a huge uproar over who was going to be included. It went to court, and at the end of the day I think the lawyers got most of the money, with those who won getting a couple of thousand dollars each. 

				Aunt Sis would be far happier to learn that her protégée Yvonne, one of her nieces, was responsible for starting nurse training schemes in our polytechnics, developing the first course for nurses out of nothing. In those days nurses just worked at hospitals, picking the job up as they went along. Yvonne turned it into a profession and committed her whole life to walking in the same footsteps as her aunt. Aunt Sis was very proud of Maurice, who sailed off with the fleet protesting French nuclear testing in the Pacific, and she was very supportive; she loved all Maurice’s books and always encouraged artists. Maurice wrote about the details of the campaigns of Spain and all about her life, so it’s recorded as part of New Zealand’s history, and it’s certainly one I’m very proud of. 

				The Shadbolt family members became judges, opera singers, farmers, policemen, businessmen, politicians and film-makers, an incredibly rich heritage of interesting people who still keep in contact with each other; we’re all cousins and a friendly happy humorous group of people to be with. Although, there have been more serious moments, even fights, the most famous of which was when one of my cousins ripped the pipe out of Maurice’s mouth at a funeral and said, ‘Don’t you talk to me with a pipe in your mouth!’ and broke it over his knee. Maurice launched into him, there was a huge punch-up, and, of course, all the other cousins got dragged into it.

				Of all my aunties and uncles — I had twelve of them — Aunt Sis was the one who made the greatest impression on me. She was the one that I spent the most time with, and she was the one who looked after me financially, paying my board at university, just as, all her life, she supported her nephews and nieces.

				One constant throughout all the will changes that Aunt Sis made was that my brother Rod and I were always in it. Aunt Sis became our adopted guardian parent, in a sense, after our father, Donald Raymond Shadbolt, was killed in the Fleet Air Arm on 11 February 1952, crashing his Firebrand into a mountain while training for the Korean War. Mum sought refuge with two of her sisters, Ness and Nini, who lived in Holland, so not only did my dad disappear but I ended up going to school in another country. I was five years old by then and I had already been to school as a four-year-old: Dad would take me on the back of his horse when he was a teacher in a little country town out of Whakatane. So suddenly I found myself in a country where they all spoke a different language; then my brother fell out of a top-storey window and nearly killed himself and Mum was just shattered; everything in life that could possibly go wrong seemed to be going wrong.

				One good thing I remember in Holland was hiring bikes for five cents a week and pedalling to Belgium. We got lost in the countryside amongst the canals and windmills; it was such an adventure. In the middle of The Hague people sold ice-cream, a bit like our Mr Whippy. At seven o’clock we had the Swiss ice-cream man, and half an hour later there was a German ice-cream man, and then the Italian ice-cream man — you could take your pick of the different flavours. Smoked eels hung up in street stalls and they were delicious. I got a taste for salted liquorice as well. I loved Holland, was getting really used to the idea of living there and had just started to learn the language, when suddenly Mum decided we were going back to New Zealand. 

				On our return, we lived in a state house in West Auckland. The system wasn’t ready for the post-war baby boom in New Zealand, there just weren’t enough teachers and there weren’t enough classrooms. We had 61 kids in Primer One at Blockhouse Bay Primary School; our teacher, had been dragged back out of retirement at the age of 73. The only way she could keep that number of kids under control was with sheer discipline and the fear of God. We were lined up in rows, chanting like monks, ‘ one and one is two, two and two is four’ and our teacher would walk up and down the rows with her pointer, which like the sword of Jehovah would come down ‘whack whack’ on the head of anyone who wasn’t chanting loudly enough. There was none of this namby-pamby stuff about corporal punishment in those days. We were all terrified, but I had a break because I had come from Holland and was considered to be an overseas student, so I was sent to a special language class where I was taught to speak. 

				As luck would have it, they didn’t have any speech therapists, so they had dragged an opera singer out of retirement — she was about 76. All the other kids had to keep quiet for fear of being punished, whereas I was taught to speak for an hour every week, with a couple of Chinese kids, a couple of Yugoslav kids and another Dutch kid. We were taught the power and the magnificence of the English language. My teacher would gather herself up and shrill at me, ‘Timothy, I want you to project yourself, I want you to throw your voice across the room.’ I was taught the art of oratory and that changed my whole life. It’s why I’m so keen on education today: I know how life-changing education can be. Because I was taught to be a public speaker, I could stand up; I stood for election to become the milk monitor, and won; then I stood for election to become the bus monitor, and won that too. When I got to high school I stood for election to become a prefect and won, mainly because I could speak with confidence: I could present my case. At university I was elected onto the executive of the students’ association as social controller. It was a fantastic job and another one that I landed because of my speaking skills. I was later made an honorary life member of the Auckland University Students’ Association. Even recently I was the winner of the Communicator of the Year award from Toastmasters and had fabulous references sent from all sorts of corporations throughout the country. It all started from those early days. 

				My dad was in the Navy so the RSA would always send me presents on my birthdays — train sets and things; really nice presents that other kids couldn’t afford. There were some benefits to being a war orphan back in New Zealand. However, the word orphan was considered to contain a stigma, so we were called ‘heritage children’.

				We were also given a father. I was given Uncle Snow by the YMCA, and he was father to around 40 boys. Snow taught me the basics; not only sports, like basketball, but more basic things such as how to mix with other kids. Coming from West Auckland, where such things were rare, it was a thrill simply to be in the YMCA’s huge gymnasium. He also arranged music lessons for me — piano accordion classes. I learnt the art of ‘oom pa pa, oom pa pa’ in K’ Rd. I went home on the six o’clock bus, way out to West Auckland on a Friday night when all the pubs had closed at 6 pm. It made me wary and perhaps a bit homophobic, as inevitably some old soldier who was half-pissed would pinch me on the bottom and I would leap out of my seat and rush over to stand by the driver. The other men on the bus would do nothing except laugh; they were all drunk too. Some even followed me home and knocked on the door, saying, ‘I want to see the widow lady’, and of course the widow lady was always considered a threat in suburbia because she might be looking for a husband. 

				Coming from Holland and being a widow meant that Mum was socially isolated, but we survived and had a great life in a way. Our freedom came to an abrupt halt when Mum remarried a deeply disturbed Czechoslovakian refugee. We fought bitterly and now that he’s passed away I could retaliate without the fear of litigation or retribution. I won’t. What’s the point? I’d rather look back at the good times. He left Rod and me with a wonderful half-brother Peter who has worked all his life as a fireman. 

				My stepfather also left me a legacy of how to work hard. A fearless worker, he would do 16-hour days of hard physical work as a plasterer and also ran an orchard — so work for me was nothing. I could do 16 hours’ work as a concrete contractor and think nothing of it; he taught me that. If you can work hard then you’re never really short of money; if you can work hard, working two jobs, then you’ve always got security. I’ve worked hard all my life as a result of Vladimir Kral. There was a lot of madness there too, but working hard was a gift that my stepfather gave me.

				He was Czechoslovakian and very bitter about the British, because they had sold his country out in the Munich Agreement, just prior to the war. He said Czechoslovakia had 38 divisions massed on the German border and at that time Germany only had 36 divisions and that the whole defence was set up in the mountain area with all their tanks, pill boxes and defensive systems. The Munich Agreement took the Sudetenland off Czechoslovakia, which in effect meant that their fortresses were removed and the Germans could just march into Prague whenever they felt like it. He was very bitter. I don’t know how he survived; it must have been like hell on earth trying to live in occupied country. Of course, the communists liberated them at the end of World War Two, so he went from a fascist society under Adolf Hitler to a communist dictatorship under Joseph Stalin. In the end he just ran to the West and ended up in a refugee camp. The Aussies took him in but only on the condition that he would spend the first two years working as a road builder or a labourer in central Australia. Consequently Mt Isa, Kalgoorlie and many of the desert and mining towns were largely built by European war refugees.

				As soon as he had done his two years in Australia in the desert he came to New Zealand. He always felt guilty about leaving Czechoslovakia, as his parents were imprisoned because he had escaped without a passport and therefore could have been a spy. He was torn, being just a young guy wanting to start his life again in another country; he had dreamed of places like New Zealand and Australia, the furthermost places from Europe you could find. Maybe he was driven mad by history and what he had been through. He probably felt resentful about the way my brother Rod and I idolised our own father. Our father had been a war hero, whereas Vlad was a war refugee. 

				My dad was born on 12 January 1919 in Taumarunui, before the family moved north to West Auckland. He lived a good life. He went to Mt Albert Grammar with Rob Muldoon and played rugby for Western Suburbs. He had a third share in a yacht and worked in a small warehouse. One of the advantages of becoming a mayor, as I have, is that people know where to find you, and dozens of people who knew my mum or dad have been able to write to me. Many Kiwis fought for the British Navy in the Fleet Air Arm because New Zealand had no aircraft carriers. I’ve been to several reunions and have spoken to his old comrades. I’ve also had access to his official war records. He used to take literary classes for stokers and during the war he developed a passion for teaching. After the war he became a schoolteacher and did his country service in a small prefab at Kutarere School near Whakatane. Then he volunteered for Korea. Mum always said he signed up because of the huge salary increase. From £4 per week as a teacher, to £36 per week as a pilot and the promise that he would finish his university degree at Oxford or Cambridge. 

				Mum’s history was not so well documented. She was born in West Timor on 23 November 1916. Her father, Rudolf Weersma, worked for the Dutch Colonial Service. He married a local girl, Charlotte Laurens, who was part Irish, German, Dutch and Moluccan. I imagine that in Indonesia there are plenty of survivors of the Macafalese family who are my 22nd cousins twice removed. Mum spent her childhood in Indonesia but was sent back to Holland during her high school years. There were both Nazis and Communists in her classes and they fought each other. When the war clouds gathered over Europe once again, Mum’s grandmother decided to leave for New Zealand and she took my mum, her favourite granddaughter, with her. 

				My mum trained as a nurse and one of her patients was my dad’s mother, who insisted that Donald Raymond (Tim), her youngest son, should take Nurse ‘Poppy’ Weersma sailing. My mum always treated her patients with care and kindness, and in this case she was rewarded with a husband. It was quite a victory for Mum during the man-drought of World War Two. As soon as Dad was called up, they were married, but then didn’t see each other again for over three years. There was only a small window of opportunity between 1946, when he returned from war, and 1951, when he signed up for the Korean War. During that time I was born in a private hospital in Remuera on 19 February 1947. At the time Mum was working for the New Zealand Woman’s Weekly as ‘The Sunshine Lady’. Hedda Dyson, her closest relative in New Zealand, was the editor of the magazine at that time. As an early feminist Hedda believed that pain during childbirth was a misogynist plot aimed at oppressing women and at the small private hospital where I was born babies were delivered without pain — but Mum was so heavily sedated that I was born numb. My brother Rod was more fortunate: he was born in Whakatane on 4 March 1950. Although Mum and Dad’s marriage was short, it was happy.
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								My grandfather Ben Shadbolt. From Australian convict to Squire of Akaroa.
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								In London with Mum while Dad is off training for the Korean War with Firebrands.
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								Rutherford High prefects, 1964.
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								Mum and Dad on his return from World War Two.

							
						

					
				

			

			
				
					
						
								
								[image: 2 West ArmRugby Team 1967.tif]
								West Arm Rugby Team, 1967. I’m in the front row on the far right.
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								 This campaign poster appeared all over Auckland.
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								The People’s Republic of Gibraltar Crescent: hippies, hobos and revolutionaries.

							
						

					
				

			

			
				
					
						
								
								[image: 2 Brutus black and white.tif]
								Brutus, Leader of the Liberation of Albert Park, Man’s Best Friend.
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								With old civil rights lawyer Frank Haigh and an ex-naval vet who opposed the war.
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								Auckland University days, 1971.
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								Mayor Robbie walking to work — a great visionary mayor.

							
						

					
				

			

			
				
					
						
								
								[image: 3 1972 Dancing Tim.tif]
								Preparing to protest against the musical show Hair and the commercialisation of the hippie movement.
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								Campaign to stop the All Blacks leaving for South Africa in 1976.

							
						

					
				

			

			
				
					
						
								
								[image: 3 AAA meeting at Huia.tif]
								Artists Against Apartheid meeting held at the Huia Commune. 
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								Bushcraft classes at the Huia Commune run by the Topp Twins.
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				Of all the campaigns and projects I’ve been involved in, the writing of Bullshit & Jellybeans was probably one of the most important. Plenty of academics and historians have written about protests in the sixties, but my book was the only record that emerged from the streets, the parks and the prisons. It provides an eyewitness account of the drama, the passion and the excitement of the post-war baby boomers who fought against the Vietnam War, nuclear weapons and apartheid. It also records the era of sex, drugs and rock ’n roll, and the social explosions and upheavals caused by pot, the pill, the transistor radio and the motor car.

				We were part of the healthiest, richest, most mobile, most numerous, best educated, most vocal, most powerful, most critical, most expressive adolescent generation ever produced.

				I also wrote about my personal life growing up in West Auckland and my first marriage to Val Bull and the birth of my eldest son, Robert. Then I recorded my second marriage to Miriam Cameron and the birth of my second son, Reuben. My youngest son, Benjamin, was born seven years later.

				I didn’t know it at the time, but Bullshit & Jellybeans actually recorded the beginnings of the Huia Commune. The Huia Commune was initially an urban commune consisting of three families — the Leo Thompson/Jill Keogh extended family, the Shadbolt brothers and the Parkyn brothers. Many of the people and movements I wrote about have re-emerged in this book.

				I love history and feel proud that I have recorded and published a few threads from a radical liberal perspective that can now be woven into the rich tapestry of this nation’s past. Most of Bullshit & Jellybeans was written from prison cells in Mt Eden and Mt Crawford, and when I took my manuscript around a well-worn path, knocking on doors, not a single publisher would touch it. Many couldn’t even get past the title, which at the time was considered obscene. Whitcoulls told me that even if I did manage to publish it, they wouldn’t allow the book to be sold in their shops unless I stuck a large star across the word ‘bullshit’. Occasionally an old copy will turn up on Trade Me or in second-hand bookshops with the star still firmly in place, protecting New Zealanders from the horror beneath.

				When I took my manuscript to AH & AW Reed I was feeling pessimistic, as I knew this was considered a very conservative company but it was there that I met Alister Taylor. Alister tried his best to encourage Reeds to publish my work. Not a chance. He then made me a personal offer. ‘You know, Tim, I’m feeling frustrated working here so I’ll give you $50 a week out of my wages so you can finish the book and I’ll publish it myself.’ His partner at the time, Gillian McGregor, was equally supportive and between them they never missed a payment over the next six months. In today’s terms $50 may not sound like a lot of money but in those days it was more than the dole, and I still lived a student lifestyle of op-shop clothes, cheap flats, no car and the occasional dash of parental support.

				When the script was ready for the printers, Alister resigned from Reed and I became the founding author of ATP (Alister Taylor Publications). The book was a raging success and within months was on its third edition. Alister used the profits to attend a publishers’ auction in London where he bought the Australasian rights to the Little Red Schoolbook. The campaign launched by Patricia Bartlett, a high-profile moral rearmament crusader of that era, ensured the booklet was another huge success.

				Then Alister hired Owen Wilkes, Jim Chapple and I to start work on the Whole Earth Catalogue. His publishing empire expanded rapidly, and he sold his two central Wellington houses and bought a large rambling mansion and farm at Martinborough. To the amazement of locals he decided to develop a vineyard and I was hired to build a huge concrete cellar. It was also there that he met his future wife, Deborah Coddington.

				Subsequently, there were children, renovations, more property purchases, huge glossy books that lost millions, massive debts, disgruntled contractors, and defamation cases and litigation with upset authors such as Tony Simpson. Alister and Deborah were both incredibly hard-working but eventually the empire imploded.

				Today Alister has worked through bankruptcy, his loving wife Deborah has finally left him and he is subject to all kinds of contemptuous criticism from the media. There’s no doubt that he’s made a few highly publicised mistakes in his life, but I personally will always have a soft spot for one of this country’s most innovative publishers. Alister was always honest about his problems with me. He was always a warm, generous host who made me welcome in his home, wherever it was. He’s a brilliant chef, a kind father and a hard worker. To me he will always be a flawed genius rather than a bad human being and I refuse to view him with contempt. I know he’s hurt a lot of people, but he’s also helped a lot of people. 

				Alister Taylor published a lot of work besides my own that would never have seen the light of day if it hadn’t been for his willingness to take terrifying risks. Life with Alister was an exciting adventure and here is an insight into just what it was like working for him one weekend in Wellington . . .

				The publishing party

				Yes! Yes! Yes! Miriam is coming back again. Well, just for the weekend, to check things out.

				I was determined to make a good impression for our on-again-off-again relationship and we spent the day wandering through Wellington’s wonderful parks, on a glorious summer’s day. Tonight was party night and there was nothing more edgy in the publishing world than an Alister Taylor publishing party. At that time I was editing the Whole Earth Catalogue with Owen Wilkes and Jim Chapple, two great Kiwi writers and researchers. The Little Red Schoolbook and Bullshit & Jellybeans were milestone publications and everyone was bubbling with anticipation as completed sections of the Whole Earth Catalogue were sent to the printers. It was a classic Wellington literati party; wine, pot, cheese and animated discussion on philosophic obscurities were all in abundance. It was enough to wake up our sensitive Reuben, and Miriam was not happy. ‘It’s all right darling,’ I whispered, ‘there’s a quiet little room out the back where we can settle him down.’ 

				‘Great,’ she whispered back in a hissing sort of way. We tiptoed down the long corridor and when we opened the door to our sanctuary, there were two of my colleagues in a most compromising situation. I tried to laugh it off and quietly closed the door. ‘Hell, Wellington’s fucked,’ pronounced Miriam. ‘Even the feminists have to sleep with the boss to get their books published. And you call yourself liberals?. . . Well, I’m going home!’ 

				‘Hang on, hang on, please Mims give us a chance — I mean you slept with that photographer when you were a model and he was a married man.’

				‘That was different,’ she harped. ‘I was in love with him and I wanted his baby.’ 

				‘Yes, but you still did it,’ I whimpered.

				‘Anyway, that was different because I left him as soon as I found out he had a wife and kids.’ 

				But there was no consoling her. That was it. The only thing that saved me in the hungover dawn was that all the planes were booked. I hoped to make things up with her the following night, when I was meeting friends at the Duke. I was supposed to be meeting Tim Dyce, a sensitive and intellectual man, but disaster struck. As we approached the bar, I bumped into a fellow writer named Brian Bell. Unfortunately, he was soaking his very substantial penis in a glass of beer. ‘Pleasure to meet you madam,’ said Brian, ever the gentleman, as he bowed gracefully and zipped up his fly at the same time. ‘I’m sorry about that.’ I sighed with relief, thinking I was saved, but then his face collapsed with sadness as he added, ‘I fucked some drunken tart in the mall last night and now my cock’s on fire.’

				It was fairly common in those days to make an art form out of shocking people and things may’ve been OK if he hadn’t then swallowed his glass of beer, burped frothily and kissed her on the cheek. To cap off a brilliant evening, I then got thoroughly drunk and confessed to Miriam that Bruno Lawrence’s wife, Veronica, had visited me with an invitation to join Blerta.

				‘Did she sit on your bed?’

				‘Look, nothing happened.’

				‘I don’t want to know what happened, just answer the question. Did she sit on your bed?’

				‘Yes, yes, but it was innocent.’

				‘You fuckin’ asshole, that’s it!’

				I was surprised the next morning when she let me drive her to the airport. But her farewell speech was decidedly emphatic.

				‘It’s OK, Tim,’ she farewelled me in an almost sympathetic tone. ‘All men are fucked.’

				I was sad, of course I was sad, to see her fly out of my life once again, but I knew I would follow her, I always did.

				And anyway, except for the party, the pub and the confession, things had gone swimmingly well.

				Protestors

				Most people only knew about protestors by reading disturbing stories in the newspapers or watching rowdy scenes on television. Bullshit & Jellybeans gave them a chance to look at the personal life of a student radical. It was also purchased as a text book at the time by universities because it gave an insight into New Zealand life in the sixties from a student’s perspective.

				I’m also proud of it because, although I protested against war, I didn’t blame the war on the soldiers. Sprinkled throughout the book are phrases such as: ‘I always got on well with ex-soldiers even though I was a hippie, peacenik, pacifist type’; ‘In all the campaigns against the war in Vietnam I’ve always tried to concentrate on the politicians and not attack the soldiers. Soldiers were guys like Les and Dave. Often just young adventurers who were good at heart . . . The principles for which men often go off to fight are good ones — peace, freedom and democracy, but young ideals are exploited by politicians’; ‘I am not a member of the PYM [Progressive Youth Movement, the youth wing of the Communist Party], nor have I ever been a member’; ‘Nobody can blame the soldiers for causing the War’.

				It is a long time since Bullshit & Jellybeans was published, so naturally many of my views have changed. I no longer see then-Prime Minister, Keith Holyoake, as a Vietnam War hawk. I have now watched the tapes of his speeches in America, and with the benefit of hindsight, I believe that he resisted conscription. The New Zealand flag flew alongside that of Australia, but our soldiers were professionals. They were also volunteers and there were not many of them. Ironically, I ended up as MC for the biggest public march and reunion concert for ex-vets held in Wellington in 1998. I often meet Vietnam vets on Anzac Day services and I’ve also expressed public support for their organisation, which aims to get help for the devastation caused in their lives by Agent Orange.

				After the publication of Bullshit & Jellybeans, the Vietnam War dragged on. President Nixon started bombing Cambodia, which only caused an uprising by the Khmer Rouge led by Pol Pot. Their inevitable victory created the ‘killing fields’ and, ultimately, Vietnam. Once the war with America was over, Vietnam invaded Cambodia to overthrow Pol Pot, but then China sided with Pol Pot and invaded Vietnam. South East Asia was a mess.

				On 29 March 1973 the last American troops left Vietnam and the war came to an inglorious end with civilians clinging to the last helicopters to leave the roof of the American Embassy. President Nixon was thrown out of office as a result of a burglary of the Watergate Hotel that he tried to cover up, and also as a result of the publication of the Pentagon papers which proved that the American public were consistently lied to about the Vietnam War. His Vice President, Spiro Agnew, whose visit to New Zealand had triggered so much violence, was eventually arrested on tax charges.

				The Vietnam War had been a catalyst for most of the protest that took place during the sixties. In 1973 Norm Kirk was elected as Prime Minister and our foreign policy changed dramatically. He took France to the International Court for its nuclear tests in the Pacific and sent a frigate to join the flotilla of protest yachts at Mururoa. We all felt that New Zealand was entering a new era of enlightenment and we could retire gracefully to our communes or Ponsonby villas to grow kitchen herbs or go fishing.

				It was not to be. In November 1975 Muldoon was elected into office and New Zealand’s foreign policy lurched back to the right. Colin King-Ansell of the New Zealand National Socialist Party (which he founded) was arrested for distributing anti-semitic pamphlets; apartheid sport was resumed; allegations of homosexuality were made against Colin Moyle; a Royal Commission was set up on nuclear power; American warships, possibly armed with nuclear weapons, were welcomed into our harbours; in Australia the Governor-General sacked the liberal Prime Minister, Gough Whitlam; and at home the occupation of Bastion Point was crushed. It was time to get out the placards and march in the streets and sail in our harbours once again.

				All the causes and campaigns I wrote about in Bullshit & Jellybeans hadn’t gone away, and neither had the people. I always claimed that protestors weren’t an isolated bunch of freaks from the lunatic fringe, but were a wide cross-section of New Zealand society.

				Murray Horton, leader of the Progressive Youth Movement (PYM) in Christchurch, is probably the only protest leader from the sixties who remains continually active today as he campaigns against foreign control of New Zealand resources. The rest of us are everywhere. My former girlfriend from university days, Renee de Ryk, is a highly qualified academic. My best mate, John Bower, completed most of his engineering degree during his five years in Paremoremo Prison after blowing up military bases, and is now a successful trucking manager. Bill Lee, leader of the PYM in Auckland, retired to suburbia to work hard and raise his family. Owen Wilkes, anti-war environmentalist, committed suicide when his body started falling apart. Peter Verschaffelt, who ran onto the tarmac with me to try to stop the All Blacks leaving for South Africa, became a right-wing economist with his own television show. Bill Bone, my childhood friend and fellow activist, entered middle management for Air New Zealand while Gill Goodison and Howard Saunders became social workers and environmentalists.

				The Collapse

				In Bullshit & Jellybeans I covered all sorts of protests, and the ideological and philosophical issues that erupted as a result of those conflicts, but barely skimmed over my involvement in an incredible disaster — the ‘great collapse’ at Sydney. Now that I’m looking back on Bullshit & Jellybeans, I realise that it was a defining moment in my life. A lot of things happened to me as a result of going through a disaster like that and one of them was that I never really had any fear again. I realised that life could be just taken away from you within seconds, so whenever police or judges or university professors would threaten me with dire consequences I never really felt it as a threat; experiencing that disaster must have hardened me in a way, emotionally. 

				When I left Manapouri in 1967 I did what was almost obligatory for any young New Zealander in those days — I went and lived in Bondi for three months. I worked on casual jobs around Australia — in a meat-packing store, on the railways at Redfern, and also in a brewery. I hitchhiked to Perth and then back to Sydney, where I got a job as a plasterer’s labourer. I saw an ad that said ‘Labourer for Concrete Gang Wanted’ and ‘Solid Plasterers Wanted’ and as I had experience in those fields I applied for the job. I was running late and got slightly lost and ended up missing a couple of trains, so I didn’t get there until about 9.00 am and didn’t think I’d get the job. I saw a couple of young, strong, healthy-looking guys leaving the site and thought maybe it had already been taken. But I approached these two solid plasterers — they were big guys — and in a real, fair dinkum Aussie voice one of them said to me, ‘Gidday mate, do you reckon you can do the job?’ 

				I said, ‘Oh yeah, I think so, I’ve done a bit before — I was at Manapouri and I’ve worked in various concrete jobs.’ 

				‘You’re not a Wog are you, or a Dago?’ they asked.

				‘No, I’m a New Zealander actually.’ 

				‘That’s all right, there’s one thing we can’t stand and that’s Wogs and Dagos on the job.’

				‘Well, that might be your opinion; I don’t know why you Aussies bloody hate them so much. I’ve just worked on the railways at Redfern with Greeks and Italians, and my boss was a White Russian, and although there was a bit of a language barrier there, I thought they were bloody good jokers actually — I don’t know why you Aussies are so heavy on them!’ 

				‘Is that right, mate? Good on ya, you’re hired! We’re Germans, we’ve been out here 20 years and that’s how we feel about things too!’ And they dropped their heavy Aussie accents. It was one of the best job interviews I’ve ever had. They hired you if you weren’t a racist or bigot. I guess that’s why so many people hadn’t got the job.

				They were hard workers and we had plenty of work on. We’d go to different building sites and they’d drive us hard. If I wasn’t in time with their plaster or if they got ahead of me and there wasn’t plaster ready for them to use, they would save the last handful until I arrived within range and then throw it at me. So I was on my toes — racing the whole time. But they were also very good to work for. They paid well and there was no quibbling — if I did half an hour overtime, they’d pay me for an hour. At the end of the week they’d always shout lunch and drinks, and although they were hard, they were good company.

				Because I’d done boxing and rugby at Manapouri and generally kept fit, they were delighted that I was so fast and such a hard worker. We worked on several building sites, mainly around Sydney, and then one Friday night they said, ‘Tim, we’re starting a new job out at Cronulla next week. You should be able to get there on the train all right. We’ve got to plaster the whole of the inside of a shop. Bright start, OK?’ It certainly was a big job. We worked hard for two or three days. As well as getting the lunches for our gang, I soon became known as the Flying Kiwi. When I ran to the shop, several of the other builders and contractors on the job would ask me to get their lunch for them as well. I didn’t mind and it gave me a chance to meet other workers and socialise a bit on the job. No one seemed too worried about their change — I always seemed to get my own lunch for free. 

				As I returned from getting lunch one afternoon I heard the builders upstairs sitting around in a circle having a talk. They seemed upset that the braces that held up the first-floor slab, which had only just recently been poured, had been taken out too early and they reckoned the concrete was still too green to be working on. There were no unions, of course, because we were all subcontractors, but they seemed genuinely upset and although I didn’t take much notice of it at the time, obviously something registered in my subconscious. 

				Overhearing that conversation saved my life. Just after we had finished lunch, the men went back to work and one of the most terrible events that ever happened in my life took place. We were working away and as I was halfway up to the shop, wheeling my full wheelbarrow from the mixer, I noticed that both my bosses had plenty of plaster. One had reached a corner and one had reached a column and I knew that that would slow them down, so I had a few minutes up my sleeve to whip back and throw another mix into the mixer so that it could be mixing while I was wheeling the barrow. That decision saved my life. 

				I had taken about two steps back from the wheelbarrow towards the mixer when suddenly I heard a roaring. I looked up and there was the ceiling crashing down on top of us. I just ran. I ran faster and harder than I’ve ever run in my life and seemed to be almost pushed along. I can remember the electrician trying to get down his ladder and starting to run and for a moment I thought maybe I should stop, but I knew I couldn’t. I saw the drainlayer trying to scramble out of his drain, but I just ran and ran as this roaring sound came down. I landed in the middle of the street on my stomach. A car screeched on its brakes and stopped within a foot of my head. I turned around and behind me was an enormous cloud of dust. I heard screaming and groaning from men trapped in the rubble. At that stage there was only me and the manager from the shop next door. 

				Tow trucks and the police arrived and the area was immediately cordoned off. A police sergeant arrived on the site and yelled out to us, ‘Are there any survivors?’ 

				I put my hand up. ‘Yes, I was a worker on the site.’ 

				He asked me where I’d come from and I told him I’d managed to run out. He looked me straight in the eye and said, ‘You’re lying!’ 

				‘No I’m not, I was under there and I just ran out.’ Luckily, the shopkeeper from next door said to the sergeant, ‘Yes, I know this boy, he definitely worked on the site.’ 

				‘OK,’ the sergeant said, ‘but I still can’t figure out how the hell anyone got out from under that! I want you to stick right by my side, OK? For the next couple of hours, wherever I am, you’ll be.’

				The tow-truck guys were pretty good — they seemed to have a lot of jacks and pulleys — and we got the wounded out and lay them along the footpath. Ambulances came and started taking them away. They were mostly the builders and the guys who were working on the scaffolding upstairs that had come down with the concrete. Some of the injuries they suffered were appalling and it looked like many would lose arms and legs or be permanently crippled. As we searched through the rubble we started to get down to the bodies and I had to try to identify them. They were so squashed that I could really only identify them by their jobs, knowing what tools they had been using. I tried to straighten out their faces so that I could recognise them but there was blood everywhere and they were all so horribly crushed.

				The slabs of concrete were large and it took us some considerable work to get down to everyone. We were hoping that perhaps someone was still alive and by now there was a big crew — perhaps 20 or 30 police and rescue workers — on the site. At one stage we came across the body of my boss and all his stomach had been pushed out through his mouth. A reporter managed to break through the cordon and rushed up and took a photo of him. I punched him as hard as I could. When he went down the sergeant kicked him and then jumped on his camera. A lot of the other cops jumped on me and the sergeant, and told us to leave him alone. But it was a ghoulish thing to do and there was no way any newspaper could have published that photo. 

				When we came across the drainlayer’s body, I finally cracked and couldn’t keep going. The sergeant slapped me across the face and said, ‘Look, son, you’ve got to. We don’t know who these people are, it’ll take us months to try to identify them with fingerprints. We’re relying on you!’ When it was all over he squeezed my arm and said, ‘Good on ya boy, you’ve been a brave young lad. I’m sending you off to hospital now and they’ll give you an injection and knock you out for a while. We’ll talk about it later. It’s all over now; you’ve done a good job.’

				The owner of the site had wanted to become a millionaire before he was 40 and apparently that’s why the job had been pushed ahead so fast and the boxing removed so early. He used to pop in to inspect the job every now and again and he was there when the building collapsed. His Jag was double-parked outside and still idling.

				The ambulance took me to the hospital, where there were about 200 people outside waiting and looking worried. Some were crying. They were all the relatives. I knew my two bosses’ families would be there and I asked the cop at the door what the story was. He said, ‘We can’t give out any information until it’s official.’ I asked how long that would take and he told me it would probably not be until tomorrow. I said, ‘Well, I’ll tell them.’ They all recognised me because a television crew had filmed the whole rescue operation and focused on me as I was the only survivor without injury and had helped the police with identification. I was a 20-year-old student from New Zealand. The police officer stood up and said, ‘This isn’t official.’ I said, ‘Well, I know who died, I know them all.’ And, one at a time, I told them. Many of the relatives were almost hysterical when I told them, but I still think it was better that they knew than just hanging around all night not knowing anything. 

				I went back into the hospital and one of the orderlies said, ‘You’re the young Kiwi hero, good on ya.’ They took me into a room and gave me a shot and told me I wouldn’t be conscious for 48 hours. I sat bolt upright about five hours later. There were nuns in the room and they had been washing the dust and blood off me with warm cloths. It was like waking up in heaven. 

				All I wanted to do was to go back to New Zealand, so I wrapped a hospital blanket around me and walked down to the railway station. I had on shorts and a blanket and I just got on a train. People were looking at me and whispering as I went back to my flat in O’Rourke Street, just near Kings Cross, where all the prostitutes used to hang out. A couple of them recognised me and said, ‘You’re that boy on television. You’re the boy who told all the relatives who was dead and who wasn’t. Come and have a cup of tea.’ They looked after me, gave me pikelets and tea and were really nice. I said to them, ‘You’re like the nuns at the hospital.’ They all laughed. One of them walked me home and then I rang Mum and said, ‘I need an airfare home, Mum.’ She immediately got my tickets and I went to the airport and picked them up and flew home to New Zealand the next day.
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