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Kia whakatōmuri te haere whakamua

I walk backwards into the future with my eyes fixed on my past

Māori whakataukī (proverb)
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1 A SMUDGE ON THE PAGE OF HISTORY


5 October 1863.

His hands move quickly as he polishes the sheet of silver-plated copper to a perfect mirror finish. He is well practised at this. On a good day, say on a day where he has been engaged to create portraits of a number of members of a wealthy London merchant family, he could easily craft thirty daguerreotypes, perhaps more. In this godforsaken place on the other side of the world, though, it is far more difficult. Engaged by the Queen’s army to make permanent records of the colonial campaign, he finds himself again and again practising his art in the field where he has no permanent studio, no light-safe room where he can prepare the materials.

It is a challenge. To say the least. But he prides himself on his professionalism.

Under cover of a black cloth, the daguerreotypist places the highly polished plate in a sensitizing box containing iodine crystals. He waits patiently for the fumes to react with the silver.

Others there are not so patient.

‘We haven’t got all day for this,’ says the captain of the troop. ‘Hurry up, man.’

The captain is quite drunk and has been so for hours, ever since his men successfully apprehended the captive. If truth be told, he is inebriated far more often than he is sober, a fact his men know well, attested to by the ongoing lack of rum in their evening rations, and while none would dare make a complaint about the situation, the captain’s appetite for the bottle has made him no friends amongst his subordinates.

Under the black cloth, the daguerreotypist quietly counts the seconds for the chemical reaction to take hold sufficiently. Twenty-five elderflower, twenty-six elderflower…

‘What are you up to under that damn sheet?’ the captain demands, impatient to get back to his tent. His bottle is only half finished and there’s little left of the day.

In the darkness under the sheet, the daguerreotypist sighs. Thirty-five elderflower, thirty-six elderflower… For a while, he entertained grander plans for his life. He once had dreams of studying at the Royal Academy Schools, imagining a life as a painter who might reinvigorate and modernize the Flemish style for an adoring British art world. But as the son of a long line of blacksmiths, there was scant hope of either being accepted into the Academy Schools, or being able to afford the extraordinary tuition fees. Faced with the horror of carrying on the family trade of horseshoes and iron gates, he settled instead on this new art form, the imprinting of the light spectrum onto silver plates. Preserving frozen images of life not in oil or watercolour but in copper and mercury and silver. A way for him to make a shilling while using his considerable skills in the play of light on the landscape or on the human form.

It’s not painting. But it will do. Forty-five elderflower.

He emerges from the black cloth. ‘About fucking time,’ says the captain.

The daguerreotypist goes amongst the soldiers, carefully moving and repositioning each of them to most advantageously address the stark New Zealand light as it falls through the branches of the towering tree they stand beneath. ‘This is modern-day alchemy,’ he enthuses, aware that for those unfamiliar with this new technology, the process of creating a daguerreotype can be disarming. ‘A little piece of magic. Your images are captured for all time; this moment will remain long after your bones are dust.’

‘Get a move on,’ slurs the captain. ‘I need a shit.’

‘Rum does that to a man’s bowels,’ one of the soldiers says, being sure it is not loud enough for the captain to hear.

The daguerreotypist returns to his box apparatus, irritated by the captain’s drunken disregard for his art. ‘This is called the lens,’ he explains, indicating the small protrusion that emerges from the middle of the wooden box. ‘When I remove the cap, you must stay perfectly still. Perfectly still. The slightest movement and you will be but a smudge on the page of history.’

Apart from the captain’s rum breath and flushed face, the soldiers have approached this process with gravity, polishing their uniform buttons, cleaning their tall dress boots to a shine.

‘How are we meant to look?’ one of them asks. ‘Do we smile?’

‘Was Christ smiling in The Last Supper?’ snaps the daguerreotypist.

‘He was about to have bloody great nails hammered through his hands,’ the youngest soldier points out. ‘No wonder he wasn’t bloody smiling.’

Ignoring the laughter, the daguerreotypist perseveres. ‘Did Michelangelo carve a fool’s grin onto David’s face? Smiling makes a man an idiot,’ he insists. ‘Smiling is for simpletons. Don’t smile.’

He positions himself by the lens.

‘Ready,’ he warns. ‘Quite still, please. And… hold.’ He removes the cap.

Instantly the exposed image ricochets between a series of mirrors within the body of the wooden box, the light finally falling upside down against the polished silver plate. The photochemical reaction begins to capture the moment.

The six members of the troop, the inebriated captain and his five men, are gathered under a towering pūriri tree on the crest of a volcanic cone overlooking Auckland harbour. As the reaction develops, it is plain that, despite not attending the Royal Academy Schools, the daguerreotypist has an instinctive grasp of the rule of thirds. The image has a sense of proportion that is almost classical.

Below the tree, the six soldiers face the lens in an aesthetically pleasing curving semicircle. Suspended above them, a few yards over their heads, secured to one of the lower branches of the great tree by a length of twelve-strand British Army rope noosed tight around his throat, a seventh person forms the apex of this carefully considered composition.

The dead man is naked, the captive stripped and humiliated before he was executed, retribution for having evaded the pursuing troop for a quite embarrassingly long period. As well as the rope around his neck, his hands are tied in front of his torso, his feet bound at the ankle. The man is Māori, and the tā mokoI tattooed on his face and body show the markings of a high-born leader. He is silver-haired, in his fifties, and the swirls and lines gouged deep into his skin tell a tale of his lineage, his status, the knowledge he carries, the whakapapaII passed down to him across generations.

A rangatira, a chief of great stature.

‘How much longer?’ the captain slurs.

‘Do not speak,’ the daguerreotypist barks. ‘You will be a smudge on the page of history!’

After the necessary sixty seconds, the cap goes back on the lens.


	
I. Tā moko – traditional form of Māori tattooing, signifying status or social standing

	
II. Whakapapa – genealogy, line of descent
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2 HANA


One hundred and sixty years later.

Hana’s hands are in the earth. Where she likes them to be. The soil in her garden is ridiculously fertile. Auckland is the first major city built on an active volcanic field since Pompeii, and millennia of violent eruptions have left the gardens of the central suburbs productive and lush. The downside is that a new fissure may form any day without warning; whole neighbourhoods could disappear in hours under an onslaught of lava and ash. Hasn’t happened for a thousand years, but for a pessimist that’s more a reason for worry than assurance. The upside is that inner-city Auckland is a really good place to grow things.

The back yard is an oasis, a retreat to a simpler world than the one Hana walks in every day. Not so much garden as mini rainforest. Cabbage trees, flax, a repurposed goldfish pond bursting with water lilies and cress. There’s a native palm, a towering seven-metre nikau near the edge of the property that the neighbours on that side periodically leave pissed-off messages about, notes that Hana reads, folds up and tosses in the wheelie bin. The nikau is eighty years old, probably more. It’s been resident longer than anyone in this suburb. No way is Hana trimming it or cutting it down just because the recently arrived accountants or architects or whoever they are want a better view.

There’s a buzzing from her phone, in the pocket of the old jeans she wears to garden. She ignores it, instead stands, stretches, wipes her hands on her jeans.

Hana’s eyes are dark, a shade so deep that in some lights it’s hard to know if they are brown or black. The smudges of soil left behind are almost as dark as her eyes. Almost. A creeper vine has tangled its way through the branches of a flourishing stand of kawakawa.I She’ll need to deal with that. She breaks off a kawakawa leaf, one with lots of holes in it. She remembers in the village she grew up in, far from Auckland, an elder from her tribe taking a group of young kids into the bush, teaching them about the plants of the forest. ‘The caterpillars know which leaves have the most goodness,’ the elder said, in te reo Māori.II

That was a long time ago.

A lifetime ago.

Hana bites the leaf she’s found, the one shot through with caterpillar holes. The leaf has a familiar peppery tang. It’s good. Really good. She chews as she reaches into her pocket and retrieves the phone. She opens the new text.

Have you found the papers?

She looks at the words. Hana is a problem-solver, someone who faces the most difficult issue head-on and without hesitation. But this question she doesn’t want to answer. She puts the phone back in her pocket.



At the back door, Hana kicks off her muddy shoes.

Her home is utilitarian. Stripped-back and minimalist, the opposite of her jungle-like garden, a place for a woman in her late thirties living happily alone, a woman who values space and order. Upstairs, the spare room is set up as a studio. It’s full of light, and it’s the one room in the house that’s full of stuff. Rolled-up canvases on the floor. Boxes of paints and pencils.

On the walls, pencil sketches. The drawings are accomplished. Careful, precise, skilled. A series of images of a girl, tracking her progress from very young child to a teenager. In the earlier pictures, when the girl is a baby, there are some group sketches – a woman, a man, the child. Then as she becomes a toddler and older, something changes. The images now are just of the girl, or the girl and her mother.

In her room downstairs, Hana retrieves a box from under the bed. She digs through a pile of bills and takes out a legal document from the bottom.

Application for Order Dissolving a Marriage or Civil Union.

She holds the document for a long moment. Then she puts it back under the electricity bills and slides the box back beneath her bed.



There’s a particular spot Hana tries to sit in during a trial. The defendant’s family and friends always take the seats closest to the defendant’s box. Not the most comfortable place for a cop, especially the arresting officer in charge of the investigation. But there’s a sweet place, a few metres distant from the supporters of the accused, where you can see the defendant’s face in profile – it’s surprising how much you can read from the angle of the jaw, the tilt of the head, whether the eyes rise or stay fixed to the floor – at the same time as being able to watch the defence lawyers and the judge.

‘Saved you the good seat, D Senior,’ Stan says, as Hana takes her place next to him. Hana has all the time in the world for the gangly and often awkward detective constable. Stan graduated top of his cohort, but Hana is far more impressed that he knows police college isn’t the real world and marks on a grade sheet are worth less than nothing. He’s smart, a fast learner who actually wants to learn.

The defendant hasn’t been called to the dock yet, but his family are already seated. Like Hana, they’re waiting, the ridiculously expensive QC they’ve employed talking with them quietly. The door of the public gallery opens and a large group enters, quiet and respectful. A young woman, Ria, accompanied by her parents, a middle-aged man and woman, all of them Māori. A dozen or so members of their extended family are there in support. Hana smiles warmly at Ria and her parents as they sit on the opposite side to the defendant’s family. For these three, the complainant and her mother and father, the worst is over and Hana is glad. At the trial, the mother and father watched their daughter give evidence, the young woman bravely refusing the chance to testify by video link, determined that the defendant should see her face as she told the court what he did to her.

Hana assured the parents that it would be hard. It would be awful for Ria. ‘But it will make a difference.’ And it did.

On the stand, Ria was composed. Strong. She told the jury how she responded to the young man’s profile on a dating site, having a good feeling with the back-and-forth messages. He was final year at law school, a representative rugby player, but he didn’t seem arrogant or a dick; he could laugh at himself. She met him at the bar in a fancy hotel, what seemed a safe meeting place. Straight away, she knew she’d made a mistake. The greeting air kiss on the cheek that became an unwelcome real kiss on the lips. He sat beside her, right by her, leg to leg. No sense of personal space. A certain smile on his face that felt less like warmth, more like entitlement. The young woman told the jury she felt like because she swiped right, in his mind there was no question sex was going to happen. But no matter how uncomfortable she felt, and she felt uncomfortable, she has a rule: even if there’s zero chemistry, you have a polite drink. Etiquette. ‘Guys have feelings too,’ she told the court. ‘Least you can do is have one drink. Just a drink.’

One drink was enough. The blood tests later showed the presence of a fast-acting sedative that had made its way into her mojito. It was like an out-of-body experience, she said, it came on fast; she tried to go to the bathroom, but she was struggling to stand. The law student helped her to the elevator, promising he’d take her down to the lobby, order her an Uber, get her to hospital. But when the elevator doors closed, he didn’t hit the down button. He hit up. Up to the room he’d booked in readiness. By the time the elevator door opened again, she couldn’t talk. She could barely walk. He was a good thirty kilograms heavier than her, the big-boned muscles of a blindside flanker; he didn’t break a sweat as he carried her from the elevator to his room. If she’d been able to scratch or punch, it would have made no difference. By the time they reached the door of the room, and he swiped his access card with that same smile on his face, she couldn’t even lift her arm to try…

Hana had watched Ria’s mother and father listening in silence during the trial. Restrained, dignified. The only glimpse of what they were feeling in the tightness with which they clasped each other’s hands. She wondered, if she had been in the same position – if it was her daughter on the stand, if it was Addison giving evidence, telling a room of strangers about how she had been drugged, humiliated, raped – would she be as calm? As dignified as these two? Could she each morning come to a courtroom and nod politely to the blood kin of the man who had done these things, as Ria’s mother and father did, every day of the trial?

That was two months before. It took the jury three quarters of an hour to return a guilty verdict. For Ria and her whānau,III the worst of it is done. Now it’s the formality, the full stop. The vindication of formal sentencing.

A stirring in the courtroom; various court officials ready themselves, the QC representing the law student takes his position, the crown prosecutor acknowledges Hana. Hana feels a buzzing in her pocket, an incoming email. There’s still no sign of the judge, so she takes the opportunity to check her phone. She opens the email, noticing that the sent-by address is just a series of numbers, an anonymous address. And there’s no message in the body of the email. But there’s a video attached.

She toggles her phone volume to silent. She opens the video.

On her phone screen, video footage plays. It’s hand-held, unprofessional, shot at night, one continuous shot of a derelict apartment building that Hana is familiar with, long-since condemned, taken over in recent years by the homeless and addicted. The locals ironically refer to the place as the Palace. She watches as the image zooms in slowly on the decaying building, finally settling on one particular flat, the last flat on the second level.

‘All rise,’ the court registrar suddenly says. Hana pauses the video.

The judge enters. The defendant is called; he takes his seat, acknowledging the supportive smiles of his family. For a moment he turns and looks straight at Hana. There’s a coldness in his eyes she has seen before. The same coldness as when she came to his family home to arrest him. It’s not pleasant. But Hana is well used to not pleasant, and she’s certainly not letting this guy intimidate her.

Finally the law student turns back towards the judge.

Hana glances again at the strange, stilled image on the video. The Palace. She pockets her phone. She’ll deal with whatever it is later.



‘Patrick Jonathan Thompson, the jury found you guilty of sexual assault,’ says the judge. ‘Stupefaction. Your actions are a cowardly and heinous betrayal of a young woman and her right to engage in a simple social interaction without fear.’

As the judge speaks, Hana notices again how so many of the occupants of a courtroom seem pressed from the same cookie cutter. With police, it’s different. All shades and sizes make their way into the cops, for their own reasons, washing up from all kinds of backgrounds. Like Hana and Stan, sitting here on this bench – Hana, Māori, late thirties, originally from ten kilometres south of nowhere, who came to the big city when her small town started to feel just too small. Stan, mid twenties, freckled blonde and blue-eyed, from a determinedly middle-class big-city family. But the QC and the judge are mirror images, both silver-haired, both cut from the same cloth. From legal dynasties, carrying on the family tradition, looking like they not only went to the same law school, they probably went to the same kindergarten.

‘This court condemns your actions, Mr Thompson,’ says the judge, ‘in the strongest possible terms. However…’

Hana stiffens. However? Until that word, this was an entirely expected preamble. ‘However’ shifts things in a way she can’t fathom. It’s an open-and-shut case, date rape where the offender used a powerful drug to subdue the victim before he sexually violated her – how is there a ‘however’?

‘However,’ the judge continues, ‘in sentencing you, this court takes into account various submissions presented by your counsel. We note the compelling commendations from your law school professors. The great promise for your future career in the legal fraternity. Your considerable prospects as a national representative rugby player.’

Hana can feel to one side the victim’s mother and father, their bewilderment, where is this going? To the other side, a confident smile growing on the law student’s face. ‘You’re fucking kidding me,’ Stan says under his breath.

‘I am persuaded it would be manifestly unjust to impose a period of incarceration that would most certainly destroy both your legal and your sporting careers,’ the judge says. ‘You are sentenced to twelve months home detention, with permanent name suppression in all forms of media.’

Hana watches as the student’s family celebrate. Thompson’s father takes his son in his arms, a bear hug. And she sees something else.

For a moment, Thompson’s mother looks towards the victim and her family; her eyes meet Ria’s eyes, registering the younger woman’s confusion, her bewilderment, the sentencing a whole new pain and trauma to add to what has gone before. She looks at Ria for a long moment, with what seems to be something like an apology in her eyes.

Then she turns away and embraces her son.

The crown prosecutor comes to Hana in the gallery. ‘This isn’t happening.’

But it is. It has.



Afterwards, the crown prosecutor and Hana take Ria and her family to a conference room within the court building, the prosecutor doing her best to console them, telling them she will appeal the ridiculous leniency of the sentence, she won’t let this go. As they have throughout a legal process they can take no active part in, but which has had such a profound effect on their lives, the mother and father sit in silence, Ria’s mother holding her daughter’s hand, some of the family around them crying quietly. The muffins and takeaway coffees that Stan had fetched sit untouched on the table.

Hana says, quietly, ‘It’s wrong. So wrong. I can’t believe it.’

Looks pass between the family members. Ria’s mother turns to Hana. ‘If it was the other way around,’ she says. ‘If it was a Māori man who did this, not some privileged rich white kid. If the victim was a PākehāIV girl. You think that scumbag would be going home? I believe it. My daughter, she’s been raped a second time.’

Hana stays silent. There are no words that can help this family deal with the injustice of what just happened. Ria’s mother stands, her family gathering around her. ‘People like us, we get through.’ She straightens her cardigan. Holding her dignity. She takes her daughter by the arm, leading her from the room.

At the door, Ria turns to look at Hana.

‘You said it would make a difference,’ she says.



Hana walks through the underground car park that adjoins the high court, towards where they left their car, as Stan waits patiently in line to validate the parking ticket. It’s a few hours later, but Hana’s disbelief at the verdict hasn’t faded. The car park is all concrete walls and floors and pillars, Hana’s steps echo off the cold, hard surfaces. As she walks, she becomes aware of another set of footsteps. Then a figure steps out from between two vehicles.

‘Detective Senior Sergeant Westerman.’

It’s Patrick Thompson. The law student.

Hana glances across the intervening rows of parked cars. Under a pool of cold white fluorescent light, Stan has reached the front of the queue, slipping the ticket into the machine. He is completely unaware of what is happening on the far side of the car park.

She turns to face Thompson. ‘What do you want?’

He smiles. A smile Hana knows well now, the smile Ria described as he carried her to the hotel room, the smile Hana saw in the defendant’s box as Thompson listened to the verdict. A bitter acid taste comes to her mouth.

‘Just thought you should know,’ says Thompson, ‘she enjoyed herself. She fucking loved every moment.’

Hana would love to lash out. She doesn’t. ‘Stay away from me, Mr Thompson.’ With an effort of will, she continues towards the car. But he follows her.

‘I’ve seen your daughter,’ he tells her. ‘I follow her on Instagram, the hot rapper chick.’

With the mention of Addison, Hana stops.

On the far side of the car park, Stan retrieves the validated ticket. He checks his pockets for his keys, still completely unaware that anything is amiss. Thompson stops beside a concrete pillar, facing Hana. ‘Might DM her some time,’ he taunts. ‘Looks like she could be my type.’

The bitter taste in Hana’s mouth is nearing unbearable, and before she knows what she’s doing, her hand balls into a fist around the guy’s shirt, and she shoves him hard against the pillar. ‘You piece of shit.’ Catching herself, she lets him go, though she’d sorely love to do more. ‘Stay away from my daughter, stay away from me.’

Thompson smiles again. ‘You wanted to send me to prison. You tried to fuck up my life. Guess what? I’m gonna fuck up yours.’

Before Hana knows what’s happening, slam, Thompson smashes his face into the pillar. Blood pours from his nose. The sound of approaching footsteps. Stan comes from around a row of parked cars and sees the law student, blood now covering the front of his shirt.

‘She’s fucking crazy, man,’ says Thompson to Stan. ‘She’s out of control. She should be fucking arrested.’



The unmarked police car drives away from the car park. Stan didn’t see what happened. He believes what Hana told him, of course, without question. But he didn’t witness it with his own eyes. Hana knows it’s her word against Thompson’s. Just how he wanted it.

Her hand is still shaky as she looks at her phone. The stilled video that was anonymously sent to her is still there. She looks for a moment at the strange image of the dilapidated doss house, the Palace. Then she closes the video.

As Stan drives, Hana looks out at the passing streets. Wondering about the ways this mess with the law student could play out.

None of the scenarios are great.


	
I. Kawakawa – small native New Zealand tree, the leaves used traditionally and today for medicinal purposes

	
II. Te reo Māori – the Māori language, also referred to more simply as ‘te reo’

	
III. Whānau – extended family

	
IV. Pākehā – New Zealander of European descent
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3 BROWN AND SCREAMING


An international flight takes off from the airport in Māngere, the jet roar reverberating across south Auckland, the residents in the suburbs below so accustomed to the huge planes lumbering skywards that the sound doesn’t even register. The south side of Auckland has its own unique flavour, a stir-fry of races and religions, the kind of place where you get on a train or a bus and hear five different languages from five different continents. Newly arrived refugees welcomed from trouble zones around the world; Pasifika families who moved from the islands of Tonga or Sāmoa or Niue and are now fourth- or fifth-generation New Zealanders; immigrants from the subcontinent and beyond; and the other kind of migrants, wannabe-home-buyer Aucklanders shut out by rocketing house prices in other suburbs who come in search of a first home in the vibrant, colourful south of the city.

Tonight, in one particular cul-de-sac, the jet engines compete with another sound. Amplified music. A driving bass line. Excited voices. Turntables scratching. One voice rises above everything else.

‘Fighting’s in my blood / Called the minority / Saying we’re half of everything / You don’t know us / We’re more than both!’

At the end of the cul-de-sac there’s a house with a big back yard. The yard is a writhing sea of tattoos and piercings and joints and pills; fires burn in drums, strings of coloured lights hang above. The back deck of the house has been converted into a makeshift stage with strobe lighting. A stack of amplifiers tremble with each booming bass beat, a pair of DJs compete on twin turntables.

A young woman is the ground zero of everything. With good reason. She’s seventeen years old, brown and proud; she’s alive with energy and joy, a perpetual motion machine. She doesn’t move, she bounces, part gazelle, part bungee, part high-tension springs. She raps, a flaming song about identity and individuality, a polished and distinctive style, segueing effortlessly from English to te reo Māori and back.

‘We were born brown and screaming / Won’t survive in silence! / Te hā o ngā tūpuna / The breath of our ancestors / Anei mātou! / Here we are!’

Her voice is achingly beautiful, weaving smart, angry lines about equality and standing up for who you are, whoever you are, whatever your gender or your sexuality or your race. Addison has the same dark eyes as her mother. In the sketches on the walls of Hana’s studio, her hair is long, black and wild, but here on stage under the strobing lights, her clean-shaven head shines like a glorious full moon.

She soars with the chorus of the song. ‘Who got the power to fight the power?’

The crowd sings back at her. ‘I got the power to fight the power!’

Addison beams. ‘Who got the body to rock the party?’

The crowd mimics her every move. ‘I got the body to rock the party!’

Capturing it all on video is PLUS 1, Addison’s age, gender non-binary, long dreadlocks wound up in a crazy wild beehive over khaki and camo pants and boots and bling. On the screen of PLUS 1’s phone, Addison is beatific, her smile brighter than the lights illuminating her performance.

At the other end of the cul-de-sac, there’s another gathering. It’s not in the least joyous. A dozen men and women in police uniform, adjusting their forage caps, pulling on hi-vis reflector vests. Containers of pepper spray are distributed, tasers readied. Two team policing vans block the end of the cul-de-sac, responding to a call from a neighbour who thought a visit from the cops was the best chance she’d have of watching telly that evening without the inconvenience of loud music. To make sure the authorities responded in a timely manner (as in, before the late-evening news), the neighbour used considerable poetic licence. ‘I heard windows being smashed,’ she told the 111 operator. ‘Swearing, offensive behaviour. Bottles being thrown.’ She was very worried. A riot waiting to explode. Her call had the hoped-for result. The officers fan out to form a skirmish line, each figure an arm-length from the next.

In the back yard, there are no bottles being thrown, no windows being smashed. Nothing remotely resembling a riot. Just Addison, young and transcendent, and the audience swaying with her, in love with Addison, in love with each other, in love with love. She takes the phone from PLUS 1’s hands and kisses her best friend. ‘Love you, PLUS 1.’ The crowd cheers, but then PLUS 1 glimpses something, out on the street.

The skirmish line advances in unison down the cul-de-sac, headed for the house, the sergeant at the rear calling time, move-move-move.

PLUS 1 snatches the microphone from Addison, screaming, ‘Pigs!’

Without a moment’s thought, PLUS 1 grabs a mic stand, jumps the fence out onto the street. Facing off against the approaching cops, swinging the mic stand like a taiaha.I Meanwhile, in the back yard, mayhem. Some partygoers run off through neighbouring gardens, tossing away plastic bags of pills and weed as they go. But others charge onto the street to join PLUS 1, fuelled by outrage and adrenaline and other miscellaneous chemicals. The line of police officers closes on them.

Move-move-move.

Addison watches. Alone on stage now. Dismayed. The joyful celebration about to turn into something very different. Knowing she can’t do anything to stop it.



Central Police Station is twelve storeys high, an unattractive and unspectacular grey concrete building in the middle of downtown Auckland. The interview rooms are buried in the floors well below street level. The rooms are claustrophobic and uncomfortable. Which pretty accurately describes how Addison is feeling right now.

‘What? We’re just gonna sit here?’ she says.

On the opposite side of the table, Hana has a printed copy of Addison’s offence report in her hands. Next to Addison is Jaye Hamilton. Early forties, warm blue eyes, no airs and graces despite being one of the most senior cops in the Tāmaki MakaurauII policing region, a detective inspector. But that’s not the reason he’s in this interview room.

Jaye is Hana’s boss. He’s also her ex. And he’s Addison’s dad.

Beside Jaye is Marissa, his partner of several years. Clear-eyed and earnest, Marissa is itching to step in and offer succour to Addison. She’s a born care-giver and comforter of birds with broken wings. Literally. She’s a veterinarian. But she manages to stay quiet. Addison, after all, is Hana and Jaye’s daughter, not hers.

The heavy silence in the room makes Addison want to turn the table upside down. ‘You can’t put me in the naughty chair and ignore me,’ she complains, in a tone of voice not unlike a child put in a naughty chair and ignored. Maddeningly, still no response. At last she can bear it no longer. ‘We weren’t breaking any laws,’ she says, talking fast, trying to brush off what’s happened. ‘I mean, this is exactly what I sing about on stage! It’s not a crime to have a nose ring or be brown. To be queer or Māori or non-binary or whatever. But they treat us like we’re kicking in shop windows and stealing TVs! PLUS 1, they got tasered, whacked in the face when they were dragged into the van. Might’ve broke a cheekbone.’

Hana watches her daughter, observing the steady build of momentum, a sled picking up velocity as it careens downhill.

‘That’s who should be arrested,’ Addison continues. ‘Those bastards, the racist fucking homophobic pigs—’

‘Addison, that’s enough,’ Jaye snaps. It takes a lot for Jaye to talk like this to his daughter. She’s gone too far, Addison knows, feeling the skin on her throat burning in a way she wishes was far less visible. Meanwhile, Hana sits opposite in complete silence, straightening the creases of the offence report.

Jaye has Marissa on one side, Hana across the table. He measures his words with tightrope-walking care. ‘No permit for a public performance. Disorderly behaviour. Resisting arrest. A chemist shop worth of pills found thrown away around the neighbourhood. Your friend, PLUS 1? She… uh… he—’

‘They,’ Addison corrects impatiently.

‘They.’ Jaye nods. ‘They attacked the police with an offensive weapon.’

‘It was my mic stand!’

‘Was he using it to sing?’

‘Jesus, Dad! THEY!’

Hana still hasn’t spoken. More than anything in this awful confrontation, it is her mother not confronting her that is freaking Addison out.

‘You absolutely broke the law,’ Jaye tells his daughter. ‘You broke so many laws.’

‘Of course you stick up for the cops,’ Addison complains.

‘We are the cops.’

‘Exactly! Both of you! You’re part of the whole fucked-up system!’ Addison gets to her feet. Deciding to fight fire with fire, she grabs the offence report from her mother’s hands, waving it to emphasize her words, as if they need emphasizing. ‘I mean, no surprises with you, Dad, you’re white, you’re a man! You got it made. They even made you Mum’s boss! But Mum. Jesus! A brown woman. How do you look in the fucking mirror—’

‘Okay.’

Two syllables. Quiet. Emotionless. But the effect of Hana at last speaking is a bomb exploding. Marissa’s eyes dart. Jaye blinks. Addison swallows.

Hana holds out her hand for the offence report. Addison meekly gives it back. ‘Sit down, please,’ Hana says, and despite the politeness of please, it’s not a request. Addison sits; tears spring to her eyes. She has no idea what’s coming, no one does. Hana walks to her daughter’s side of the table. And…

She leans down and kisses Addison on the forehead, she holds her daughter’s head to her breast. Addison immediately dissolves into silent tears, clinging to her mother.

Marissa puts her hand gently on Addison’s. ‘Addy, sweetheart, it’s going to be all right—’

‘Oh, fuck off, Marissa.’ Addison swats Marissa’s hand away. ‘I fucking hate being called Addy. Can’t you just go fix a rabbit or something.’

As Marissa struggles determinedly not to take this personally, Hana looks towards her ex-husband. ‘Can we talk outside, please? Alone.’



‘Is this a surprise to you?’ Hana asks. ‘Or to Marissa? Any of this?’

A stark white bulb burns above the staff entrance to Central Police Station. Hana and Jaye are alone in the empty doorway. Fifty metres away, waiting for Hana in the car, Stan can see the excruciating body language between the two.

‘Because,’ she continues, ‘it’s no surprise to me.’

Jaye knows exactly what Hana is saying. Addison is in first year at university, studying music and politics, her competing passions. At seventeen, she is young to be in tertiary education, but in Addison’s heart and in her mind she’d long since moved on from high school, well before she walked out the front gates the final time. She had always moved fluidly between the houses of her two parents, but when she started university, she shifted into Marissa and Jaye’s place full-time. It made sense; their house is in one of the leafy, well-heeled suburbs, much closer to the university campus. Marissa has Vita and Sammie, two pre-teen daughters by her first marriage, but there was lots of room and Addison took over the granny flat out the back.

But her motivations to move in with Jaye weren’t just geographic.

When she was a baby, when she woke in the night, an exhausted Hana would tell Jaye, ‘Put her in her cot, let her cry a bit, she’ll go to sleep.’ Jaye would smile and nod, yes, absolutely. Then, as Hana slept, he’d walk around the flat for the next few hours with Addison in his arms, doting on his baby girl, pulling dopey faces to make her laugh, holding her up to the big windows in their lounge to gurgle at the flickering lights of the city. As a senior cop responsible for one of the largest and busiest investigative units in the New Zealand police, Jaye is uncompromising, someone with a reputation for being utterly fair and utterly intolerant of any bullshit.

But with his daughter, he is a hopeless pushover.

Addison got her first tattoo the last year of high school. A schoolmate did it, her take on a female Māori figure, a wahine toa, a warrior woman. The idea was kind of perfect, a symbol for Addison’s fierce spirit, but the execution was decidedly imperfect. Addison made sure she showed Jaye the tattoo first, explaining what it meant to her, getting him onside before she plucked up the courage to show Hana. Her mother exploded at the sight. ‘You’re sixteen, you’re not even legally allowed to go to a professional tattooist.’ Jaye said that in point of fact, the schoolmate wasn’t actually a professional, but was planning to do a tattoo apprenticeship after school. Hana couldn’t understand. ‘Why would you get your body permanently engraved by someone who doesn’t even know what they’re doing?’ For Addison it was simple. ‘My body, my mind, my choices.’ To Hana’s frustration, Jaye pointed out that that was exactly what they’d brought their daughter up to believe. ‘Isn’t it?’

Not many ways for Hana to argue against that. Because it was true. She wanted her daughter to be a woman in control of her own destiny, her own life. She would just really like it if Addison’s choices were a lot better than this slightly lopsided tattoo.

Jaye and Marissa would much rather Addison had a joint with her friends in the granny flat than outside some back-alley tinny house. If she was going to hook up, better she felt comfortable enough to do it in a safe place rather than unprotected sex in the back seat of some car. For Addison, being able to say her dad’s place was walking distance to university made things simple. But just as she was long overdue for getting rid of the itchy rigidity of her high school uniform, she was also ready to fly in many many other ways.

Living in the granny flat at Jaye and Marissa’s place gave her room to spread her wings.

Above Jaye’s head, a moth flits around the white bulb at the door of the police station. He takes a deep breath. ‘We have our way of doing things. Might not be your way—’

‘Our daughter smokes weed. In the house of a detective inspector.’

‘Hana, Christ.’ Jaye squirms. Really not wanting to have this particular conversation in this particular place. ‘When Marissa and I moved in together, we made decisions, how we want to be, as a family. Marissa’s kids, Addison—’

‘A seventeen-year-old, doing what she wants. Dragging home a different guy every other night. Or girl.’

Sideways glances as two uniformed cops pass. News has spread fast that the team policing vans picked up the daughter of two of the most senior detectives in the station. It’s not a great look. When the cops have safely disappeared, Jaye battles on. ‘We’d rather know what she’s doing than have her do it on street corners.’

‘Well that worked.’ Hana doesn’t even try to hide the disdain in her voice.

‘It’s a phase,’ Jaye attempts. ‘Her whacky friends… she’s finding herself, experimenting. She’s so talented, her music, her performances, we should be really proud of her.’

‘I’m not very proud tonight. You?’

A street-sweeping truck rumbles past where Stan is waiting in the car, trying hard not to be too obviously interested in what’s unfolding under the cold doorway light.

Hana watches Jaye turn the nub of one thumb between the forefinger and thumb of the other hand, one way then the other, like someone trying to coax loose a rusty resistant doorknob. Cops learn to hide their tics, the subconscious physical habits that give away their stress in moments of heightened tension. But Hana knows the thumb thing, she knows it well. For a moment, there’s a vivid image in her mind. Sixteen years before, telling Jaye she didn’t want them to be together any more. Neither of them crying, their baby girl between them in the bed, asleep but starting to snuffle, the noises she made just before she woke. Jaye staring at a crack in the ceiling of their rented flat. Turning the nub of his thumb with his other hand.

Hana hasn’t thought of that moment for a very long time.

A deeply uncomfortable silence. Finally Jaye sighs. ‘What a fucking day.’

After the confrontation with Patrick Thompson in the parking building, Hana went straight to Jaye, told him what had happened, how the entitled prick got in her face, taunting her, talking trash about the victim he’d raped – all but saying he’d do the same to their daughter – wanting Hana to go for him. Jaye didn’t spare Hana’s feelings; he wouldn’t be doing her any favours. ‘He smashed his own face against a pillar?’ he said, ‘You know how that sounds, right?’

‘Like a bad excuse for police brutality. But that’s what happened.’

‘Did you touch him? Lay a finger on him? I need to know.’

The question hung in the air between them. In the car on the way back to the station, Stan told Hana he’d support her story, make a statement that he saw everything. Hana gave him a dressing-down; she wasn’t going to have a sworn officer lie for her, and she didn’t want to hear him suggest anything like it again. She’d deal with it, whichever way it went.

‘I shoved him backwards against the pillar. That’s all. I realized what I was doing, I stopped myself. What happened to his face, he did that himself.’

‘When his QC hauls you in front of the Independent Police Complaints Authority, you cross your heart and point to God and this whole thing disappears?’

‘He threatened our daughter.’

Suggesting you were going to direct-message someone on Instagram wasn’t actually a threat, Hana knew, not in any kind of way that could lead to actual charges. And Patrick Thompson was a lot of things but he wasn’t a fool. He wasn’t stupid enough to harass the daughter of the cop who’d successfully prosecuted him for sexual assault.

She wrote up a full statement about the incident. Stan did too, without perjuring himself. For the time being, there was nothing else Hana or Jaye could do.

Hana looks out to where Stan is waiting in the car on the street outside the station. Dark clouds hang over Auckland, the promise of rain before the night is through.

‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘What a fucking day.’

‘What do you want to do?’ Jaye asks. ‘About Addison?’

‘She’s like someone I used to know,’ Hana says finally – not angry, not blaming Jaye or Marissa, just wishing it wasn’t so. ‘She’s heading somewhere I don’t understand. I hate it.’

Jaye has stopped the thing with his thumb now. Hana knows what that means. Whatever happens next, it’s over to her.

‘I want her to move in with me. I want her in my home. I want to know my daughter again.’


	
I. Taiaha – wooden spear, usually carved

	
II. Tāmaki Makaurau – Auckland
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4 THE LAST FLAT ON THE SECOND FLOOR


‘Know this place?’ Hana asks, holding up the video on her phone so Stan can see.

The email had been niggling at the back of her mind ever since she’d received it that morning in the courthouse, but after dealing with the incident in the car park, working through the possible fallout with Jaye and then discovering her daughter had been arrested, she hadn’t had the time to look properly at the enigmatic video. As Stan drives through the night-time streets, heading away from Central Police Station, she plays it again.

‘The Palace,’ Stan says. He recognizes the condemned building; he went there more than once when he was in uniform, to serve arrest warrants, one time to deal with the messy week-old aftermath of a fatal overdose.

‘Is Addison okay, D Senior?’ Stan asks. Hana grunts a non-committal reply. She really doesn’t want to revisit the excruciating last hour. She’d rather have something else to focus on. The video of the Palace.
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