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In the normal course of events there’d
be no-one coming and you might quickly
recover back to your own side of the road.
But the Greenwoods had no such good fortune
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Sleeping Beauty’s 100 years

T

hey say it takes a village to
raise a child, and when 12 year old
Bryer Rose Greenwood was caught
in a car crash, our village mourned.
For those who don’t already know from the
news, Bryer Rose had decided to watch her
eight year old sister Jemma play netball on
Saturday morning. It was fine, with hundreds
of young girls either on court or waiting their
turn. Bryer Rose didn’t like sport, but this
particular time she made an exception.
Driving home at 10.30am, her mother lost
control of the vehicle, over-correcting and
sending her car sailing at an angle across
the oncoming lane of SH16. In the normal
course of events there’d be no-one coming
and you might quickly recover back to your
own side of the road. But the Greenwoods
had no such good fortune – a late model
4WD ran straight into the exposed passenger side of the family vehicle.
The front passenger seat, where 12 year
old Bryer was sitting, took the full force of
impact. Immediately behind her, eight year
old Jemma was shunted across the seat –
bones broken and body lacerated. Jemma,
however, was conscious.
When news that Bryer Rose had died came
through, parents around our village had the
difficult task of telling their children. For
our 13 year old son, Bryer Rose was the girl
who’d kept telling him what beautiful eyelashes he had. For our 11 year old son, Bryer
Rose was the girl he sometimes sat next to
in the split-year classroom they shared at the
village school.
For our ten year old daughter, Bryer was
the girl she sometimes played with during

lunchtime games, and for our eight year old
son, seriously wounded Jemma was the girl
he sometimes sat next to in his own class.
The loss of a child is truly a devastating
thing, for all of us.
At the other end of the scale, our family
that same week lost a centenarian – Stephen
Todd was 106. I’d last seen him at a family
birthday party when he reached 103, and he
was as sharp as tacks. Soon after I moved to
Auckland in 1984 I’d broken the taillight of
his vintage Peugeot with my Torana, and he
was nigh on 80 then. Cost me $15 to fix.
Stephen Todd’s funeral happened at the
very moment that Bryer Rose Greenwood
suffered her fatal injuries. One on the cusp of
life, the other had truly lived it. When Todd
was born, Americans born under George
Washington were still alive, or French and
British who’d seen the Napoleonic wars
unfold. When Stephen Todd was born, NZ
itself was a nation only 65 years old, many of
our first settlers were retirees.
Todd himself saw WW1, the great influenza pandemic, the gramophone, the arrival
of the motor car to NZ and then flight, the
wireless radio, the Great Depression, WWII,
atomic bombs, the Korean War, spaceflight,
TV, the Vietnam War, Moon landings, automated phone exchanges, video recorders,
fax machines, CDs, mobile phones, 9-11, the
internet. I’ve missed a bit.
What will this century bring? Bryer Rose
will never get the chance to know, but her
classmates will. And as they journey forward
they will take memories of the girl they used
to know, and she won’t truly die until they,
too, pass.
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VACCINE WARS
Just wanted to say what an excellent
article and just at the right time for here in
South Canterbury.
I have been very vocal about Gardasil as
soon as it was announced by the Labour
Government back in 2007. Having looked
into it for our daughter I was shocked
what I uncovered and when I realised the
MOH was not disclosing this information I decided to set up my website www.
offtheradar.co.nz for parents and girls to
access what I’d discovered. I’ve written
many letters to the Timaru Herald, which
on the whole have been published without
too much censorship. They (Emma Bailey
and Fleur Cogle) have written articles about
me and my website which, I feel, has
allowed South Canterbury parents and
young girls to make a truly “informed decision”. This has been reflected in the dismal
uptake of Gardasil, with our region being
the lowest at only 8%, which is in stark contrast to us topping the country at around
95% for all other childhood vaccines.
I recently highlighted that HPV meetings were being held in school time for
year 8 girls, with no invitation for parents
to attend. My argument was that a 12 year
girl is legally not eligible to make a decision on Gardasil, that only her parents can,
so why were parents not included?
Of course we know why parents aren’t
included because any adult having privy
to the highly emotive fear based DVD that
is shown at these meetings to young girls,
would realise it’s nothing more than propaganda brainwashing session.
Your article highlights beautifully what
their game plan is, and they have certainly
decided to get cracking with it here in
Timaru.
One last comment regarding your
article. I like how you mentioned vets are
acknowledging vaccine related illness
in animals. It’s ironic that humans care
less about animals than people therefore they can afford to tell the truth.
Julie Smith, www.offtheradar.co.nz

SNAIL BAITER
Please congratulate Roger Marcon, on
my behalf, for his article: Road Snails and
Other Menaces in the May issue.
His article clearly identifies the frustrations of many road users, including

myself. I have had personal experiences he
describes, and more than my fair share of
contact with the road police ending with
infringement notices which have led to
unsuccessful appeals.
He has written the best article I have
read for some time which I am going to
circulate enthusiastically.
Laura Rust, via email

SNAIL PROTECTOR
Would love to come with you a few times
Roger and you could show me these slow
drivers.
Let’s be honest now, no one follows a
slow vehicle from Wellington to Auckland.
If you allow yourself to get up tight, five
minutes at a reduced speed only seems
like an hour, but things clear up quite
quickly and you’re away again. A good
average speed is all that is needed to get
quickly to your destination.
I am well aware of the thousands who
will feel as you do, simply because they
allow emotion to cloud the mathematics.
Many of your statements are challengeable, but here is a statement of my own. A
four hour journey will take four hours.
So relax, enjoy the drive, you will get
there right on time.
Charlie O’Regan, Levin

THE ARTHUR ALLAN THOMAS
STORY
I have just finished The Inside Story and
I just can’t help writing to you by way of
congratulations.
I must admit to also being a fan of Air
Con and Paradise Conspiracy and although
I don’t always agree with your responses
to Investigate theory critics, I am literally blown away by this story. It is simply
superb, and in my humble opinion a wonderful and gripping read.
More importantly it is a story that must
be told and I sincerely hope this is not the
last we will hear from it.
What a loss of innocence this is/was for
us as a country and it has continued to
have so many compelling twists and turns.
I will try not to go on and yet it is really
hard for me not to want to discuss this.
Even my dear old mum (an avid Wishart
fan and supplier of all literature to me)
knows ex Pukekawa friends who reiterate
Thomas’ naivety/innocence and what is
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really scary, when discussing the murders
with an ex about – that – vintage cop,
commented he was off to England and had
stories he was too scared to tell about his
colleagues (sorry I can’t relate those issues
specifically to the Thomas case).
So, thank God and I mean that literally,
that there are people like you left in this,
once was a Paradise country, that have the
talent, drive and courage to speak up.
Well done and thank you.
Trevor Bennett, via email

MORE ON THOMAS
I’ve just finished reading your book on the
Crewe/Thomas saga, and find your new
evidence very compelling. Hitherto, I had
been a fan of the Pat Booth theory of murder/suicide, quite unaware of the severity
of Jeannette’s injury which renders that
scenario highly unlikely. I admire your
nerve in presenting your case; as your
informant observes, there are probably
plenty of Hutton and Johnston’s former
buddies still around! I met Arthur Thomas
a few times when serving groceries in
what used to be the Dairy Company store
in Whitianga. He came across as a completely inoffensive fellow, and had I been a
personal friend, I would have been greatly
frustrated by his previous acceptance of
anything said by the Police.
Keep up the good work.

China or Indonesia are likely
to be overly terrified by our
valiant heroes.
However up to 20 million
people may be starving in
Southeast Asia through
insufficient food production with the Pacific Islands
becoming increasingly
uninhabitable through
rising sea levels leaving
New Zealand as an easily
available refuge; desperate
people will fill half a million watercraft and
simply arrive here.
Do we kill the first 100.000 of them before
we run out of ammunition and resolve?
Classifying conscientious objectors as
cowards betrays ignorance of history. A
cursory examination of James Baxter,
Sir Guy Powles or the Reverend Ormond
Burton among others witnesses to their
courage under fire and non-fire. Many in
the UK volunteered for the unexploded
bomb disposal and mine clearance teams
that had the highest rate of death of any
unit during World War 2 while saving
thousands of lives.
Our most effective and only defence will
be continuing good relationships, equitable trading relationships, humanitarian
support and creative immigration policies.
John Marcon, North Shore

John Stephenson, via email

YOU AND WHOSE ARMY?
Compulsory military training may occupy
the unemployed and give some training for
a future life as Richard Prosser proposes
in the May issue. He assumes potential
invaders and that the reservists and regular
forces would successfully repel boarders.
The Australians have invaded already and
own half the nation. We need the Chinese
and Japanese so badly for consumer and
industrial goods that they only need to be
patient. The USA seeks trade deals so advantageous to them they also can wait for more
of our resources to head off-shore. The Nats
and Act are so keen to sell off our remaining
silver that before we undertake the substantial costs of CMT we’ll need the buyers’
permission which they’d give if they won the
contract for the training programme.
Against what foe would this people’s
army ride to defend us? Neither the two
million plus defence forces in North Korea,
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REALLY? A SCEPTIC?
Having purchased your latest magazine
to read the Winston Peters interview (and
what a great fit the two of you are), I found
myself reading your editorial.
As something of a global warming
sceptic myself, I was very disappointed to
read that your editorial has given further
ammunition to the climate alarmists, who
claim their opponents are unthinking at
best and liars at worst.
Specifically, your assertion that “it is
widely acknowledged there were no ... coal
burning factories ... [in] 1817”.
That piece of news would come as a
tremendous surprise to those toiling in the
dark satanic mills prevalent at the time –
or indeed to anyone with a cursory knowledge of the switch from wood to coal as a
source of power that took part during the
late 1600s and early 1700s, and was one of
the precursors of the Industrial Revolution.
John Redwood, via email, cc’d to The Listener

EDITOR’S RESPONSE:
Yes…humans have been burning carbon
since time immemorial. And every invention (steam engine, collieries etc) has a
starting date. Mass production however
was not underway in 1817 on anything
approaching the scale it did in the latter
19th and through the 20th centuries. Furthermore the IPCC itself said it could not
detect a human signature on global warming until late in the 20th century.
Your point would be valid only if you
were trying to make the ridiculous
assertion that coal-fired factories in their
infancy in 1817 caused rapid Arctic melt
150 years earlier than modern alarmists
claim? Is that your argument?
My point, which was accurate, is
that the 1817 melt was natural, not
anthropogenic.
Given your pedantry, perhaps you would
do better to read Air Con: Climategate
Edition, which references more than a
hundred peer-reviewed scientific papers on
climate change.
For that matter, the Listener would do
well to read it. The magazine might learn
that sea levels are not increasing drastically, and that sinking Pacific islands are
authors of their own misfortune by blowing up the coral reefs that surrounded and
protected their atolls, and then wondering
why the ocean was suddenly washing
away the beaches.
The Listener would also have learnt from
Air Con that while heatwaves kill thousands, cold spells have killed millions.
ENGLISH LANGUAGE WEEK
So, it’s Maori language week again. However, New Zealand is multi-cultural, not
bi-cultural, so why not Arabic, Chinese,
Indian language weeks?

How one longs for an “English language
week” – given the way that this magnificent language is butchered nowadays.
If there were any real wisdom remaining
in outer society it would be known that
“for all things there is a season”, and that
no power on earth can stop the Maori culture and language from eventually passing
away. It’s called evolution and is beyond all
means of human control.
Maori culture, in the real, pre-colonial
sense, has indeed already long since
passed into history. Human cultures and
societies are at every moment in a natural
process of dynamic metamorphosis, even
without the influence of more advanced
colonising civilisations.
If we had an education system worthy of
the name, it would be general knowledge
that scores, perhaps hundreds of cultures
and languages, (including ancient British Gaelic), have in the course of history
become extinct, or have changed beyond
recognition by blending with other cultures, the both becoming the richer for it.
Have even our academics forgotten that
the mighty Roman empire, the dominant
and leading culture of the then known
world, has, together with its language
(Latin), passed away?
How many past civilisations, races, and
languages have synthesised and evolved
to become the modern civilisation and
language of the English speaking world?
And this too shall pass “in its season”.
The demise of ancient cultures should,
ideally, be neither hastened nor prolonged, but allowed to pass in dignity and
gratitude and not be kept artificially alive
as humiliating caricatures of their former
reality. If modern “born again” Maori and
their liberal white patrons had the slightest
understanding of old Maori tribal consciousness they would know that it is the
fruits of the past which we carry forward
with us into the future, not the trappings.
Such romantic agitators have no wish to
arrive at the truth since they suspect it
may not be to their advantage. They only
wish to win the argument.
All that was true and beautiful in past
civilisations and cultures, including that of
the Maori, we carry on with us as qualities
of soul. Nothing of true worth is ever irretrievably lost, thus mankind progresses.
Colin Rawle, Dunedin

MONCKTON COMING TO NZ
The scourge of polar bear exploiters
everywhere, climate sceptic Christopher
Monckton, aka the Viscount Monckton of
Brenchley, is touring New Zealand in the
first week of August for a series of lectures
on climate change.
Lord Monckton has been addressing
public meetings across Australia for the
past three weeks, and is being hosted here
by ClimateRealists.org.nz and the New
Zealand Climate Science Coalition.
Dates confirmed at time of going to
press (the following all courtesy Climate
Realists) are:
Thursday 4th August: Lord Monckton
will commence his official NZ visit with an
appearance on Leighton Smith’s NewstalkZB show in the morning.
This will be followed by a private business lunch.

At 5.30pm he will speak at a public
event in central Auckland, organised by
the Public Relations Institute of New Zealand. This will be open to both members
and non-members of PRINZ.
Friday 5th August: will find him
in Wellington at a Parliamentary Press
conference in the morning. There will be
a public event at lunchtime in Wellington,
also organised by PRINZ. As in Auckland,
this will be open to both members and
non-members of PRINZ.
Saturday 6th August: a public meeting in Whangarei.
Further details, times and addresses will be
announced on the climaterealists.org.nz website after this magazine has gone to press.
Please keep an eye on our webste, www.
climaterealists.org.nz where all itinerary
details- times, venues, costs- will be published as soon as they are finalised.
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Richard Prosser

Tolerance and understanding have gone
too far in New Zealand and the other nations
of the developed world, when it comes to
the demands of our more recent arrivals
with regards to their religious and

eyes right

cultural sensitivities
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When in Rome

I

’ve said this before and I’ll probably
say it again; Vive la France. I like the
French. I mean the Froggies can be an irritating clan at times, they’re somewhat prone
to self-interest and indifference, they eat all
manner of curious things and they’re not
terribly adept at fighting wars, but they build
a jolly good aeroplane, and in recent decades
– at least since they got The Bomb – when
push comes to shove, they’re often the first
to stand up and put their money where their
mouths are. Since President Jacques Chirac
threatened to include nuclear weapons in
the range of responses available to France in
the event of a terrorist attack on the Gallic nation or its interests back in 2006, the
mullahs have gone conspicuously quiet on
the sabre-rattling front where the French are
concerned.
And by banning the burqa two months
ago, France has made a stand on behalf of
the rights and freedoms of the West which
no other nation has yet shown the intestinal
fortitude to match. I say good on them. Their
example is one which we should be both
swift and proud to follow.
The French law doesn’t ban the burqa per
se, of course, nor any other specifically named
head covering. That would be too PC even for
them, and probably contravene any number
of prissy, touchy-feely, apologist laws and
regulations imposed by the EU, the UN, and
other equally useless and counterproductive
institutions. Rather, it prohibits the covering of a person’s face in public by any means;
crash helmets, hoodies, hats, scarves, ski
masks, balaclavas, and all flavours of crackpot
religious garments included.

Naturally, the usual suspects are up in
arms about it, and for this writer’s money,
their outrage is a delight to behold. Muslims,
leftists, commies, pinkos, the entire antiwhite western civilisation brigade, along
with their media toadies, have been right
on cue, jumping up and down about human
rights and religious freedoms and tolerance
and multiculturalism, and all the other garbage which excites such people.
As far as your favourite commentator
is concerned, tolerance and understanding have gone too far in New Zealand and
the other nations of the developed world,
when it comes to the demands of our more
recent arrivals with regards to their religious
and cultural sensitivities. For too long we
have allowed ourselves to be criticized and
berated by an ungrateful breed of interlopers who want nothing from us other than
the right to use our own freedoms against
us, and who offer nothing in return except
their demands for our recognition of their
retarded and defective culture.
I say enough. The matter of the mask is not
about race, and it isn’t even about religion.
The burqa, the niqab, whatever it happens
to be called by any of the various tribes
and sects which make up Islam today, isn’t
mentioned in the Koran, and wasn’t ever
part of the teachings of that Mohammed
fellow who they like to call The Prophet.
I don’t do religion, as regular readers will
know, but neither do I have any time for the
preferred faith of the Middle East’s majority
of residents; that aside, the essence of this
issue is culture, and more to the point New
Zealand’s culture.

I’m tired of being told that we have to put up with being denigrated in our own country, that our unique set of values and
perceptions is somehow of lesser worth or value than anyone
else’s, or even, as it is suggested from time to time, that middle
New Zealand doesn’t actually have a culture. Absolute rubbish.
That’s like saying vanilla isn’t a flavour. A people don’t have to
be “exotic” in order to possess customs and traditions which
identify and distinguish them. Meat and two veg with salt and
pepper are every bit as deserving of the title “ethnic food” as
are popadoms, or chilli con goat, or deep-fried camel’s eyeballs.
People coming to New Zealand from the far-flung reaches of the
earth need to understand that, and to appreciate and respect the
things which matter to the prevailing majority culture here.
And they need to understand that as part of that, we don’t
accept the covering of a person’s face in public. Do whatever
you like in the privacy of your own home, by all means; if an
immigrant wants to parade about their lounge dressed in a tent,
I say more power to them. But when you come out in the street,
take off your mask, because that is the way we do things here.
This isn’t about your rights, it’s about our rights; our right to see
the other person’s face as we look them in the eye, our right to
not have our sensibilities offended.
We welcome migrants to this fair land from all over our
diverse and multi-hued world, and we celebrate the differences
they bring with them, the colours and flavours they add to our
melting pot, and the experiences they open us to – up to a point.
We draw the line at certain things. There are some customs
which are contrary to our way of life, some accepted norms
of other societies which we reject here, some preferences and
behaviours which cause offence and which we deem as unacceptable. Freedom and choice are only paramount up to the
point where they begin to impinge on the rights of others.
We embrace new New Zealanders from South and East Asia,
but we do not permit them to include dog on their restaurant
menus. Likewise we don’t allow the smoking of hashish, the
stoning of adulterers, or the genital mutilation of young girls,
regardless of how integral a part such practices may be of the
culture of other peoples and other places. Women are equal
here, not chattels or second-class citizens. Rape is illegal. So is
wife-beating, and on that subject, you’re only allowed one of
them. We don’t sell our daughters, or choose wives for our sons,
or cut the hands off thieves (however much the latter may seem
like a tempting response at times); and neither do we accept
wearing masks in public. I don’t care how sacred it is to any
foreign person from a foreign culture in a foreign country; it
isn’t acceptable to me, and this is my culture and my country,
not yours. Get some respect, and conform. I don’t care that
some women, from nations which I would regard as having a
culture from the Stone Age, claim to enjoy being subjugated.
I do care that such women and their husbands show enough
respect for my nation’s social mores, to not flaunt their subjugation in public. I’m not about to cruise down the main street
of Riyadh drinking whiskey from the bottle while my missus
drives, because I know those things are disallowed by Saudi
law and custom. I may think it strange, inexplicable, or pointless, but I respect it nonetheless; and I expect the same degree
of respect in return. It is simple politeness at the very least for a

n Pelaez Julio/NEWSCOM

People coming to New Zealand
from the far-flung reaches of the
earth need to understand that, and
to appreciate and respect the things
which matter to the prevailing
majority culture here
guest to offer deference and regard to the wishes and sensitivities of their host.
At the end of the day it is about freedom and choice. You do
have a choice, and you do have the freedom to make it, and your
options are pretty straightforward and clear cut. You choose to
come here from somewhere else for the better life which this
country and this culture offers, and you know what is expected
and acceptable here before you make that choice. When in
Rome, do as the Romans do. And when in New Zealand, do
as the New Zealanders do – or go back to wherever you came
from, and stay there.
Richard Prosser © 2011
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Mark Steyn

steynpost

All the charade does is confirm to
prudent analysts around the world that
our depraved ruling class cannot
self-correct, and, indeed, has no desire to
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The clock’s ticking

T

here is something surreal and
unnerving about the “debt ceiling”
negotiations staggering on in Washington. In the real world, negotiations on an
increase in one’s debt limit are conducted
between borrower and lender. Only in Washington is a debt increase negotiated between
two groups of borrowers.
Actually, it’s more accurate to call them
two groups of spenders. On the one side
are Obama and the Democrats, who in a
negotiation supposedly intended to reduce
American indebtedness are (surprise!) proposing massive increases in spending.
The Democrat position is: You guys always
complain that we spend spend spend like
there’s no tomorrow, so be grateful that we’re
now proposing to spend spend spend spend
like there’s no this evening.
On the other side are the Republicans, who
are the closest anybody gets to representing,
albeit somewhat tentatively and less than fullthroatedly, the actual borrowers – that’s to say,
you and your children and grandchildren. But
in essence the spenders are negotiating among
themselves how much debt they’re going to
burden you with. It’s like you announcing
you’ve set your new credit limit at $1.3 million,
and then telling the bank to send demands for
repayment to the kindergartner next door.
Nothing good is going to come from these
ludicrously protracted negotiations over
laughably meaningless accounting sleightsof-hand scheduled to kick in circa 2020.
All the charade does is confirm to prudent
analysts around the world that our depraved
ruling class cannot self-correct, and, indeed,
has no desire to.

When the 44th president took office, he
made a decision that it was time for the
already unsustainable levels of government
spending finally to break the bounds of
reality and frolic and gambol in the fairy
kingdom of Spendaholica:
This year, the federal government borrows
43 cents of every dollar it spends, a ratio that
is unprecedented. Barack Obama would like
this to be, as they say, “the new normal” – at
least until that 43 cents creeps up a nickel
or so, and the U.S. government is spending
twice as much it takes in, year in, year out,
now and forever.
If the Republicans refuse to go along with
that, well, then the negotiations will collapse
and, as he told Scott Pelley on CBS the other
night, gran’ma gets it. That monthly Social
Security check? Fuhgeddabouddit. “I cannot
guarantee that those checks go out on Aug. 3
if we haven’t resolved this issue,” declared the
president. “Because there may simply not be
the money in the coffers to do it.”
But hang on. I thought the Social Security checks came out of the “Social Security
trust fund,” whose “trustees” assure us
there’s currently $2.6 trillion in there. Which
should be enough for the Aug. 3 check run,
shouldn’t it? Golly, to listen to the president,
you’d almost get the impression that, by the
time you saw the padlock off the old Social
Security lockbox, there’s nothing in there but
a yellowing IOUs.
Indeed, to listen to Obama, one might easily conclude that the whole rotten stinking
edifice of federal government is an accounting
trick. And that can’t possibly be so, can it?
For the most gifted orator in human his-

tory, the president these days speaks
largely in cliches, most of which he
doesn’t seem to be quite on top of.
“Eric, don’t call my bluff,” he sternly
reprimanded the GOP’s Eric Cantor. Usually, if you’re bluffing, the
trick is not to announce it upfront.
But, in fact, in his threat to have
granny eating dog food by Labor
Day, Obama was calling his own
bluff. The giant bluff against the
future that is government spending.
How many of “the wealthy” do
you require to cover a one-and-ahalf trillion-dollar shortfall every
single year? When you need this
big a fix, there aren’t enough people
to stick it to. “We are not broke,”
insists Van Jones, Obama’s former
“green jobs” czar and bespoke Communist. “We were robbed, we were
robbed. And somebody has our
money!”
The somebody who has our
money is the government. They
waste it on self-aggrandizing
ideologue nitwits like Jones and
his “green jobs” racket. How’s the
“green jobs” scene in your town?
Going gangbusters, is it? Every day
these guys burn through so much
that they can never bridge the gap.
By that, I don’t mean that an
American government that raises
two trillion but spends four trillion
has outspent America, but that it’s
outspent the planet. In my forthcoming book, I discuss a study
titled “Financing U.S. Debt: Is There Enough Money in the
World – And at What Cost?”
The authors’ answer is yes, technically, there is enough money
in the world – in the sense that, on current projections, by 2020
all it will take to finance the U.S. government is for the rest of
the planet to be willing to sink 19% of its GDP into U.S. Treasury debt. Which the study’s Kitchen and Chinn say is technically do-able. Yeah. In the same sense that me dating Scarlett
Johannson is technically do-able.
Unfortunately, neither Scarlett nor the rest of the planet is
willing to do it. It’s not 2020, and we’re not yet asking the rest of
the planet for a fifth of its GDP. But already the world is imposing its own debt ceiling. Most of the debt issued by the Treasury
this year has been borrowed from the Federal Reserve. That
adds another absurd wrinkle: Washington is negotiating with
itself over how much money to lend itself.
Meanwhile, the world’s greatest orator bemoans the “intransigence” of Republicans. OK, what’s your plan? Give us one actual
program you’re willing to cut, right now. Oh, don’t worry, says
Barack Obluffer. To demonstrate how serious he is, he’s offered

n Roger L. Wollenberg/UPI/NEWSCOM

It can’t be done. Look around you. The new
normal’s already here: flatline jobs market,
negative equity, the dead parrot economy
to put on the table for fiscal year 2012 spending cuts of (stand
well back now) $2 billion.
That would be a lot in, say, Iceland or even Australia. Once
upon a time it would have been a lot even in Washington. But
today $2 billion is what the brokest nation in history borrows
every 10 hours. In less time than he spends sitting across the
table negotiating his $2 billion cut, he’s already borrowed it all
back. A negotiation with Obama is literally not worth the time.
To fund ObamaCare and the other opiates of big government
dependency, the feds need to take 25% of GDP, now and forever:
The “new normal.” It can’t be done. Look around you. The new
normal’s already here: flatline jobs market, negative equity, the
dead parrot economy.
What comes next will be profoundly abnormal. His name was
Obamandias, king of kings. Look upon his works, ye mighty,
and despair. Round the decay of that colossal wreck, boundless
and bare, the lone and level sands stretch far away.
Do they still teach Shelley in high school? Or just the “diversity manual” about “social justice” the Omaha Public Schools
paid for with $130,000 of “stimulus” funding?
Mark Steyn © 2011
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The Kahui Case
The explosive new book
on the Kahui case that
provoked a national
controversy this month
is about to be released,
despite an attempted
“bancott”. Drawn from
court transcripts,
independent research
and extensive interviews
with Macsyna King,
Breaking Silence offers
a new perspective on
intergenerational
child abuse, and new
information on the
Kahui case
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W

hat you are about to read has
been described as the most
controversial book ever published in New Zealand.
It wasn’t supposed to be. But news sent
to the book trade of the future release of
Breaking Silence was leaked to the news
media by an over-eager bookshop in late
June. Within 48 hours, a Facebook community page had been ‘liked’ by nearly
50,000 people, demanding that bookshops ban this book from their shelves or
face a consumer boycott of their entire
stores, not just the book.
No one had seen it. No one knew for
sure, or even had a good guess, precisely
what was in it. It was the biggest, swiftest
overreaction to a book that had not even
been printed yet, in the history of New
Zealand. Opposition leader Phil Goff
and Police Minister Judith Collins both
waded in on boycotting the book, even
though neither of them had read it.
Across New Zealand, and then via
social networks into Australia, the US
and Europe, people were talking, arguing
even, about the merits of banning a book

mon to so many child abuse cases. Everyone thinks they know why child abuse
happens, and everyone thinks it happens
in someone else’s family situation.
And if you think this book has nothing
to offer, consider the argument that went
down at the Coronial investigation into
the deaths of Chris and Cru Kahui.
Chris Kahui’s lawyer Chris WilkinsonSmith tried to argue strongly at the recent
inquest that Macsyna King’s childhood,
upbringing and background is fundamental to deciding whether she is, or is
not, someone likely to have harmed the
twins. He wanted the right to ask her
questions about her past.
Coroner Garry Evans said those issues
might well be relevant and important to
the bigger picture, but the narrow rules of
the Coroner’s Act prevent him from taking the investigation in that direction.
“It may have some relevance...but I am
not empowered to have regard to what
has gone on in the past with Ms King.
This is not a criminal prosecution, it is an
inquiry which is required to be carried
out in accordance with the strict legisla-

There are two strands to Breaking
Silence. One is Macsyna’s narrative that
begins the story. It is autobiographical in nature, and reflects her life seen
through her eyes. As the story moves into
the Kahui phase a different perspective
emerges – mine as investigative journalist. Macsyna’s becomes one voice among
many as evidential lines are tested,
and the threads of a depositions hearing, a double murder trial and latterly
an inquest are compared then woven
together.
Coroner Evans had one final piece of
advice for Chris Kahui’s lawyer after ruling that Macsyna King’s past was out of
bounds:
“Now, you may cross-examine, of
course, Mr Wilkinson-Smith, as you may
but if I find that any of the questions fall
outside my purview then, of course, I will
have to tell you so. Now, carry on, if you
would...”
And so, this story dedicated to the
memory of two boys who became symbols of the child abuse debate, begins.

Walk in Macsyna King’s shoes for a while, live her life
as it unfolds in these pages, and ponder the choices
she made that could have gone either way
none of them had read. Ironically, the
answers many of the boycotters professed
to want are in these pages.
It must be a world first in literature, the
ultimate example of judging a book by its
cover, because there was nothing else to
judge it by. Now, that’s changed. As you
turn the pages a story will unfold. Some
of you will be wondering “who” murdered the Kahui twins, and that is indeed
a question we attempt to address by the
end of the book. But the “who” is specific
to this case only. If we are to learn anything about child abuse, the real question
is “why?”
And the next question after that is,
how do we recognise and intervene more
successfully and sensitively before things
have gone too far?
That’s the journey I want this book to
take you on, because the “why” is com-
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tive parameters that I am enjoined to
have regard to.”
Readers of Breaking Silence are in the
box seat to discover what lawyers, investigators, judicial officials and social workers have been desperate to do but can’t:
Macsyna King’s story in her own words.
Walk in Macsyna King’s shoes for a
while, live her life as it unfolds in these
pages, and ponder the choices she made
that could have gone either way. King lays
bare the darkest depths of her life, and in
doing so shows the chilling reality of existence in many New Zealand homes. She
tells a story that is personal, yet generic.
There are thousands of houses around this
country where similar stories exist right
now. You may be living in one yourself,
you may recognise your life in these pages.
You might seek help from one of the agencies listed at the back of this book.

Wairoa. Say the name and it conjures
up different emotions for different people.
For some, it’s the small East Coast township with the lazy blue river winding
through it to the sea, where the sunrise
hits the beach before practically anywhere
else on earth. For others, Wairoa is the
place where the Black Power holds one
riverbank, and the Mongrel Mob rules the
other, a place where people have been shot
in driveby’s whilst filling their car with
petrol at a service station.
In recent times there’s been a big drop in
crime as the town licks its gang problem,
but for 19 year old Faith Tahuri in 1976, it
was the town where a pretty girl looking
helpless on the roadside with car trouble
could get the attention of a passer-by like
Mac Mehaka King. Whether you’d want
King’s attention is a different matter. A
gang associate with a long criminal his-

tory, Mac was twice the girl’s age – old
enough to be her father. Throw in his
glass eye – a replacement for one lost to
a softball-bat beating – and he wasn’t
exactly Brad Pitt. Nonetheless, Mac held
some basic charms that a small-town girl
might find appealing – a stranger, hailing
from the big smoke – Auckland far to the
north – and quite obviously a bad boy.
Mac eyed the damsel up and down,
taking in her own charms in one sweeping instant. Something of a backyard
mechanic, as most kiwi males were in
the seventies, he quickly had her motor
running.
“I’m going to a 21st. Wanna come?”
Somewhere in a darkened bedroom
in a Wairoa gang house, with the disco
beats blaring from the record player in the
lounge, Mac found Faith that night. Hope,
on the other hand, was about to abandon
Faith…
•
My story begins in the small East Coast
settlement of Wairoa. The story, as my
Mum told it, is that she met my father
in Wairoa. Faith Tahuri was her name,

although everyone called her ‘Missy’. Part
Ngati Kahungunu and part Tuhoe – a
daughter of the Mist. Dad was Ngapuhi.
Pig headed, would cut off his nose to spite
his face. They went to a party, where Mum
and Dad got together and conceived me.
Mac returned to Auckland after the
party, and Faith continued living in
Wairoa with my great-grandmother. She
rings him around about six months later
and says, “ah, look, I’m pregnant.” And
he does turn up eventually, but, I’m told,
when he did I was almost ready to come
into the world.
He turned up on the doorstep where
Mum was living. “Righty-o, I’ll do the
right thing by you”. He had driven all the
way down from Auckland, and decided
to take her back there to have the baby
even though she’d begun having labour
pains. So he picked my mum up and
together they began the long roadtrip
back to Auckland. Towards the end of the
journey she yelled out, “I’m going to have
the baby! I can feel the baby coming!”, so
instead of going to his home first, Mac
drove her straight to Middlemore Hospi-

tal. It was the funniest thing.
So I was born on 22nd of February 1977
at Middlemore Hospital. They named me
Macsyna Pono King. Macsyna after my
dad Mac, Pono as the Maori word for my
mother’s name, Faith, and King. They got
married just a short time after the birth,
to make it all legitimate.
Mum and Dad took me home, and it
was the first time Mum had actually seen
his house. He lived in Mangere, had his
own home at 19 Harania Avenue. He’d
been previously married and separated
at the time of meeting my mum. They celebrated the birth and the marriage with a
huge party – it was the first time his family had ever met Mum. And he had a big
family. My father was the youngest in his
family, and there’s something like 15 years
between him and his next oldest brother,
and there’s 12 of them in total.
n Macsyna King breaks down giving
evidence at the Coroner's Inquiry into the
deaths of Chris and Cru Kahui, District
Court, Auckland, New Zealand, Wednesday, October 06, 2010. Credit: NZPA /
Wayne Drought
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Dad never knew his own dad, though.
Apparently after he was conceived, his
own father died three months or so
before he was born.
•
Early in their marriage, it was clear
Mac’s basic instincts weren’t changing. He
continued to get into trouble with the law,
often for violent crime flowing from his
drinking. Twenty-year-old Faith often took
to the bottle too, leaving baby Macsyna in
the hands of nine-year-old sister Fiona –
the oldest girl of Mac’s three children from
his first marriage. Macsyna has only fleeting memories of her earliest years…
•
One of my earliest memories was being
three or four years old, and Uncle Joe
died. He was child number seven in the
line of the King children, so he was an
older brother to my father. Uncle Joe was
deeply religious, a really big-as guy but
he was known for having a big heart. I
remember his tangi at Taheke, which is a
tiny settlement in Northland, on the road
between Opononi and Kaikohe. My father
had a red XY Falcon station wagon and
we actually carried my uncle’s body up to
Taheke, and the only reason I remember
it is because my father drove, my oldest
half-brother was in front, my second oldest half-sister Denise was in between, and
I was sitting on her lap and behind me was
my Uncle Joe’s coffin. It was as wide as the
station wagon and really deep because he
was a big man, and I remember the road
just winding away in front of us and the
car just eating it up on that trip as we took
Joe to his resting place.
After my birth in 1977, my sister Emily
came along in 1979, Stuart was born in 1981
and my baby sister Ellen arrived in 1983, so
there was two years between each of us.
Dad was in and out of work during
this time. He seemed to have a job and
hold it down for a couple of months or
so and then drop out of it. He worked at
Hellaby’s meat processing – I think they
still make corned beef – it was one of
the main works before AFFCO freezing
works came along. So he worked at Hellaby’s and he also worked at Pacific Steel
which is about ten minutes down the
road from Harania Ave where he lived
and where I grew up.
Dad also did curb laying and excavation
work because his oldest brother was in
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that business, he had excavating machinery and started out learning with one of
the big contractors. They bulldozed and
laid roads and bricks and my father had
those many skills that I know of. And he
just seemed to go in and out of jobs. But
for the most part he was – that I learnt
later – on a sickness benefit and collecting
any family benefit dollars that he earned
from myself and my three siblings.
Although he’d been in and out of
prison, around the home Dad did not tolerate drugs. Cannabis was never allowed
in the house, even at parties. The only
thing he’d light is a hangi, or a cigarette,
and he was really violent and staunch
about that. Drinking, yes, plenty of
drinking. Tuesday or Wednesday nights
and Fridays and Saturdays.
When people get drunk, they go two
ways. You can get the happy drunk, or
the violent drunk. Dad was both. When
he was drunk, he was kinder to me. However, when he was drunk he was more
violent towards my mum and my older
half-brothers and sisters. But to me and
my youngers, when he was drunk, he was
kinder. I still don’t figure that out, don’t
want to even bother trying but that’s just
how he was.
•
If you believe the stories told by Mac
King’s side of the family, Faith was a
terrible mother “who once left all of [her
children] in an Onehunga bus-stop, telling them to wait, but never came back.”1
That’s the version that the news media
carried, but that’s not the last time a
young Macsyna saw her mother – the
truth is far more gruesome…
•
One night, after Dad had got drunk, I
remember waking up in the darkness
to sounds from my mum. I could hear
a kind of gurgling coming from their
room, which was right next to mine and I
slept up against their bedroom wall.
I woke up in a bit of a panic, like when
you’re in a deep sleep and get shocked out
of it, and all I could hear was this gurgling and spittling sound coming from
my mother. She’s asking for help, crying
out help in a really strange voice. I get up,
get out of my bunk bed and walk out of
the bedroom, walk just around the corner
to my mum’s bedroom and find my mum
pinned underneath my dad. He was

lying on top of her naked, he’s obviously
had – now that I’m an adult I understand
that he must have had his way sexually.
I don’t know to what extent but in any
case they’re naked and my mum’s pinned
under my dad and her eye, cause she was
quite young and beautiful compared to
my dad, she was twenty years younger
than him. But she looked horrible.
She’s bruised, she’s got blood coming
out of the corner of her mouth and her
nose is just swollen and like a chopped off
golf ball. She’d been badly beaten before
my father passed out having sex with
her. She’s naked, and only her head and
her left arm and shoulder are sticking
out from under my father, because he
was three times her size and they’re on
their bed. So I go to my mum and help
her wriggle herself out from my dad, and
then she asks me to get her the phone on
the side table.
Dad was just snoring his ass off, he was
totally out to it and he reeked of alcohol.
Mum rings a taxi and grabs a nightgown to cover her nakedness, then she
finds another blanket and puts me in it
and waits out the front of the house for
the taxi to get there.
I don’t know why – but Mum didn’t wake
up the other children and bring them with
us. Ellen would have been only a baby, but
she left her behind along with Ems and
Stuart. There were just the two of us – Faith
and me – standing out in the cold darkness
on the roadside, waiting silently.
The taxi driver turns up. He’s an
Islander, and he takes one look at my
mum and just opens the back door of the
car, picks her up and lifts her in there.
Then he just lifts me up, closes my mum’s
door, walks around the back, puts me
right beside my mum in the back seat and
he just takes us straight to the hospital.
My mum hasn’t even spoken to him. All
she did was pick up the phone and ask
for a taxi to 19 Harania Ave in Mangere.
The driver figured out just by looking at
Mum that she needed medical attention.
When we got to hospital the nurses were
already there to meet us. They still wore
those funny hat things and the matron
still wore that star thingy and watch on
the other pinny. White shoes and white
uniform, hat and white cardigan over her
shoulders, that’s what I remember of her.
Anyway they take mum into the hospital

Order now from your nearest bookstore
or online at www.howlingatthemoon.com
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When people get
drunk, they go
two ways. You
can get the happy
drunk, or the
violent drunk.
Dad was both

and I can’t really recall how long we were
there.
After a while a nurse comes out. “You
know your mum’s really, really hurt,
really badly, but we’re going to take care
of her, and we’re really lucky that we got
her here when we did.”
The nurse just comforts me, and I
remember she gave me a drink – Just
Juice – and read me a story. I think I fell
asleep in her arms or whatever cause I was
asleep on her lap with a pillow under my
head, just outside my mum’s room and I
wake up to all this noise. My old man’s in
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the ward and he’s going at the matron and
she’s going “no I’m not letting you through
the doors.” He’s pushing her around, he’s
just swearing his head off at her, “Get the
eff out of my way, that’s my f**king wife,”
and “that’s my daughter, I don’t care what
you do to my wife but that’s my daughter
and she’s coming with me.” And all that
sort of stuff.
It’s all going down, and I’m standing
up on the seat and I’m freaking out like
crazy. I just ran into my mum’s room and
grabbed her hand and just screamed at
Mum, “Please don’t let me go, don’t let me

go with him, I don’t want to go, I want
to stay with you.” But it wasn’t to be, it
wasn’t to be.
My father came storming in behind me
and made so much of a deal. He had two
male orderlies on his arms, along with
matron and three nurses, and the police
were on their way. We could hear the
sirens but my dad was in a rage and just
not stopping, and all these people were
just getting smashed about in the ward
like rag-dolls. Some nurses were trying to
protect me as my father tried to grab me,
but I just flew out of their arms and ran
back out of my mum’s room and screamed
to them, “Nah, just please, just stop – I’ll
just go with my dad and it’ll stop.”
He just picked me up, walked out and
I just cried my eyes out, and the matron
just stood in horror, watching as my
dad’s storming out like a giant wreaking
havoc. Because back in the day they had
big double doors something like every
five metres, and he just swung through
them like they were matchwood, with
me under his arm. I remember they were
green. Green with speckles of white up
the wall halfway and a little beading
halfway up the wall and then one painted
colour, that’s what I remember the ward
looking like.
Breaking Silence: The Kahui Case by Ian
Wishart, $39.99, Howling At The Moon.
Book can be ordered online,
www.howlingatthemoon.com or ask
your nearest bookstore to reserve a copy.
Coming soon.
References:
1. “Macsyna’s World”, NZ Herald, May 24
2008

WHAT THE CRITICS SAY...
“I am curious to read Macsyna’s story. In my work I have read the stories
of men and women who have killed children, although admittedly not in a
book published by a seasoned journalist.” – Merepeka Raukawa-Tait

ttttt
“At the risk of becoming the second most hated woman in the country, I
will say that when Breaking Silence: The Kahui Case is published, I intend
to buy it and read it. I, for one, want to hear what the Kahui twins’ mother
Macsyna King has to say. Why would I not?
To suggest, as some in the media have, that Wishart should have turned
his back on the chance to gain some insight into a case that, five years
down the track, continues to generate such strong public interest and
emotion, is frankly hypocritical. Telling stories in the hope of illuminating
an issue is what we do. I would have done the same thing in his place.
“I’m inclined to the old-fashioned view that you need to read a book
before you can decide if it’s rubbish. There’s a chance we might actually
learn something, which I would have thought would be a good thing given
our horrifying child abuse statistics” – Tapu Misa, NZ Herald

ttttt
“Boycotting the Macsyna King book sets a dangerous precedent...
Information, written and spoken, is vital for us to understand our society.
We learn nothing about how to stop or reduce child abuse by not listening
to what Macsyna King has to say. We can make our own decision as to
whether we agree with her or not… We should read the book before we
judge it – and then voice our own criticism.” – James Murray, TV3

ttttt
“I think he’s got an ulterior motive in writing this book and I do believe it’s
to tell New Zealanders to get them to understand what actually happens in
these families. I need to read it just as other New Zealanders need to read it
because this is a major problem in our country.” – Christine Rankin

Buy it before they ban it

Breaking Silence – coming soon
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SEEING
THE
LIGHT

ANOTHER
GOOD REASON
TO DITCH CFLS

W

ith the United States on
the verge of reversing its
compulsory switch to
energy-saving CFL lightbulbs, debate is again raging over just how safe the mercury-filled
lights are as a new scientific study warns
broken CFLs can pollute your house with
unsafe levels of mercury for weeks.
You’ve probably heard some of this
before – Investigate magazine published
the world’s most comprehensive media
analysis of CFL safety issues in mid 20071,
revealing that mercury vapour from one
broken bulb could spike mercury levels
in a child’s bedroom as high as 100,000
nanograms per cubic metre of air – more
than 300 times the recommended safe
limit under US EPA guidelines.
That was four years ago, at the height
of plans by Helen Clark’s Labour government to force New Zealanders to
purchase energy saver light bulbs by

WORDS BY IAN WISHART
phasing out standard incandescent lights.
Investigate’s story of significant mercury
risks, and also fire hazards from faulty
CFLs, won support from the National
Party which promised it would never
dictate what kind of light bulbs or shower
heads New Zealanders were allowed to
use in their homes.
The Ministry of Health, running
interference on behalf of the Labour
government, tried to reassure people by
reminding them that the mercury in one
old-style thermometer was equivalent to
100 CFL light bulbs. Other comparisons
were made to dietary mercury in some
kinds of canned fish or dental amalgam –
the implication being that the mercury in
a broken CFL was not likely to harm you.
What was not widely publicised was
the warning buried in the fine print of
the Ministry of Health’s own study on
broken CFLs:
“People may not be aware that they are

being exposed to mercury vapour as it is
colourless and odourless. Inhalation of
mercury vapour is the key exposure pathway [our emphasis] as 80-97% of inhaled
elemental mercury is absorbed into the
body through the lungs. In comparison
only 0.01% of ingested elemental mercury
is absorbed and 2.6% absorbed by dermal
exposure to elemental mercury vapour
(WHO, 2003).”
In plain English? Inhaling the vapours
from a broken lightbulb is the mercury
equivalent of smoking ‘P’ – a direct hit
that is nearly 100 times more powerful
than eating mercury directly. Inhalation is the single most dangerous form of
exposure to mercury known to science.
Sniffing a broken lightbulb is effectively
equivalent to eating a big thermometer.
“The rate of release of mercury from
the broken CFLs was greater than from a
drop of liquid mercury equivalent to the
amount of mercury present in the CFLs,”
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reported the Ministry of Health study.
A house might be lucky to have one
mercury thermometer, if any, today, but
with modern downlighting a home could
end up with 20 or more CFL lightbulbs.
The 2007 Investigate report was based
on scientific testing carried out by the
Maine Department of Environmental
Protection in the United States. Back in
the day, average mercury levels in a CFL
bulb were 5mg, but New Zealanders were
assured new generation CFLs would have
considerably lower mercury levels. And
they do.
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So what are we to make of the latest
scientific study?
Researchers at Jackson State University
in the US tested a range of popular new
generation CFL bulbs, with mercury
levels ranging from 0.1mg to 3.6mg per
bulb. Firstly, they found that even within
the same brand and bulb models there
were wide variations of mercury content,
so householders can’t assume that a supposedly low mercury bulb is always low
mercury.
“Even for the same CFLs, the variations in the results among the triplicate

samples were big in many cases,” they
report in a just-published study.2
More significantly, the test found that
mercury vapours continue to leach from
broken CFL bulbs for weeks, “Hg [mercury] vapour was continuously released
over the 43 days test period...[and] could
have continued for much longer time
if the test did not have to be stopped
because of time constraint.”
In two of three CFL bulbs in one test,
more than 1.3mg of mercury was released
during the 43 day test, and the study
notes that “the release of 1mg of Hg

vapour into a 500m3 room can yield an
Hg level 10 times the children’s exposure
limit recommended by the Agency for
Toxic Substances and Disease Registry.
“Thus, in most cases, one broken CFL
could cause the [mercury] vapour concentration in such a room to exceed the
safe level for children if the room is not
vented.”

T

he study also reports that supermarket workers and other retail
staff working with CFL stock on
the shelves, as well as transporters and
warehouse staff, are more at risk from
inhaling dangerous doses of the “odourless” gas:
“The emissions of [mercury] vapour
from CFLs are often in direct contact
with people when the CFLs are broken
during shipping, handling, retailing and
using. The Hg leaching out from CFLs
in dissolved forms in the environment
can be transformed into methylmercury,
which biomagnifies up the food chain
and is highly toxic.
“The breakage of unused CFLs during transportation, handling, sales,
and installation causes more release of
[mercury] into the air than that of the
used ones.”
In other words, the newer a CFL is
when it breaks, the more dangerous it is.
The study also looked at whether
modern CFLs were likely to leach much
mercury into landfills or water supplies.
The results on that score were much better...most of the mercury escaped into the
air as toxic fumes, leaving very little left
in a broken bulb that could pollute the
soil. Only one of the lamps tested came
close to the threshold of being declared
“toxic waste”.
However, the study was at pains to
remind people that those landfill “results
do not fully reflect the potential hazards
of CFLs because the CFLs continuously
release Hg vapour once broken. The
emission can last weeks, even months,
and the total amount of Hg that can be
released in vapour from new CFLs can
often exceed 1 mg.
“Since [mercury] vapour can be readily inhaled by people, rapid removal of
broken CFLs and sufficient ventilation of
rooms by fresh air are critical to prevent
people from potential harms.”

In two of three CFL bulbs in one test,
more than 1.3mg of mercury was
released during the 43 day test
Don’t forget, 1 mg of mercury vapour
inhaled is like swallowing 100 mg of
the stuff. “Once in the body, because
elemental mercury is lipid soluble, it can
cross biological membranes including
the blood-brain barrier and the placenta
(HPA, 2006). Mercury is circulated
throughout the body and can accumulate in the brain and the kidneys causing
changes to neurological and renal function,” reported the study compiled for
New Zealand’s Ministry of Health.
What the new Jackson University study
did not address is how to clean-up a CFL
breakage effectively. That’s what the Investigate articles back in 2007 looked at. The
Maine DEP study on broken CFLs found
that if the bulb breaks in a carpeted room,
it may be impossible to get the mercury
out of the carpet fibres – they tried and
couldn’t do it. For complete safety of
children or pregnant women, the Maine
scientists said homeowners may want to
consider ripping out the carpet in affected
rooms and replacing it every time a bulb

got accidentally broken.
The problem is that you can’t vacuum
the mercury out of the carpet – the
Maine scientists tried. All they got for
their troubles was a vacuum cleaner so
contaminated by mercury they had to
throw it away – as the exhaust fumes
from the vacuum cleaner were spreading the mercury through the rest of the
building.
The New Zealand Government’s EECA
agency continues to push CFL bulbs as
safe and efficient lighting options in current advertising campaigns, because it
has a financial interest in achieving
power savings, and the safety of
CFLs continues to be endorsed by Consumer magazine despite the international
studies on health dangers.
References
1. http://www.thebriefingroom.com/
archives/2008/08/mercury_in_cfls.html
2. http://www.sciencedaily.com/
releases/2011/07/110706144459.htm

WHAT TO DO IF A CFL BREAKS IN YOUR HOUSE
00Immediately ventilate the room by opening windows (but closing door) and leave for 15
minutes to an hour so that airborne mercury is not inhaled.
00Do not use vacuum cleaners or brooms, which can stir mercury back up into the air and
contaminate the rest of the house.
00Using disposable gloves (and being extremely careful not to cut yourself with the mercury and phosphor-coated glass) carefully pick up broken lightbulb and all glass shards
and place in a glass jar with a screwtop lid. While NZ MoH advice says sealed bags can be
used, the Maine study found significant amounts of toxic gases leaked from all bags they
tested.
00After removing all obvious wreckage, use duct tape to dab on the surface of the carpet
for about a metre square to pick up residual mercury and phosphor powders that may be
sitting on the surface of the carpet or floor.
00Dispose of all rubbish in a sealed container.
00Remove all bedding or clothing that could have been exposed to toxic gas and wash.
00Leave room to air, and if breakage occurred in a child’s room consider removing and
replacing the carpet. (Maine study found ‘cleaned’ carpets still gave off significant mercury vapour spikes well above recommended safe thresholds, weeks after the cleanup,
particularly when carpet was agitated in the way that children might play
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Warning

IGNORED
Tip-off about killer spiked in AG’s office

Imagine you are the Attorney-General of New
Zealand, and you get an email suggesting a dangerous killer has been buying up property in
smalltown New Zealand. What would you do...
WORDS BY IAN WISHART
convicted Californian bank robber, would-be cop killer and prime suspect in the murder of a San Francisco actress was able to remain in New Zealand undetected for a year,
because officials in Attorney-General Chris Finlayson’s office misunderstood a tip off
they received about the man last year.
John Gordon Abbott featured as a front cover story in Investigate HIS/HERS in
April, after we revealed he’d been living as a millionaire property developer in
Taranaki and Wanganui, while questions swirl about his role in the cold case murder of American actress Valerie McDonald back in 1980.
Now, Investigate can reveal Attorney-General Chris Finlayson received a
tip off about the dangerous John Abbott, but failed to refer the information to
police.
The information came from Canadian investigative journalist and TV producer Gordon
Sivell, who’s writing a book on the case and has been tracking Abbott for years. Sivell knew
Abbott had been to New Zealand, but he didn’t know Abbott lived here until he read about it
in Investigate.
Under the Official Information Act, the Attorney-General’s office has now released two
emails it received from Gordon Sivell in May and June last year. Spokesman Ben Thomas
says the emails came to him in the first instance, and he misunderstood their significance.
In the first email, journalist Gordon Sivell writes:
“I am a Canadian investigative journalist. I am currently probing a case involving a ‘UK
citizen’ now living in Japan with an extensive criminal background. This individual is a suspect in a cold case murder in the United States of America. His partner in crime has recently
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in a lethal shootout with members of the
Royal Canadian Mounted Police in British Columbia, Canada.”
Gordon Sivell appears not to have
named Abbott at this point, which
would have made it difficult for the NZ
Attorney-General to launch any specific inquiry, but Sivell then adds, “This
information I am providing to you is
‘sensitive’, as I feel if not handled properly
this individual could flee his current local
in Japan.
“I strongly suspect your office is
unaware of his extensive criminal background. However, if NZ law enforcement
is aware then I would like to know why
he was permitted to enter your country
and purchase property. He is clearly not
the type of person I would want as a
neighbour...I believe this is a matter of
public interest and public safety for New
Zealand citizens and taxpayers.”

S

John Gordon Abbott featured as a front
cover story in Investigate HIS/HERS in
April, after we revealed he’d been living
as a millionaire property developer in
Taranaki and Wanganui, while questions
swirl about his role in the cold case
murder of American actress Valerie
McDonald back in 1980
been convicted in a cold case murder in
California. He shot a 22 year old woman
in the face three times and smashed her
face in with a rock.
“These people are very dangerous, it
put it in mild terms.
“Furthermore, this same individual is
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also a landowner in your country, as of
August 2002. He purchased substantive
holdings on the North Island and this
has been confirmed by NZ land officials
in an email communication to me. This
same individual served time in a Canadian federal prison, after he was involved

ivell got no response to that email,
so he sent a follow-up two weeks
later, on 10 June, 2010, and for the
first time appears to have named him,
referring to “John Gordon Abbott”.
“I would like to know if you have
launched an investigation into this
person yet? How was he able to ever gain
entry into New Zealand, as a serious convicted felon? Are the residents in the NZ
area where he purchased the land, aware
of this person’s background?”
This time around there was enough
information in the emails to identify
Abbott, and arguably New Zealand Police
should have been advised that a wouldbe cop-killer and suspected Californian
murderer was living in a quiet New
Zealand town. But that tip-off never got
to New Zealand Police. Why not?
“The email came to me,” says Ben
Thomas, a media official in the AttorneyGeneral’s office. “It talked about him living in Japan, and I didn’t really appreciate
what Mr Sivell was getting at, I didn’t
understand that Abbott was still in New
Zealand.”
In the end it was cock-up theory, rather
than conspiracy theory. Sivell asks the
fairly obvious question: “Why didn’t they
even bother to reply to my emails and ask
more questions?”
For the next 10 months John Gordon
Abbott was able to go about his usual

business in the Taranaki towns of Waverley and Patea, without any police surveillance, until Investigate magazine busted
his secret life in our April edition.
We revealed how Abbott was involved
in gun-running for the Nicaraguan
Contra rebels, and planning to exchange
weapons for drugs. The operation was
financed by a daring series of bank and
armoured car robberies across California, where somebody had provided
Abbott with the social security numbers
and family details of every single senior
bank executive in several of the major
California banks. The preparation was
so extensive that some investigators have
speculated the robberies were part of a
CIA black operation.

A

lthough Abbott and his partner in crime, Philip Arthur
Thompson, killed the actress and
another woman, they were never charged
with their murders. Abbott was caught
during a shootout with the Mounties
and jailed, then deported to the UK from
where he emigrated to New Zealand in
the early 1990s, before dividing his time
between NZ and Japan – where he gained
a job as a university professor.
Abbott had left New Zealand on a business trip to Australia at the time our story
broke, and now is prohibited from returning here. The fate of millions of dollars
worth of property in this country that he
purchased for cash remains in limbo.
Meanwhile, the Investigate story has
been making waves in the United States
and Canada, particularly in regard to
Abbott’s co-conspirator in the Valerie
McDonald murder.
“I am attaching a document that you
may find interesting. Philip Arthur
Thompson was released from prison
after the Valerie McDonald homicide so
that he could silence protest re: sensitive
homicides around top secret projects out
of California. The attached note referencing the murder of Paul Morasca is an
important smoking gun, we are hoping
to get the Morasca case reopened before
Thompson’s current sentence is finished,”
wrote one Canadian investigator to us.
“While Thompson was on the loose,
he broke into a top secret research facility and stole very sensitive documents.
This theft resulted in the shut down of

projects that would have put active armor
on military vehicles and saved countless
lives and prevented injuries from roadside bombs and missiles. Prior to this,
three people were executed at Cabazon
after four men overheard John P. Nichols
discussing efforts to frame Gerald Bull
and take over his munitions work at Valleyfield. The four men were Fred Alvarez,
Ralph Boger, Paul Morasca and Michael
Riconosciuto. Prior to his death, Fred
Alvarez got the word out and the Canadian government decided they didn’t
want killers in their midst.
“Thompson kidnapped Michael Riconosciuto and bragged about a number of

his homicides, including Valerie. Michael
has told me he knew Thompson would
not be bragging unless he intended to kill
him, he managed to escape the car due
to poorly tied restraints, his wrists had
been bound with a lamp cord. Valerie’s
body was relocated after this to a property near Michael’s research facilities for
platinum extraction processes. Michael
believes they could not relocate Valerie’s
feet because they were encased in cement
and under water, some sort of viaduct. He
would like an opportunity to tell authorities where the rest of her body is located.”
The strange story of John Gordon
Abbott is not over. We’ll keep you posted.
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CUT!
The Story of Wild

New Zealand
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WORDS BY AMANDA CROPP

V

iolence is in and sex is out.
When it comes to wildlife
documentaries, Natural History New Zealand programme
developer Craig Meade knows
what audiences want.
“Predators with big gnashy teeth that
commit large-scale violence on other
animals really pull the ratings.”
Meade is also up on international likes
and dislikes. German viewers hate snakes
and insects, Japanese are creeped out
by spiders, and Americans aren’t keen
on birds, fish or horses. “They don’t like
animals that have eyes on the sides of
their heads because on TV you can only
see one eye at a time.”
As for sex, when a US channel suggested a programme about animals
mating, Meade quietly ignored it. Having
grown up in the States he is keenly aware
of how extraordinarily prudish Americans can be. “This is a culture where you
can’t show pictures of a toilet or play the
sound of a toilet flushing, depending on
which executive producer you’re dealing
with.”
That finely tuned sense of what sells
and what doesn’t has helped turn NHNZ
into a world-leading documentary maker,
selling into 229 countries and territories
worldwide. Turnover is in the region of
$40 million, and the company’s 100 staff
make 60 hours of programmes, a tenfold
increase on the early days.
The New Zealand Broadcasting Corporation established the Natural History
Unit in Dunedin back in 1977 to make
documentaries like Wild South, but by
the time managing director Michael
Stedman took the helm a decade later the
unit’s future looked as shaky as that of
the endangered birds it was filming.
For Stedman it was a case of adapt or
die. He thought demand for wildlife programmes would eventually peak (which
it did in the late 1990s), so he branched
out into telling science, history and travel
stories. While other much bigger and
better-known wildlife documentary makers like Partridge Films in the UK went
belly-up, NHNZ endured, turning out
about 50 documentaries a year and winning more than 200 awards for its work.
“We’re now a factory that supplies
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documentaries and we have a reputation
internationally for being on time, on budget, and always better than expected.
“I remember a German saying to me
‘the only thing you have in New Zealand
is birds-and they’re all dying.’ So we had
to prove to the world that we could do
more than just birds.”
The move into new genres gained pace

after NHNZ was bought by Fox TV Studios in 1997, and although wildlife programmes still make up a third of output,
a company promotional DVD shows just
how much it has diversified.
Along with dramatic shots of a fivetonne charging elephant and an endearing clip of a tarantula skittering across
the tarmac on a desert road, there’s foot-

That finely tuned sense of what sells and what
doesn’t has helped turn NHNZ into a worldleading documentary maker, selling into 229
countries and territories worldwide
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age of a 2,000-year-old Chinese mummy,
human cannonballs who “eat fear for
breakfast and have lunch with danger”,
and a computer-generated tsunami slamming Honolulu.
NHNZ is working on the latest of
its I Survived series – a two hour tenth
anniversary special revisiting 9/11, to
screen next month in the US. Previous
stories have ranged from the man who
amputated his own leg when it got stuck
in a crank shaft to a woman jammed in
a snow-filled garbage can by her enraged
ex-husband. At the other end of the spectrum there’s Weird Edens, a six-part US$6
million-plus co-production with Japanese broadcaster NHK about the strange
plants and bizarre animals that evolve in
island communities.

T

hese days the focus is firmly offshore
with only ten percent of footage shot
in New Zealand, and this year film
crews will work in more than a dozen
countries including exotic locations
such as Iceland, Kenya, Madagascar and
Brazil.
NHNZ has long had offices in Washington, DC and Beijing, and in 2008
it acquired a majority shareholding in
Beach House Pictures in Singapore,
a strategic move Stedman says was
designed to assist NHNZ’s expansion into
the Asian market.
Considerable effort has gone into
forging strong relationships with the
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state-owned China Intercontinental
Communication Centre and China
Central Television, and Stedman reckons
NHNZ currently creates more programming in China than any other production
company.
Carefully cultivated relationships
undoubtedly helped facilitate the filming
of a one-hour special about the massive
earthquake that last year killed 70,000
people in Sichuan province, a huge coup
given the stringent restrictions on foreign
film crews.
The push into Asia has also seen
NHNZ team up with Korean broadcaster
MBC to produce a programme about the
wildlife in Korea’s demilitarised zone,
one of the last remnants of the Cold War
and one of the world’s most heavilyguarded borders.
Stedman is keen to further extend the
company’s global reach by investing in
Australian, South African and South
American production houses, so NHNZ
becomes a “one-stop shop” for international broadcasters. “Instead of supplying
three to five percent of channels’ [programming] needs, we’d like to supply 15
percent.”
In 2007, NHNZ shifted from Fox TV
Studios to come under the umbrella of
Fox International Channels, and Stedman says it’s a much better fit. “FTS
was a drama film-based studio, and
documentary was something they didn’t
fully understand. It was just an oddity,

whereas FIC are far more aligned to the
sort of stuff we do.”
He says Fox gives him “colossal”
autonomy and dismisses suggestions
that American ownership has led the
company to become Disneyfied and too
commercial. “We’re very much a New
Zealand company, we’re thought of as
a New Zealand company, and we trade
as a New Zealand company. We’re New
Zealand in everything we do internationally and we’re not just lost in some big
amorphous thing.”
As for the commercial emphasis,
Stedman sees nothing wrong with that.
“It simply means we’re making documentaries that appeal to the audiences
they’re intended for. There’s some stuff we
wouldn’t stray into-sensational documentaries about things like children with two
heads, that’s not our bag.”
That said, about 70 percent of NHNZ
income is generated by the US market,
and there’s no denying the American
influence, right down to the use of the
term ‘vice president’ in staff titles.
Peter Hayden, an old hand at NHNZ
who was series producer of Weird Edens,
accepts the need to provide what clients
want. “Otherwise you won’t get the next
gig. You might not end up telling the
story you wanted to tell in the first place,
but [whoever] is paying for it legitimately
has a say in how the story is told.
“As the cable universe gets more and
more fragmented and Discovery finds

more and more small channels nipping
at their heels, they’re having to be more
competitive and more prescribed about
what they want, so the executive producer’s role is to have a very strong opinion
about everything from editorial and the
look of the graphics to the sound and the
music. Style as well as substance.”
As an example, he describes how
former Shortland Street actor Craig
Parker received coaching to Americanise
his vowels for the voiceover on a Megastructures programme after the client
requested an ‘Asia/Pacific’ accent.
The recession too is influencing programme making. Because cable and satellite channels are less reliant on advertising they haven’t been as hard-hit by the
economic downturn as the big networks,
and viewer numbers in the US are growing as people hunker down in front of the
telly rather than pay for entertainment
outside the home.
Meade says channels want either lowbudget formats that can be churned out
for years, or expensive high-end blockbusters that will hook in viewers on a
Sunday evening and hopefully keep them
through the rest of the week.
“It’s the mid-level shows that are the
hardest things to sell right now because
they don’t have the promise of huge
success, nor are they cheap enough to
be relatively risk-free,” he says. Disaster
stories were really big, but now broadcasters want “up and positive shows,” and

science is hot too.
With channels ever on the lookout for
another Steve Irwin there’s big demand
for shows built around talented presenters, so Meade regularly trawls YouTube
for scientists and other experts with the
gift of the gab.
The History Channel has shown an
interest in his latest find, an American
entrepreneur who combs the Himalayas
for World War 2 aircraft downed during
supply runs to China. He gathers any
personal belongings in the wrecks and,
using the planes’ serial numbers, identifies the servicemen who were on board
and tracks down surviving relatives.
“When I pitched it to the History
Channel I got about one sentence in and
they said ‘Just answer one question, can
you make 70 hours? If you can’t, we don’t
want to hear any more.’ I said ‘Yeah, there
are 1,000 planes, we can do 70 hours.’”
There’s still demand for wildlife programmes, although it isn’t easy satisfying
the voracious appetite demand for predators with big teeth. “There is a rather
limited number of these animals, so
companies like us are caught in this tight
little circle running from tiger to lion
to bear to wolf to shark to tiger to lion
which turns into quite a farcical merry
go round. But if you can find something
amazing about an animal, something
new you can say about it, there’s room
for it.”
That search for a new approach
spawned NHNZ’s highly successful Most
Extreme series (about the animal kingdom’s highest jumpers, biggest diggers,
etcetera). Meade says channels also want
new wildlife series shot in high definition
because the 40 percent of the US television audience that now owns HD TVs
doesn’t want to watch programmes of
animals in fuzzy old standard definition.
And Meade is exploring the possibility of NHNZ using its CGI technology to
create computer games that complement
its TV shows. “The channels we work
with use a lot of games on their websites,
the idea being that between broadcasts
it’s a way of maintaining the relationship
with the audience.”
Broadcasters currently buy games
made in Eastern Europe, but Meade says
they often bear little relationship to the
TV shows they are purportedly about,

and NHNZ wants to create games that
better reflect programme content.
Typically for every 30 hours of footage
shot only one hour is actually screened.
NHNZ earns about $500,000 a year
by selling some of the 40,000 hours of
images amassed in its film library to
other documentary makers, cellphone
companies, tourism operators and educational institutions.
NHNZ programmes are licensed for
educational use in the USA, UK, parts of
Europe and Africa, Australia and New
Zealand, and the company is working
on further distribution deals via online
stories and server-based delivery direct to
schools.

S

tedman says those subsidiary income
streams all help the bottom line and
he is confident the company can ride
out the recession, having already been
“beaten up” badly when the US dollar hit
82 cents against the Kiwi. “A lot of New
Zealand companies went out the back
door and if you can survive that, you can
survive most anything.”
His survival plan involves futureproofing the company in terms of staff. It
jointly runs a post-graduate diploma in
science and wildlife filmmaking in conjunction with Otago University, so there’s
a new generation of filmmakers to take
over from the old guard, at least a dozen
of whom have been with NHNZ since it
was founded.
Stedman’s commitment to keep the
company at the top of its game has seen
it shift to the former Dunedin Convention Centre in Melville Street, after a $5
million makeover. The state-of-the-art
headquarters was funded in part by the
sale of NHNZ’s previous premises, the
historic Garrison Hall in Dowling Street,
an imposing stone edifice that has hosted
the likes of Mark Twain, Roald Amundsen and Dame Nelly Melba.
The old building has been the home of
television production in Dunedin since
1962 but Stedman is pragmatic about the
move. “We’ve learnt a lot from our own
endangered species that have their back
to the wall because they can’t adapt.
“Everybody that comes here talks about
the atmosphere of the place, but when
you analyse it through, it’s not about the
building. It’s about the people.”
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Audi A6

Business Class Just Got Classier
WORDS BY DAMIEN O’CARROLL

I

n recent times the A6 has become a
bit of a forgotten orphan in the Audi
range. Not because it wasn’t any good
that is, just because it was a bit long in the
tooth really.
Compared to the likes of the latest
versions of Mercedes Benz’s imperious
E-class and BMW’s utterly awesome 5
Series, the old A6 was just a bit underwhelming and, well, old.
But that hasn’t stopped Audi from
storming into the lead of the premium
segment in New Zealand and grimly
holding on to it for the last couple of
years. Not surprising really, especially
when you consider what has been appear-
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ing with four rings on the nose in the last
few years.
Either side of the elderly A6 in the
range a new A4 appeared a year or so
back and a new bristling-with-technology
A8 popped up recently.
The 2-door A5 and the segment-mangling A5 and A7 5-door coupe thingies
dropped in the mix, proving to be as
utterly compelling as they were confusing, while the mini A1 was also released,
bringing a touch of Teutonic prestige to
the supermini market.
Throw in a new TT, the Q5 and Q7
SUVs, the S and RS-badged variants of
the A4 and A5 and the mighty R8 super-

car and it is not at all hard to see why
Audi have been doing so well in the last 5
years or so.
However, that also left the poor old A3
and A6 looking a bit neglected. But then
even the A3 had a bit of a refresh in that
time and will have the mental RS3 added
in October to spice things up a bit.
But now Audi has completed its large
executive line up with the release of an
all-new A6. And what a mighty impressive car it is too…
Based on the MLB platform that, in its
various sizes, underpins the majority of
the Audi range (A4, A5, Q5, A7 and A8)
the A6 has gone from being one of the
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granddad’s of the range (only the A3 is
older) right up to the cutting edge, bristling with a lot of the same technology
that Audi has packed into the A7 and A8.
Jammed full of standard kit (along
with the expected vast list of options,
of course…) the A6 is initially available on New Zealand shores with a
choice of three engines – two 3.0-litre
TDI turbo-diesel V6s (in 150kW/450Nm
and 280kW/500Nm guises) and a
3.0-litre TFSI supercharged petrol V6
(220Nm/440Nm) – all with Audi’s quattro all-wheel drive system.
The lower-powered diesel version is
essentially a de-specced price-leader
to sneak the start of the range under
$130,000 – clocking in, as it does, at
$127,900 – while the higher-powered diesel and the petrol drop in at an identical
(and identically-specced) $143,900.

A serious chunk of change, to be sure.
But then the A6 is a serious chunk of
machinery.
Handsome in an understated, yet
vaguely aggressive way, the A6 always
traditionally took up position nicely
between the grand old-money prestige
of an E-class and the more overt sportiness of a 5 Series – and it still does to a
degree. The blurring of the lines that has
taken place by the Merc getting sharper
and the BMW getting plusher with their
latest respective incarnations has left less
room for the A6 to slot in. It still manages
to, but now comes across as being closer
to the E-class, lacking the mind-warping
power of the BMW engines that feature
in the same price range.
Inside the traditionally Audi uber-tech
feel has been softened somewhat, but still
shines through, even with the optional

(and spectacular) oak dash inlays. Classy
and understated – like the exterior – the
A6’s interior is populated by a range of
remarkably high-quality materials and
is bolted together extraordinarily well
indeed. As you would expect.
On the road the A6 is also everything
you would expect from a big Audi, feeling
remarkably (and understandably) similar
to the A7 hatch – supremely confident
in a sporty-yet-comfortable way, fast,
predictable, responsive and yet still oddly
detached.
The main culprit when it comes to
keeping you at arms length from the
action is the distant and remote steering, which, it has to be said, has become
something of an Audi trait.
However, as distant as the steering is, it
certainly isn’t a deal-breaker like it may
well be in something more hardcore like
an RS Audi, and even suits the big A6’s
relaxed, luxurious, yet still-somehowsporty demeanor.
Comfortable and effortlessly powerful,
the A6 simply destroys long distances
with a special kind of arrogant Teutonic
disdain. While the supercharged V6
petrol engine is undoubtedly a star, it is
the 180kW diesel six that is the real hero
here, largely thanks to its brawny 500Nm
chunk of torque.
The diesel even manages to sound
slightly angrier than the petrol under
acceleration as well, with a deep guttural
growl emanating from from the exhaust
when you drop the hammer and all that
torque kicks in. Mmmm… torque...

Inside the traditionally
Audi uber-tech feel
has been softened
somewhat, but still
shines through, even
with the optional (and
spectacular) oak dash
inlays
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chris forster

Jacko Gill is a rare prospect in the men’s
shot put. He’s your typical North Shore
teenager with a handy knack of being able to
hurl a spherical object huge distances
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Hurly burly
Jacko Gill is the bright young thing of New Zealand
athletics. At 16 years old he’s defying logic in the highly
technical sport of shot put, and is taking dead aim at the
London Olympics

W

e’re about to take the
plunge into Rugby World Cup
overload.
It’s only a few weeks away and the fear of
failure on home soil is tangible. Every move
of the All Blacks and their rivals is being
scrutinised and made into a story.
It’s nearly impossible to escape from,
although sometimes welcome like Manu
Samoa’s historic win over the Wallabies the
other week ahead of the tri-nations.
But there’s another countdown underway
– for a much grander event on a world scale.
It’s one year out from the Olympics in
London – the third time the Great Britain
capital has hosted the Games since their
inception in 1896. Elite athletes from all
corners of the globe are starting to ramp-up
their training and competition schedules.
The signs are encouraging for New Zealand so far, in track and field and a wide
range of other Olympic events.
World and Olympic champion shot putter
Valerie Adams is in the groove to defend her
championship crown in Daegu, Korea from
late August, as well as the bigger prize on
offer in London 12 months later.
Silver medallist Nick Willis has run his
fastest 1500 metres time in four years, to
ensure he’ll be part of both global events.
Nikki Hamblin’s tracking for the women’s

middle distance races after her remarkable
haul of double silver at the Commonwealth
Games in Delhi. Then there’s the frail but
tenacious figure of Kimberly Smith – who’s
peaking for the women’s marathon.
But it’s a teenager packing a mighty punch
who’s creating quite a fuss at home and
abroad.
Jacko Gill is a rare prospect in the men’s
shot put. He’s your typical North Shore
teenager with a handy knack of being able to
hurl a spherical object huge distances.
The genetics certainly help. Gill’s Dad,
Walter, is a former discus and shot put
champion, and his Mum Nerida was a top
discus thrower.
In a world of gigantic men, Gill is a mere
1.88 metres (6 feet and 2 inches in the old
school measurements) and tips the scales at
a shade under 100 kilograms.
His technique and speed more than make
up for the young bones and lean frame. Gill is
setting all sorts of world records at junior and
youth levels, most recently at the World Youth
Games for under-18 athletes in Lille, France.
He became the first young man in the
world to clear the 24 metre mark with the
smaller 5kg shot. That cleared the mark
three times, and the fact he was hampered
by a sore finger makes this achievement even
more astounding.
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His nearest rival was languishing four metres back.
Vastly experienced coach Didier Poppe, who was dropped
by Valerie Adams last year, was extremely emotional after the
performance in his homeland of France – famously describing
it as like from another planet.
Gill, though, is taking all this extreme potential in his stride.
“I had only thrown 21 metres in training for the event, so yeah
I’m stoked. I’ve improved 2 metres every year since I was 7 years
old, there’s no reason why it should stop. I’m quite a small guy but
with the speed and strength I can improve another two metres.”
After conquering his young contemporaries Gill has his eyes
on bigger prizes.
“Obviously my goal is to win the Olympics and be the world
champion. Others have done that and hopefully I will follow in
their footsteps.”
He needs to step up to the 7 kg put and qualify. Once again,
no problem.
“I’ve thrown 20-point-3 metres in training with the 7 kg shot
put, so 21 metres is not much of a step up. Qualifying should be
easy.”
He was hoping to get a special exemption to compete at the
World Champs in Korea, to test out his throwing progress
against the seniors,
But the ruling body ruled him out because of his young age
and lack of experience with the bigger orb.
“The I.AA.F decision is quite annoying – but the Olympics
are the goal. There’s no point in rushing.”
For now it’s back home to Auckland and studies at Takapuna
Grammar.
“I miss my family and everything. There’s less pressure and
I’m quite tired. There’s a couple of local competitions I want to
compete in back in New Zealand, then I’ll be ready I think.”
The confidence and drive of this talented teenager is part of a
package which could make him a global star in London.
Valerie Adams is also hitting her straps on Europe’s Diamond
League circuit. She’s regularly beating her Belarusian arch-

rival Nadezhda Ostapchuk again, and threw 20.78 metres to
dominate a recent meet in Paris, 31 centimetres further than the
throw which helped her defend her Commonwealth Games gold
last October.
She’ll be in Korea gunning for a third straight world title, and
the omens are positive.
“Definitely happy with the performance, distance and consistency there, and the dynamics. Everything is coming together,
got to thank my (new) coach for that as well.”
There’s an ironic chuckle with the last comment, after her
very public bust-up with long time coach and mentor Kirsten
Hellier, and a rather short stint with Didier Poppe.
“Mentally the win is pretty cool as well.”
Adams was another child protégé who set the blueprint for
Jacko Gill to follow, 9 years ago.
The South Aucklander was also a teenage phenomenon,
claiming the world youth and junior titles, before seizing a
silver medal at the Commonwealth Games in Manchester.
She also finished 5th at the World Champs as an 18 year old.
The rest as they say is history – and at 27 Adams has every
record for women’s shot put, with the exception of the world
record. That belongs to the 1980s and the days of Eastern Blok
women pumped up on steroids.
Adams has been keeping an eye on young Jacko’s recent performances at the Youth Champs.
“It was massive – I’m very proud of him he did very well and
it’s great for throwing in New Zealand.
She has a warning about rushing to the big events, like the
World Champs too.
“It’s a shame (he can’t compete this time) but he’s young and
has time on his side.”
With Adams on her game and Gill on the rise, the ancient art
of shot put will play a key role in the country’s hunt for medals
at the Olympics.
It’ll also give us something else to focus on while RWC-mania
sweeps the rugby-playing world.
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They should direct any surplus against the
loan with the smallest balance. This would
extinguish at least one of the loans quicker
giving them a much needed

peter hensley

confidence boost
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Bite off what you can chew

T

he dark and stormy night was
a lmost over. It was just prior to
dawn and Jim was out in the crisp
morning air hanging the washing on the
line. There was enough light for him to enjoy
the first part of the new day. The wind had
dropped to a gentle zephyr from the east and
he was careful to follow hanging etiquette as
set down by Moira. He had plenty of chores
to complete prior to their old friends Tony
and Margaret arriving for lunch. The morning chorus had commenced and the fauna
were in full voice, heralding a brilliant fresh
winter’s day.
One of Tony and Margaret’s children
was in a deep financial hole and they were
seeking counsel from Jim and Moira as to
a suitable exit strategy. The kids had fallen
into a common trap of living a lifestyle well
beyond their means and Tony and Margaret
were seeking guidance of how to assist. Jim
and Moira had known them long enough
to know that their friends were not looking
for a loan, they were in search of something
more valuable, knowledge.
It was late morning before Jim had
finished his allocated tasks. He had just
changed the hand towel in the bathroom
when their guests arrived. Moira had squirreled herself in the kitchen and her preparations too were almost complete. She had
recently learnt from the food channel that
scones came out of the oven fluffier if the
mixture was allowed to sit for 30 minutes
prior to being rolled out and cut. She had
thought she knew all the tricks of the trade.
After a few experiments she found out that
this little gem was indeed true.

It was Jim’s job to show their guests
through to the conservatory where he had
set the table for lunch. It was not long before
Moira joined them. Margaret commented
how fast the days seemed to be slipping by.
She said that she thought the world was
spinning faster and the scientists had not
woken up to this fact yet.
Tony piped up and said that he had
recently came across a theory that explained
the faster time concept. One of their sons
had attended a conference a short time ago
and the presenter outlined a concept that
went someways to explaining the issue of the
acceleration of time. Tony said that he was
merely repeating what he had heard.
Tony understood that the theory could
be traced back to the Mayans of central
America. Most people are aware that they
were a very advanced race and that they
developed a complex series consisting of
three calendars. Scientists have deduced that
the last day of the Mayan calendar equates
to the 2012 winter equinox of the northern
hemisphere, ie 20th December 2012.
The theory that was described to Tony’s
son was that the Mayan pyramids were
also constructed utilizing the same set of
calendars, with the perimeter of each level
of the pyramid being equated to a specific
time period, the concept being, that it took
the same amount of time to circumnavigate each level. Tony went on to say that he
understood that Mayan pyramids all have
eight levels.
In order for a time traveller to achieve this,
they would have to “increase their speed”
by a factor of 20 for each of the eight levels.
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One scientist and author Carl Calleman explains it by labeling
each level as an underworld. He says that “as much change must
happen in 360 days in the Galactic Underworld as happened in
19.7 years in the Planetary Underworld as happened in 394 years
of the National Underworld.”
Jim was fascinated by Tony’s story and said in the absence
of any other theory it sounded plausible and he made a mental note to look it up on the internet. That would have to wait
as lunch was being served and as was evident by his expanding waistline he was more interested in an immediate need to
satisfy his hunger rather than to seek more information about
some ancient calendars created by a lost civilization. He was
a little perturbed about the apparent closeness of the ominous prediction about the summer equinox of the southern
hemisphere.
Moira was polite and listened to Tony’s story with disinterest. She had a practical mind and gave little attention to such
theories. She knew Jim would soon study the concept in depth
and scolded him for being first to reach for the hot scones. Once
their guests had buttered their scones, Moira asked how Tony
and Margaret’s children were getting on.
Margaret quickly outlined the financial trouble that Christian and his wife Sarah were in. She likened their fiscal plight
to Greece. They were buried in debt and had come to mum and
dad for a loan to help them out.
Moira was quick to point out that it was impossible to borrow
one’s way out of debt.
Margaret thought to herself “well that’s original” and said out
loud “what’s a strategy that we can share and help them with?”
Moira took her time and said that they could attempt to do
what Greece has recently promised to do. Spend less and make
an effort to reduce their loans.
Again Margaret thought to herself, “well that’s obvious” and
said out loud “they are floundering at the moment and cant see
their way out. I am actually extremely concerned that Christian
might do something stupid”.
Moira could tell by Margaret’s tone that she was extremely
troubled by the situation and needed a plan of action rather
than dance around the issue.
Moira asked “how many loans do they have?”
“Four that we know of” replied Margaret.
“Have they been to see Budget Advice services or visited the
Sorted website?” asked Moira. She could tell by Margaret’s face
that the obvious first step was not always considered to be the
first step.
Moira went on to outline the difference between smart debt
and dumb debt. Smart debt being a mortgage and an example of

not so smart debt would be a hire purchase agreement.
Moira also suggested that when Christian and his partner
visited with their local adviser they would generally be asked to
draft a detailed list of their income and expenditure. Once this
was sorted they would work on their list of expenses and reduce
it to a level below their income.
Common sense would then direct them to direct any surplus
against the loan with the highest interest rate. Moira said not to
do this. Rather they should direct any surplus against the loan
with the smallest balance. This would extinguish at least one of
the loans quicker giving them a much needed confidence boost.
This concept of motivation is often overlooked by those focused
on the numbers. This in turn would increase the available surplus
with which to attack the next loan with the smallest balance.
As Jim witnessed the gems of wisdom float across the table
and attach themselves into Margaret’s conscious mind he felt
that Moira had again succeeded in helping a friend in need. As
he started clearing the lunch dishes he was justifiably proud of
Moira.
This article is meant to be Class Advice and a copy of Peter Hensley’s
disclosure statement is available on request and is free of charge.
Copyright © Peter J. Hensley August 2011.

Moira took her time and said that
they could attempt to do what
Greece has recently promised to do.
Spend less and make an effort to
reduce their loans
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Epson Workforce® Printers
Superior Performance from 6 NEW Superior Office Printers.
Reach new heights of productivity - the new Epson WorkForce range of all-in-ones. Take the Epson WorkForce 633 - blazing 38ppm1
print speeds, paper-saving two-sided printing, 30-page Automatic Document Feeder makes for fast copying, scanning or faxing.
Extra High-capacity cartridges let you print twice as much2 and a 250-sheet paper tray means no re-loading paper in the middle of a job.
Built-in high speed Wi-Fi networking makes wireless printing from multiple PCs simple. And with 70% less power than laser printers,
all this superior performance won’t cost you more. The new WorkForce all-in-one range from Epson – there’s one for you.
For more information visit www.epson.com.au and www.epson.co.nz

EPSON. ENGINEERED FOR BUSINESS.

See www.epson.com.au for details. 2Get about two times more prints per 140 Black ink cartridge compared with our 138 Black ink cartridge.
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Epson Stylus Photo R2000
Auckland, 14 July 2011: The new Epson
Stylus Photo R2000 A3+ printer with Epson’s
next-generation pigment printing technology
is optimised for serious photography and
high-level creative applications, producing
vivid, gallery-quality prints with an unmatched
glossy look and feel. Its media handling
flexibility is unsurpassed allowing users to
print on a full range of papers, including cut
sheet and roll paper, photographic and fine art
media, canvas, art boards, and CD/DVDs. The
R2000 uses Epson’s innovative MicroPiezo
print head with AMC (Advanced Meniscus
Control), and eight colour channels including
separate channels for Matte and Photo Black
inks, eliminating the need for ink switching.
The Epson Stylus Photo R2000 will be available
in July at an RRP of $1499.
www.epson.co.nz

Panasonic GF3
With an adoption of new mount, the DMC-GF3 achieves dramatic
downsizing compared with the predecessor DMC-GF2. It breaks the record
of being the world’s smallest and lightest interchangeable lens system
camera again. Even though pursuing the ultimate compactness, Panasonic
did not compromise in the equipment of camera such as built-in flash. By
adopting the Micro Four Thirds System standard, the DMC-GF3 features
mirrorless structure that eliminates the mirror box and optical viewfinder
unit. This carefully preserves the image quality while maintaining a compact
profile, and provides you with even higher levels of performance in a digital
interchangeable lens system camera.
www.panasonic.com

Xi3 Chromium PC
Xi3 is going to be the first company to bring Google Chrome OS to Desktop computer
with the revamped version of Modular computer. It will be called ChromiumPC. The
ChromiumPC will be small enough that it will fit in our hands and is certainly among
the world’s smallest desktop PC. Xi3 Modular ChromiumPC will be housed in an
aluminum chassis that holds three small but interconnected boards (or modules),
namely processor module, primary I/O module and secondary I/O module.
www.xi3.org

Swissvoice
E-Pure
ePure comes with all essential
telephone functions and combines a
unique neo-retro design with indispensable
technology: thanks to cordless telephoning,
low-radiation fulleco Mode and high sound
quality, ePure offers maximum user comfort.
ePure – the perfect synthesis of design and
function, a symbiosis of historical and
technological developments.
www.epure.swissvoice.net/uk/
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Elipson Music Center
In addition to its incredible design, very original shape, and
elegant finger-touch panel, the Music Center has all the
qualities to please the widest audience. It aims at offering the
end user the possibility to listen to its music from any device
it is possible to have. Indeed with the Music Center, you can
listen to music from the CD player, a USB stick, a MP3 player,
as well as an external source thanks to its RCA connectors,
and optical inputs. At last but not least, the Elipson Music
center has a high quality (16 bits / 44 hz stereo) uncompressed
wireless signal, permitting to connect the computer with USB
dongle (provided), or or iPhone/iPod/iPad dongle (optional).It
makes lsitening to Music so much easier than before, without
compromises for sound quality.
www.elipson.com

Big Print
Keyboard
For those learning to type or
suffering from poor vision, the people over
at Big Print Keyboards have come up with
the perfect solution. With its LED backlighting,
the Big Print keyboard allows strained eyes to
find the keys easily, while its enlarged characters
fairly jump out of the keyboard, greatly improving
readability. The keyboard is designed to help ease
eyestrain and headaches brought on by not
being able to see the letters well. A clever
invention, the Big Print Keyboard surely
ticks the kiwi ingenuity box.
www.bigprintkeyboard.co.nz

Logitech Wireless Mouse M325
Logitech announced the Logitech Wireless Mouse M325, featuring
a precision scroll wheel with up to four times as many ratchets as a
standard scroll wheel for smoother scrolling. Based on the contoured
shape of the best-selling Logitech Wireless Mouse M305, the Logitech
Wireless Mouse M325 helps make everything you love to do online even
better. A true wheel for the Web, the precision scroll wheel not only
makes surfing smoother; when tilted to the right or left, it also moves
you backward or forward from one webpage to another. The Logitech
Wireless Mouse M325 also includes Logitech Advanced Optical Tracking,
so you can forget about your laptop touchpad. RRP $39.95.
www. logitech.com

Tissot Racing-Touch
Tissot has pulled out all the stops with the Racing-Touch, a model
housing no less than 11 functions, all easily accessible via the touchscreen dial. Combining cutting-edge technology and a decidedly
modern look, the Racing-Touch is designed for a broad range of sports
activities. It has a chronograph, a logbook that memorises results and
personal data, a dual time-zone display, two alarms, back-lighting, tide
calculator and compass, all available at a touch on the glass.
www.tissot.ch
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REMOTE COMPUTING FOR SONS-IN-LAW
WORDS BY NOAH MATTHEWS/MCT

C

omes a time when your
mother-in-law calls you to fix her
e-mail. The prudent thing to do
would be to refer her to the professionals. Still, in your never-ending effort to
prove how smart you are, you agree to
help her out. But only if she will share her
computer desktop with you.
In one scenario, you ask her to go to
www.crossloop.com and download a free
program called Crossloop, for Windows
and Macintosh computers. That done,
amid her muttering and complaining
– thankfully, she is hundreds of kilometres away – you tell her to click on the
program’s icon. Meanwhile, you call up
your version of Crossloop and tell her the
access code that pops up on your screen.
You tell her to accept the intrusion, and
in less than two minutes, her PC’s screen
shows up on your screen. Now you can
try to figure out what’s wrong with her
e-mail program. You fail, of course,
but you’ve proved that you can access

50 HISMAGAZINE.TV Aug 2011

someone else’s PC remotely – just like
tech support folks can do when you have
a problem with your computer.
Your mother-in-law, now calling you
the worthless bum who married her
beautiful, talented daughter, fears that
you will always be able to gain access
to her PC. You assure her that once the
session has ended, you’re out of her hair,
and that she would have to accept your
invitation before you could further harm
her computing experience. And that the
whole session is encrypted. Crossloop
works on both Windows and Mac PCs.
I successfully controlled a Windows PC
from my Mac, and vice-versa.
Complaints? In the free version, the
other PC has only two minutes to accept
your access code, which means you can’t
control a distant computer when no one
is there to accept your invitation and type
in your access code. I tried successfully
to keep the remote PC online for the better part of a day. However, if the remote

computer goes offline for any reason, the
session ends.
A paid version allows you to gain
access to any PC that’s registered to your
account without typing in the access
code. Those versions, for 25 or more PCs,
require annual subscriptions and are
well-suited to IT folks. Remote control
of PCs already is available with one of
its competitors, LogMeIn, which, in my
tests, is easier to use, faster and provides
the same level of security. LogMeIn
requires a password only for the computer you want to access. Even in the free
version no one has to be present at the
remote computer as long as it’s running
the LogMeIn software.
Still, if you only want to monitor or
gain access to one PC occasionally, Crossloop is worth looking at. It’s best suited
to helping someone who, like the motherin-law above, needs competent help.
On second thought, in that case, you
wouldn’t need any program of this kind.

Fancy Thai
tonight?
Our one-stop connection
will have you in Phuket
same day.

Fly THAI to the world, smooth as silk.

For more information and
details of our latest special
deals, ask your travel agent.
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SECURITY SHADOW OVER CLOUD COMPUTING
WORDS BY SCOTT CANON

C

hances are you’ve already got
your head in the clouds. If Google
has its way, you’ll trust even more
of your life to the digital cumulus. The
next-generation Internet speeds could
tempt people to store more of their
virtual lives – music collections, family
photo albums, software applications –
on the “cloud” rather than in their own
computers.
“Google wants your Internet experience to be through one of its products,
so you’ll see more of its ads,” says Josh
Olson, a technology industry analyst at
Edward Jones & Co. “For those ads to
work, they need to have traffic. They want
you in their cloud.” That’s a good part of
the reason fibre-optic, with its lightning
broadband speeds, is being rolled out
with so much corporate backing. It’s an
express elevator to the Internet cloud.
And what’s the cloud? It’s anything that’s
kept on the Internet rather than on your
computer’s hard drive.
Like anything that has to do with technology, the cloud brings all the possibilities of convenience and worries about
security. Technologists regularly say the
cloud is to your data what the bank is to
your money. Keep the cash in a safe in
your basement, and it’s probably secure.
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Put it in the bank, and you surrender
security to somebody else in return for
interest and the convenience that comes
with checking and credit cards and
ATMs.
Lock your data up on a hard drive, and
it’s hard for anyone to steal your secrets.
Put them in an Internet vault on the
cloud, and there’s a risk that some thief
might hack your stuff. But for convenience, the cloud backs up your virtual
goodies in case your home computer
breaks down. As long as you’ve got the
Internet, you’ve got access to all your
digital stuff wherever you are. Cloud
computing stores your digital belongings
on remote computer servers rather than
on your own hardware. That means you
don’t have to buy as much physical storage. In the end, because the servers are
shared and used to fuller capacity, it’s a
cheaper way to store things.
For years the cloud has been a tech
industry buzzword, implying some cyber
trend that might alter how we put the
Internet to work. We’ve gradually shifted
our electronic valuables to the cloud.
Gartner Research estimates worldwide
spending on cloud computing neared $70
billion last year, almost two-thirds of that
in North America.

The trend has been gradual and, at least
from the consumer’s view, not quite revolutionary. Apple recently announced plans
for its iCloud, a way to use the Internet to
sync your iPod with your MacBook and
your iPhone and the rest of your iStuff.
If you have a song or a photo on one
device, it will automatically show up on
them all. That comes as more and more of
what we do online has already migrated
to the cloud. Google, for instance, offers
an entire suite of free programs from
spreadsheets (think Microsoft Excel), to
word processing (think Microsoft Word),
to slide show presentations (think Microsoft PowerPoint) available to anyone with
an Internet connection. In 2010, Microsoft
responded with its own free set of online
Office programs.
Without trying very hard, you’ve
probably been floating on the cloud for
a while. If you’ve used an email account
from Gmail or Yahoo or Hotmail, you’ve
trusted part of your life to the cloud.
Likewise, if you listen to music on Pandora, you’ve tapped into its possibilities.
What is YouTube (another Google property) if not a cloud depository of video?
Of course, the cloud has its limits. Take
your computer somewhere the Internet
can’t reach, and the upside vanishes. A
downside rests in the risk that someone
might tap into whatever information
you’ve stored with others. Think again of
the bank analogy, but without the FDIC.
If your data get exposed, nothing is secret
again. Just this year there have been
sizable data breaches at Sony and Citi,
at Lockheed Martin and the New York
Yankees, at the International Monetary
Fund. Yet the world has been voting with
its bits, and sending them to remote locations. Frank Gillett, a technology analyst
at Forrester Research, says the prospect
of any time, any place access and multiple
backups had lured people to the cloud
despite remote security risks. “In general,” he said, “consumers trade privacy
for convenience.”

we protect your digital worlds
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Quelle horreur >>
Spacey as a villain, yes.
Great movie? Maybe not

onscreen
Horrible Bosses | by colin covert/MCT

Starring: Jason Bateman, Jason
Sudeikis, Charlie Day, Kevin
Spacey, Colin Farrell, Jennifer
Aniston
Directed by: Seth Gordon
Rated: R16 (for crude and sexual
content, pervasive language and
some drug material)
Running time: 98 minutes
1 star

Horrible bosses

I

f you are bright enough to count your change at the popcorn
stand, you are too smart to see Horrible Bosses. This misbegotten mess mashes the “three nitwits on an adventure”
template of the Hangover movies into a workplace comedyslash-vigilante fantasy. With indifferent direction, repetitive
action and gags that belong in the Comedy Ancient History
Museum, this dreary, joke-thin film is pitched well south of the
lowest common denominator. Somewhere around Antarctica,
perhaps.
Jason Bateman, Jason Sudeikis and Charlie Day play downtrodden workers who decide to terminate their obnoxious
employers, permanently. The premise could have made for a
fun-bad romp, but the production is boring-bad. The fact that
this lukewarm entertainment could attract such a high-profile
cast (including two Oscar winners, several beloved TV performers and a pair of surprise cameos by iconic older actors) is
a measure of how debased American film comedy has become.
Bateman, who has been coasting for years on the goodwill
he earned in Arrested Development, deserves to have that pass
revoked, shredded and set afire. As the yes-man to an ubercreep executive (Kevin Spacey), Bateman makes an utterly
unsympathetic corporate toady who is drinking buddies with
Sudeikis and Day. We never learn the basis of their friendship;
clear exposition is not the script’s strong suit, and please don’t
ask me what is. You could find more literate, character-driven

56 HISMAGAZINE.TV Aug 2011

entertainment on a TV shopping channel.
In any event, the boys’ beerfests devolve into misery-lovescompany work related gripe sessions. Jason No. 2 works for
a hostile cokehead (Colin Farrell, over the top in the sort of
gross guy makeup that turned Tom Cruise bald and paunchy
in Tropic Thunder). Day plays a dental assistant who is devoted
to his fiancee and sexually harassed nonstop by his vampish
employer (Jennifer Aniston, who – gasp – says naughty words).
With Bateman underplaying to the verge of invisibility,
Sudeikis doing a one-note turn as an overage frat boy, and the
excitable Day piping his lines like a tea kettle, our heroes are
every bit as hard to like as their workplace superiors. When one
suggests that a few assassinations would improve workplace
morale, the boys head to a ghetto bar in search of a killer for
hire. Jamie Foxx steps up as a tattooed tough who charges them
a fortune in exchange for homicide advice any casual viewer of
Law & Order could provide.
Thus ill-equipped, the saps set off on a light-hearted killing
spree. Naturally, fate thwarts their plans. Horrible Bosses is too
timid to lead anywhere truly dark and disquieting. Veering
into troubling territory would imply a respect for the audience’s
intelligence that this film entirely lacks. With their bosses dead
or defeated, the boys end up with a happily ever after finale
(more or less) and clean hands. Final score: Murder One, Audience Zero.
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BOOKS EDITOR | michael morrissey

Of cons and castles
THE LARNACHS

By Owen Marshall
Vintage, $39.99
There’s nothing like a love triangle for a good story. Owen Marshall, long considered New Zealand’s leading short story writer,
has in more recent times become a prominent and award-winning novelist. Here he has taken the tragic story of nineteenth
century merchant William Larnach’s suicide and the illicit
affair between his son Dougie and his wife, Conny, as the basis
for his fourth novel.
Larnach Castle, which is nicknamed The Camp by the protagonists, was a lavish 43-room habitation with four cooks, four
gardeners, laundry and cleaning women aplenty, an ostler, a personal maid for each family member, and “numerous others”. Plus
a bossy butler. They lived the good life with sumptuous dinner
parties awash with fine champagne and lots of horse riding.
Marshall uses the time-honoured device of a double narrative that switches between Conny and Dougie. Both speak with
a dignified period Victorian voice that prohibits the intrusion
of too frank a language. The arrival of the affair is leisurely but
once begun has an extraordinary passion that is intense though
convention-bound not to be too erotic. The analysis of love and
feelings is where Marshall’s writing achieves its most rewarding
and insightful effect.
Yet at times, I yearned for more particularity instead of
phrases like “his sense of humour is less obvious and more
insightful than his father’s”, and more bite and sparkle in the
dialogue. This is vigorously counterpointed by a frequent
acute analysis of feelings such as when Connie reflects that her
husband and herself have reached “a fortitude of composure
least expression of real feelings
release pent-up disappointments”, and the wonderful
accounts of feelings of love
between the secretive couple.
Through his consummate skill,
Marshall gives a more detailed
account of the enchantment
(and the pain) of love than has
hitherto been the case in New
Zealand writing.
Prominent historical personages such as Thomas Bracken,
Joseph Ward and Prime
Minister Richard Seddon all
have cameo roles but Seddon is
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only given a few lines to say. The novel would have been livened
up by a more direct account of his relationship with William
Larnach.
It is obvious from the start that William and Conny’s marriage is one not made in heaven. Though William is kindly in
his way not only to Connie and to the discriminated against
Chinese and his employees, he does not make Connie’s blood
heat up. He is much older and more settled in his ways. Beset
by constant financial difficulties, and the emotional wounds of
having already lost two wives, he makes constant business trips
on which he is accompanied by his much younger wife and his
son. When their affair blossoms, this travelling trio arrangement
obviously suits the adulterous pair. Though they are scrupulously
careful not to let their attachment show, one or two slight slips
occur. The novel conveys the sense that William probably senses
something is amiss but never has outright proof.
As the narrative is inevitably headed toward the denouement
of William’s death by his own hand, it is a dramatic disappointment not to have Dougie’s reveal all letter – which the couple
have ceaselessly argued about – in the text. Nor a “closeup” of
the body’s discovery. The novel’s principal focus then remains
on the romance itself, and the evocation of a bygone era, rendered magnificently in Marshall’s superb prose.

SMUT

By Alan Bennett
Faber and Faber, $29.99
Alan Bennett is a well-known English dramatist who has written with great success for stage, screen and television. He is
less known for his smaller output of fiction so here is a brace of
amusing satirical novellas yoked
together and based on a similar
theme.
Smut is a misleading title. It is
a very English word and Bennett
is a very English writer. so there
is nothing coarse or vulgar here
to tease out the sexually titillating plot which I will presently
reveal. Mrs Donaldson, a highly
conventional middle class woman,
takes in two lodgers, not to help
with the rent or the mortgage, but
to keep her company in a large
and lonely house. But just before I
reveal all, let it be noted that Mrs
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Donaldson has the highly unusual job of simulating various
illnesses to test out the diagnostic skills of trainee medical
students. She is very good at her job.
Mrs Donaldson’s young lodgers are amiable enough but tardy
with the rent. When they get three weeks behind, Andy and
Laura suggest they put on a “demonstration” in lieu of payment. Yes, you may have guessed, a demonstration of lovemaking. I can’t help wondering why I hadn’t thought of such a
notion when I was an impecunious student. Somehow I don’t
think the landlord (or my partner) would have approved. And
I am certain a mortgage-hungry bank wouldn’t be impressed
either. But in the (smutty?) world of Bennett’s imagination, it
works a treat.
In a touch of imaginative comic genius, Bennett later has
Mrs Donaldson shivering and sweating, prompting students to
marvel at her powers of acting out medical distress. Abruptly,
it is realised that she really is ill – in fact, suffering from acute

appendicitis and needs an immediate operation. The resolute
Mrs Donaldson has two more students under her roof and the
first scenario is repeated with this difference – Mrs Donaldson
is no longer an onlooker but keen to take part. Smut, indeed.
The second novella, very similar in style and tone, features
a handsome fellow who marries but keeps telling himself
his wife is of the wrong gender. In case you hadn’t guessed,
Graham Forbes is gay. But he discovers being hetero isn’t so
bad. Good on ya, mate. But soon, Graham is up to his usual.
An attempted blackmail by a scheming policeman on the basis
of telling mother about her son’s errant ways falls through
because mother has always suspected her son of being limpwristed. There are a few twists and turns in the ending of this
very contemporary tale, and you may be heartened to hear the
blackmailer winds up killed in a car crash. All very ironic, and
a little stagey. But very drolly narrated – in a very English sort
of way. The dialogue provides plenty of chuckles.

REVIEW
The Man In The Rockefeller Suit
By Mark Seal
Viking $37.99
Rebaking his 2009 Vanity Fair story about
the immigrant who changed his name
and fooled New York society, Mark Seal
has produced a tasty souffle of deceit. The
Man in the Rockefeller Suit: The Astonishing Rise and Fall of a Serial Imposter is a terrific read, well-reported and
well-structured.
Christian Karl Gerhartsreiter yearns to
leave his hick town in Germany for the
golden streets of America. But he is no
lucky, plucky Horatio Alger hero. No–this
immigrant holds a prodigious interest in
his own advancement, and he has not a
single scruple, a super-size combo in a
young man seeking his fortune by fakery.
Throw in a genius ear for mimicry and a
faultless gauge for what he needs to say
to anyone, and with ridiculous ease, the
charming, witty young fellow, knowledgeable on darn near every subject, revels in
money, influence and attention without a
day’s honest labor.
He marries for a green card, then splits
for the deluxe L.A. suburb of San Marino.
He tosses the Germanic surname for
the Anglophilic Chichester, which he
pronounces as a twee CHEE-chester.
He opens an impressive early career of
beguiling wealthy, ever-so-generous

church matrons, saying he’s an English
baronet. His new friends discount his odd
habits, like crashing weddings, as a nobleman’s eccentricities. But then–foul play!
A local San Marino couple mysteriously
disappears. Then so does CHEE-chester,
and he eludes authorities for four years.
In the 1980s, such a mission did not
daunt our talented immigrant. He resurfaces in East Coast society in full dress
uniform: khakis, pink Lacoste polo shirt,
blue jacket, a Yale cap above, mouth set at
lockjaw, Topsiders with no socks afoot. He
modestly presents at a wealthy church as
Clark Rockefeller, a mere outer twig on the
tree that sprouted from John D. of Standard Oil. My, my, society is impressed, and
high jinks ensue, even though a phone
call would have quickly revealed that the
Rockefellers do not have a Clark among
them. All this is hilarious, wonderful stuff.
Yet I closed The Man in the Rockefeller
Suit feeling disappointed. I had hoped
Seal would put his man into the context
of the glorious human history of tricksters – if only with an allusion to the guy
who mooched off the rich claiming to be
Sidney Poitier’s son, the story captured
in the classic play Six Degrees of Separation. But Seal’s book reads as if Clark
Rockefeller is the first person Seal has ever
come across with the audacity to pretend
to be someone else for pecuniary gain.
Perhaps the point of view is deliberate, but

it seems weird for
a journalist.
I also didn’t get
fresh thinking on
the personality
type of the con
artist. They’re
hard to study, of
course – they’re
con artists – but
it’s not impossible to crack ‘em open; psychologists and cops do it all the time. But
not only does Seal leave the mental science unexplored, he kisses off what little
psychology does intrude on his narrative.
Finally, I decided, this is all relative. So far,
Seal’s lead character has avoided much in
the way of punishment, although he was
recently charged with the murders of the
San Marino couple. But the arc of Seal’s
plot focuses on a fraud’s skilled use of a
fancy name to cadge a few million dollars
from a handful of people in the upper onetenth of 1 percent of income earners. Yet
Bernie Madoff, with his real name, conned
the same tax bracket for billions of dollars,
and the economy is still trying to pull the
knife from its back.
In the end, though, Seal does hit upon
one insight that even in this context has
a universal ring. The con artist succeeds
by making people happy to associate with
someone they think is better than they are.
Reviewed by Anne Saker

HISMAGAZINE.TV Aug 2011 59

consider this

amy brooke

At the moment there is a long successful
tradition of milking the now infirm
taxpayer cow for money to flow into coffers
for undertakings tribal Maori cliques
themselves are perfectly capable of funding
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Balkanising New Zealand

T

his country is now facing threats
of being fractured socially, politically and economically – and, with
good justification, we can add morally and
spiritually. One of these is from radicalised
part-Maori tribal executives. No matter the
billions in compensation paid, their best
chance of continuing to disadvantage the
country, themselves profiting financially, of
course, is to remain in a non-assuageable,
perennially-aggrieved and habituallydemanding posture.
It is costing us. The recent WAI262 report
by the Waitangi Tribunal should be simply
ignored. This body is now challengeable for
the perceived corruption of its processes, its
lack of balance, and its marked favouritism
shown to Maori applicants in recent years,
some of whom have actually served on it
while considering decisions to benefit their
own tribes. Incredible… Its method of operating and extravagant pronouncements have
been quite extraordinary – well and truly
enough to discredit its recommendations.
New Zealanders are leaving this country,
not only because it has been so mismanaged
economically and strategically – but because
they are fed up with a mythologised Treaty
of Waitangi being arrogantly imposed on
them at every opportunity – and with the
wrongness of political parties constantly
playing to Maori-activists’ interests.
Worse, we are now facing a move by the
usual radicalized suspects to mount a formal
challenge to balkanise this country by attempting to establish a parallel, even greater political
power base for those of part-Maori descent –
many by far largely genetically European.

There are some very determined individuals keeping their heads well down at
the moment. However, after the November
election things will get worse. The National
Party’s Treaty Negotiations Minister Chris
Finlayson has displayed an unbalanced,
overwhelming favouritism towards Maori
supplicants – or opportunists – beating
a path to his door. He has made plain his
preference that he himself should personally deal to their claims – without the due
process of court examination. Given that
Finlayson was never even democratically
elected to Parliament, never stood up to
an electorate’s scrutiny, was never chosen
by voters to represent them, his authority
should be challenged. So should his recently
reported inaccurate claim (which his office,
when contacted, failed to deny or to clarify)
referring to the “role of Maori as Treaty
partners.”
This self-serving claim by radicalized
Maori has long been shot down. By the signing of the treaty of Waitangi, Maori became
as subject to the jurisdiction of the Crown as
did all other New Zealanders: a simple fact
in law.
Moreover, contrary to all the propaganda
we hear about non-Maori New Zealanders having a duty to protect Maori taonga
(which, in the understanding of the times,
applied to the government’s responsibility to
make sure that Maori were not deprived of
the right to any actual property they owned),
and regardless of the elasticized thinking of
an activist judiciary, there is a far stronger
contrary case. Nowhere in treaty provisions is there any genuine implication that
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Euro-New Zealanders (and more recent immigrants) should
have any obligation in fact, as taxpayers and individuals, to pay
to promote traditional Maori cultural beliefs (some of them
embarrassingly bizarre), the Maori language, or anything else
pertaining to Maori-only.
The real responsibility for preserving aspects of their own
culture must, fairly, lie with Maori alone. But at the moment
there is a long successful tradition of milking the now infirm
taxpayer cow for money to flow into coffers for undertakings
tribal Maori cliques themselves are perfectly capable of funding, given their now considerable wealth – $37 billion to date
– very largely built on the earnings of majority New Zealanders
– a transfer of wealth continuing today.
Fair-minded New Zealanders did not object to settlements
being made to Maori tribes for genuine past injustices. But they
did not expect this to accumulatively amount to many billions
of dollars which, although long targeted to every imaginable
area of supposed Maori disadvantage – to housing, health,
education, apprenticeships in all kinds
of trades and industries, cultural
activities, scholarships, media
placements, special places
and tutorial provisions
reserved at university (where they
have a unique
advantage of
exclusive promotion) have
nevertheless
produced quite
outrageous
claims that
successive governments “have done
nothing for Maori” –
with these claims accelerating, rather than decreasing.
New Zealanders did not expect to
see tribal executives actually refuse to pass
on to (or share with) needy Maori extraordinarily generous handouts, many coming from settlements well-challenged
by knowledgeable researchers and historians. The latter have
simply been ignored by governments of the day determined to
outbid their political opponents to secure the so-called Maori
vote. Disillusioned New Zealanders expected these multibillion treasure chests to be used for all Maori, to help the poor
and disadvantaged. Nor did they expect to see untrue, cynically
manipulated, reinvented claims – some demonstrably spurious
-recycled for political advantage by part-Maori pseudo-élites
wringing as much as possible in the way of self-advantage for
themselves, their relatives and ingroups – disregarding the
damage to the country as a whole.
We are now being deliberately constitutionally and socially
divided along racial lines. A new Chinese party has been set
up, its first meeting held in Beijing. The majority of its members acknowledge their allegiance to Communist China, not to

New Zealand. Prime Minister John Key’s appallingly underinformed statement welcoming into this country the burqa,
spear-heading the divisiveness of Islam and its threat to western
democracies, under the guise of his ill-thought, glib “multiculturalism”, shows a damaging ignorance of the failure of this
doctrine in Europe – another real threat to our social cohesion.
Opposition leader Phil Goff’s statement was equally ignorant.
As today’s Maoris’ genetic inheritance gets more and more
attenuated, predominately Europeanised, denial is setting in.
Activists’ claims are correspondingly becoming more and more
strident, predatory, greedy – and untenable. The elevation of iwi
representatives as having superior insight to non-Maori, being
undemocratically handed non-elected seats on local councils,
environmental boards and a variety of politicised organizations, peddles the notion that small local tribes’ collective
values should take precedence over those of the majority.
But it is insulting to those of all other racial inheritance to
persist in promoting part-Maori representatives’ input as
inherently superior. In any true democracy,
the potential worth of individual
contribution, judged on its
own merits, is what is
relevant – irrespective
of racial issues. No
one racial grouping should ever
be politicised as
superior to all
others.
Race ought
to have no place
in any constitution – or within
our institutions,
although behind the
scenes radicalized partMaori, with the connivance
of both National and Labour eager
for “the Maori vote”, and with no objections from the Greens, are working to produce
a constitution subverting everything that our democracy once
stood for.
A free society should not have such an ideology. The concept of equal rights for all, regardless of colour, race, gender
has never been bettered. We are at a very late hour for New
Zealanders to wake up to how much the venality, if not sheer
ignorance of our politicians conniving at these attacks on our
democracy is costing us.
We have become faced with what is a form of Maori triumphalism dominating our way of life in New Zealand. And there is
now only one, really practicable way to reclaim our democracy.
See www.100Days.co.nz
© Copyright Amy Brooke
www.amybrooke.co.nz
www.100days.co.nz
www.summersounds..co.nz
http://www.livejournal.com/users/brookeonline/
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the question

Public executions were popular as late as
the nineteenth century which suggests that
people are willing, if allowed, to watch real

matt flannagan

death and violence
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Consenting adults and harm

I

n debates over abortion, homosexual
conduct, euthanasia, prostitution, drugs,
those who call themselves liberals often
mount the same basic argument; a socially
or morally permissive stance is necessitated
towards such practices because people have
a right to choose do what ever they like with
their own bodies. As John Stuart Mill put it
in his book On Liberty:
The only part of the conduct of anyone,
for which he is amenable to society, is
that which concerns others. In the part
which merely concerns himself, his
independence is, of right, absolute. Over
himself, over his own body and mind,
the individual is sovereign. [Emphasis
added]
Here Mill articulates the harm principle.
He makes a distinction between otherregarding actions, actions that harm other
people, and self-regarding actions, those that
harm oneself. He argues that society, either
by law or by social pressure, cannot justly
regulate any action a person performs unless
it is other-regarding; that is, it harms people
other than the agent him/herself.
As Mill’s position is typically interpreted,
harm is understood to be governed by the
principle volenti non fit injuria (where there
is consent there is no injury); it refers to
things done to other people without their
consent. Mill states that a self-regarding
action is one “which affects only himself, or
affects others with their free and voluntary,
and undeceived consent”.
Mill intended his principle to be criteria
as to what should and should not be made a
criminal offence; he did not consider it crite-

ria for determining what is right and wrong.
Yet many contemporary liberals appear to use
it in this latter way. They contend that as long
as the action involves only consenting adults
it is morally permissible. It is often asserted
in our society, as though it were self-evident,
that people have a moral right to do whatever
they like with their own bodies.
I think this claim is far from self-evident.
Irving Kristol famously proposed this
counter-example in a 1971 article in New
York Times Magazine:
[T]he plain fact is that none of us is a
complete civil libertarian. We all believe
that there is some point at which the
public authorities ought to step in to limit
the “self-expression” of an individual or
group even where this might be seriously
intended as a form of artistic expression,
and even where the artistic transaction is
between consenting adults. A playwright
or theatrical director might, in this crazy
world of ours, find someone willing to
commit suicide on stage, as called for by
the script. We would not allow that-any
more than we would permit scenes of
real physical torture on the stage, even
if the victim were a willing masochist.
And I know of no one, no matter how
free in spirit, who argues that we ought
to permit gladiatorial contests in Yankee
stadium, similar to those once performed
in the Coliseum of Rome-even if only
consenting adults were involved.
The examples Kristol gives are all cases
where any person of common sense would
condemn the act but where all the victims
consent to be harmed.
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In his book Harmless Wrong Doing: Moral Limits of the
Criminal Law, Liberal Political Philosopher, Joel Feinberg, considers Kristol’s objection as the most important and potentiallydevastating counter-example to the harm principle; he spends
considerable energy attempting to circumvent it.
First, Feinberg argues that if gladiatorial matches existed
today then one would need various mechanisms to ensure consent was actual. He suggests that licensing procedures would
render the contests unobjectionable and that both the contestants and the audience could agree to a set of rules that held that
the contest must stop once one fighter has clearly gained his or
her dominance.
This response is inadequate. It is unclear why contestants
would agree to these provisions. Why, for example, could they
not agree to a free-for-all or a fight to the death? In the journal
Ethics, Jan Arneson observed, “Feinberg has projected a bit of
his own nice character onto the world at large” and correctly
adds “Feinberg’s liberal principles non-tendentiously applied
would hold that we ought to let the free market decide how horrific or bloody the contests should become”.
Arneson adds that even if the contestants and audience did
agree to such rules it is hard to see why the practice would then
become unobjectionable:
Feinberg’s response contains the disturbing suggestion that
a state-regulated version of Kristol’s gory spectacles would
be acceptable to the liberal … so long as some analogue of
the Marquis of Queensberry rules is enforced (no bludgeoning your opponent when he is down; no slashing below the
belt; no disembowelling your opponent once he surrenders),
commercial combat with lethal weapons should in principle
be tolerated by a liberal society. Many would consider this a
reductio of the liberal position.
Feinberg’s next attempt to circumvent Kristol’s counterexample is to argue that consensual gladiator matches would
inevitably involve harm to non-consenting, third parties.
Reflecting upon the audience in a gladiatorial match, Feinberg
suggests:
We cannot hold an image of these wretches in our minds
without recoiling, for each of them alone will seem threatening or dangerous, and thousands or millions of them
together will be downright terrifying… When the bloody
maiming and slaughtering of a human being is considered
so thrilling and enjoyable that thousands will pay dearly
to witness it, it would seem to follow that thousands are
already so brutalized that there is a clear and present danger that some innocent parties (identities now unknown)
will suffer at their hands.
The claim that such an activity will lead to the deaths of innocent third parties is an empirical one. Feinberg simply asserts
that he is correct but offers no evidence to prove this. In the
absence of such evidence, the claim is speculative.
A further problem reinforces this. The people killed in
gladiatorial matches consent to the fight; the innocent third
parties Feinberg mentions do not. In order for enthusiasm for
death and killing in a gladiatorial match to spill over into the
killing of innocents, fans of such matches must be unable to
distinguish between consensual and non-consensual killing so

that they are unable to limit their enthusiasm for one without
endorsing the other.
This assumption is implausible. For example, permitting
people to engage in and enjoy consensual sodomy does not
necessarily mean that those people will engage in sodomous
rape. Allowing the consensual use of drugs will not mean that
all drug users will then coerce others into drug use. Allowing
people to watch pornography would not result in the majority forcing others to have sex. Perhaps, even closer to the issue
under discussion, allowing people to watch boxing matches
does not appear to lead many of them to inevitably engage in
assault. Why then should allowing people to watch consensual
homicide lead a significant number of them to engage in nonconsensual homicide?
The final response Feinberg proposes is to concede that in
cases like Kristol’s examples we do see cases of unjust homicide
that are consensual but he claims that cases like this are hypothetical, “[t]here seems little likelihood that they will ever occur,
at least in the foreseeable future”.
Again Feinber relies upon an unsubstantiated empirical
claim. He asserts, without offering any reason, that gladiator
matches are unlikely to occur at all in the foreseeable future.
But why think this? Duelling to the death was practiced for centuries. People clearly have been willing to engage in such activities and did so for many years. Moreover, it is also plausible that
people would choose to watch such spectacles, even ordinary
people. w. The practice of the circuses and gladiator matches in
civilised Rome shows the appeal of watching such spectacles.
There appears to be no reason for thinking that such an activity
is unlikely to occur given the history of the human race.
Interestingly, Feinberg admits this elsewhere in his monograph. In a footnote he notes that the example of gladiatorial
contests is no worse, and in some respects better, than some
forms of commercial brawling that exist in the U.S. After saying this he cites disapprovingly the examples of “tough guy”
contests where people fight bar-room brawls with no holds
barred, no rules and often on racial lines. The sources he quotes
note that such contests are popular, “the newest rage in spectator entertainment”. It is hard to understand then why Feinberg
thinks that such things are unlikely to occur in the future.
It seems then that Feinberg fails to escape the counter-example
proposed by Kristol. Liberal morality provides no basis for condemning gladiator matches (and I am not aware of any responses
by defenders of liberal or permissive morality that fair any better
than Feinberg.) Slogans such as “as long as everyone involved is
a consenting adult” are not the self-evident truisms they purport
to be and are actually quite implausible. It seems far more selfevident that people who engage in and watch consensual gladiator matches are, in fact, depraved rather than that slogans like
this are correct. If that makes me non-progressive reactionary or
a conservative then I am guilty as charged.
Dr Matthew Flannagan is an Auckland based philosopher/
theologian who researches and publishes in the area of Philosophy
of Religion, Theology and Ethics. He blogs at www.mandm.org.nz.
FOR A LIBERAL PERSPECTIVE, SEE CHLOÉ MILNE’S
COLUMN IN HERS THIS MONTH
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