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Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Grey Lynn - … The original subdivision was 900 acres
(3.6 km2), which is still the formal extent of Grey Lynn. Most of the houses were built between
the 1880s and the beginning of the First World War of 1914–1918. Very few of the houses have
been completely replaced by new structures…By the
1950s the very low rents in places like Grey Lynn
and Ponsonby attracted students and immigrant
workers from the Pacific Islands. By the 1960s Grey
Lynn had developed a definite Polynesian flavour.
Although in recent years this has greatly diminished …
The 1970s saw a renewed interest in older Victorian
properties, and from that period onwards many young
professionals began buying dilapidated kauri villas in
areas like Grey Lynn and renovating them.
Photo in library of the corner store up from 100 Old Mill Road

1. Me whakawhetai tonu mo ngā mea katoa i te ao i te po.
Be absolutely grateful for everything day and night.
As my five-year old memory has it, the day our family moved to 100 Old Mill Road Grey Lynn,
was an overwhelmingly exciting experience for me – my father to be given an affordable rental
that went with the job. Now we had a place to live following dad’s convalescing 15months in
hospital after his kidney was removed. He was not well enough to return to his trade as a welder
/ fitter and turner. Also, my sister was given back from the orphanage who unsuccessfully tried
to get permission from my parents to adopt her out, after our baby brother had died (from the
first, my mother predicted his death at three months. The hospital called it ‘cot death’).
The idea to offer the house as a rental to a zookeeper and his family was an intelligent solution
for many reasons: the social welfare department could offer accommodation/work on site to the
family; the zoo could rely on the man turning up to the job on time and being otherwise available
on weekends, public holidays, even if the public transport were down.
I have no memory of setting eyes on the house for the first time, how we even got there, nor
walking up the stairs to visit my ‘new’ bedroom?!? I must have been in a heavenly day dream.
Later I was aware of the wallpaper falling down from the ceiling, the mice debris on the floor,
the dead rats outside, a menagerie of paint, paper and bare scrim.
The upstairs window invited me to sit on the beautiful wide planked wooden floor where the sun
came in, flooding warmth and light over my body as if to radiate for me the joy of landing home.
Our family had a home! No more transit camp, no bach being built in the bush, no foster home,
no hospital. Gratitude, I learnt, was being/having home!
I was in extreme gratitude. After I pushed the window up to open, I popped my head out. There I
saw children next door over the fence, I “You hoo-ed!” which was received with a happy wave
of recognition and corresponding greeting. It has taken me from the 1969s till my being in my
60s that I have awakened to the fact that the way our neighbors received us into their lives was
mediated by something deeper than language. I realize now that the grandparents/guardians of
the children spoke the language of love. They did not speak English. They were fluent in Te Reo
Maori. The two grandchildren spoke English with us.
On my first day of the new-to-me local Catholic school, when the big
kids enquired where I lived it seemed to me as if the whole world
knew our house. Of course, they did! Number 100 Old Mill Road
had been there more than 100 years! So, the scary unknown-to-mebig kids encircled me to jeer at the “over-your-head-long long grass
yucky” house where we lived. My home joy was so embedded that
my little soul could not be bullied by this group of 12year-olds
setting me up for humiliation. I disbanded them vehemently, using
my leather school bag as an effective weapon of destruction,
swinging it around faster than fast, on its long shoulder straps. They
left me alone spinning around. I was alone, I was grateful.
Long term gratitude followed even though I could not comprehend from the first day living in
Old Mill Road, that my father’s strenuous physical work of cleaning, feeding, taking care of
animals would indelibly change him also into gratitude.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Auckland Zoo … Roach resigned in 1958 taking up a position
in Kenya. During his time as Director the enclosures in the zoo had been advanced and basic
hospital facilities, a quarantine area, better equipment, and service areas had been created. Roach
made many recommendations for the zoo most notably the expansion into Western Springs park.
The next two years saw the turnover of staff and the opening of a children's zoo.
1960s In August 1960, Derek Wood from Chester Zoo was appointed as zoo supervisor. Wood
brought with him a male giraffe named John from England's Regent's Park Zoo to establish a new
herd. Wood's first report in 1961 was positive and called for pairing of animals, improvements to
accommodations, and a nocturnal house for New Zealand's national icon the kiwi. 310,500 people
visited the zoo in this year…Improvement of the buildings, exhibits and processes of the zoo were
showing results, with old cages and aviaries demolished and new gardens planted. However, the
most important undertaking was the formulation of a 25-year plan by the Council including an
expansion into Western Springs park and a move to natural, moated, bar-less enclosures.
In September 1965 the zoo's star elephant Jamuna died. She was believed to be approximately 50
years old and had carried over 750,000 guests. Less than a year later in May 1966 a visitor to the
zoo decided to climb a safety barrier and the orangutan, Turvey grabbed him through a bar, biting
him. The man received only minor wounds thanks to the intervention of a keeper who happen to be
passing by…The end of the 1960s saw a long-term plan for where the zoo's administration,
collection and grounds were headed. The zoo's original entrance on Old Mill Road (which had been
in use since 1922) was closed with a side entrance opening on Motions Road.

100 Old Mill Rd

2. Me tuhonohono ngā ringaringa o ngā tangata katoa, ahakoa ko wai, ki te whakapai ake
i te taiao. People from every walk of life need to join hands and work on cleaning up the
environment We need to establish a society whose foundation is recycling.
My father first began working at the back of
the zoo, in the animal hospital and children’s
zoo. There a large tree fell down in a place
where it could not be easily removed.
Understand that the zoo grounds were
maintained by ground staff and gardeners,
some who went above and beyond their job
of creating landscapes, building structures
like fountains which stimulated interactive
and appreciative engagement.
One such staff member, Mr Story, had the
idea of transforming the fallen trunk into a
dragon. He concreted over the fallen tree
where the public would only see the
dragon’s face with his sparkly eyes, sharp
teeth in an open mouth with a tongue so large a
small child could sit on it! The creator happily painted
the dragon in lively colours that would fire up the imagination
of children. The other half of the dragon was not visible to the
visitors and remained as a trunk covered in wire-netting set up
to hold the concrete on the visible side. Years later the dragon
was so popular the decision must have been made to move it to
a bigger space where the whole body could be completed as
the real dragon that it was, rather than the face of a dragon to
hide the fallen log. My mother learnt a lot (how to sculpt) from
this man’s ingenuity and willingness to share!
Recycling one can see nature accomplishes throughout the years, through the seasons, through
all weather, no matter what. People seem to enjoy this process so much we mimic nature’s
patterns, repeat them in our zoological gardens and other places where we love to congregate.
Ultimately, I learnt that recycling can be a creative, that was all the more inspired when the
pressure was on to come up with needed solutions. The dragon was the beginning, later came the
giraffe slide, the hippo stand-in for a photo, the Maori maiden intertwined with nature on the
bridge that went to ‘fairy island’. I can remember when the artist-cum groundsman was inspired
to recycle the bottom of the glass bottles to make superb eyes for these sculptures, something
that allowed the light to refract over the painted pupil giving a more realistic effect.
Yes, as children we learnt about how the zoo recycles animals! We were supremely privileged
with our constant contact with animals. However, we also learnt about people, all sorts of
people. Zoos recycle people too! Also, the ‘rubbish dump’ behind the zoo, supplied our family
with many useful things, like record players etc. The cycle of life continues in our everyday and
our other days of living. There are peak traffic/people/work times and quiet times. The ebb and
flow of life in itself is interesting. Life itself repeats the cycle of going round-and-round.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Auckland Zoo - In February 1938 the first keeper to suffer an
injury was W.A. (Bill) Hawke who was attacked by a bear and suffered a serious leg injury. After 5
weeks in the hospital he could not continue his keeping duties but stayed at the zoo for a further 30
years as a gatekeeper.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Western Springs
To the north of the zoo was an area of mangrove swamp where the Western Springs creek
reached the sea near the Meola Reef lava outcrop. This was utilised as a landfill dump and
hence reclaimed during the 1950s and 1960s. The reclaimed land was developed as playing
fields and an additional area for the MOTAT Airfield, the Sir Keith Park Memorial Airfield …
After the war the population of the surrounding suburbs grew markedly and it became obvious
that the untidy state of Western Springs was an embarrassment. As a wilderness of bogs full of
rubbish, rats and mosquitoes, it was not only unattractive but a potential health hazard. In 1961
the Auckland City Council embarked on developing the park in earnest. The lake, which had
become completely choked by introduced waterweed was reclaimed and the overgrown
landscape was carefully cleared of weeds and rubbish.

Jaguar in the 1960s like Mr Campton’s

Motor cars in photo parked at rear of the Zoological Park,
14-0185. Walsh Memorial Library, The Museum of Transport
and Technology
Site of Flour Mill (known as Motions Mill) Auckland (at foot of
hill) http://www.motat.org.nz.

https://www.bikeauckland.org.nz/great-north-road-bullocktrack-difficult-slow-beast/
Bullock tracks formed the basis of many of the first New
Zealand road. Photo from Canterbury.

Mihi, kia ora i te timatanga o te ra. Ma te mihimihi ka pai te haere o te ra i runga i te
ngakau koako. A day begins with greetings. By exchanging greetings, we can go through each
day cheerfully.
Our house was one of two houses, fenced off yet part of the zoo, next to the entrance of the zoo
where visitors paid for their tickets. Back then, in the 1960s, the entrance was at the top of the
hill so that to start seeing animals you had to walk down the long hill. When the day was
finished, to leave the zoo the same way, to get to your car or to the bus, you had to walk up the
steep long hill to the exit. It took many years for this to be reversed so that visitors could come in
on a flat immediate entrance, have car parking to support many cars and not need to negotiate a
hill at the end of a long day.
Most days the ticket keeper was Bill Hawke, unbeknown to
me at the time, because of the colour and texture of his skin,
a Maori. His job at the top of the hill was isolated from the
rest of the staff, except for the phone on his desk. His
etiquette, his greetings and farewells were impeccable.
Every person was greeted with a smile and appropriate
welcoming words. When leaving he always said as a
farewell to each and every visitor “Thank you for your
patronage.” I learnt a lot from the courtesy of this gentleman.
It was years later that I experienced that his courtesy is
inbuilt in Maori and Polynesian cultures. Travelling from
island to island, iwi to iwi, necessitates a culture of meeting
and greeting, a gift I believe, N.Z. has to give the world.
Most days, from down the road where he lived, Mr Bill
Campton would walk up the road, white shirt and suit with
no tie, formal hat on his head. Bill Campton (Mr Campton)
would share chat time with Bill Hawke (Uncle Bill). Mr
Campton told me about the mill that used to be on Old Mill
Road when the zoo was still a farm; the bullocks that carried
the timber up the Bullock Track; the lady near 100 years old
when he was a child, who lived on Meola Road in a house with a dirt floor. Mr Campton last I
saw him was 98 years old, he still drove his black jaguar, albeit slowly. When he gave us a
MacIntosh lolly, it was always one lolly for one day, all the more precious for unwrapping it
slowly, reading the flavour, savouring its melt down deliciousness. The friendship between the
two Bills modelled for me as a child, how people flourish when they treat each other with
respect.
When our family left the neighbourhood, I heard Mr Campton died soon after (loneliness??). It
never occurred to me at the time that his talking through the generations gave him as much joy
as did our eating a lolly and listening to local history we would otherwise not have had.
The two Bills coming together infected the atmosphere to be naturally kind, friendly and
welcoming. Smiling was something that was given to each and every visitor, every passer-by. I
cannot remember anyone rejecting a smile. Smiling I experienced at the zoo is a universal
greeting, whatever the dialect, the body language, the bow, the nod, the wave, smiling through
the eyes and mouth everyone responds to.

New Zealand Herald 27 Aug, 2010 5:30am: The Pacific comes to Auckland: There were
just 2200 Pacific islanders in the country in 1945. Maori hadn't yet migrated to the cities, and a
de facto "white New Zealand" immigration policy that favoured British immigrants ensured that
Auckland and the rest of the country continued to look like an outpost of Britain.
Pacific people had been travelling to New Zealand and occasionally settling here since the early
19th century, but they remained largely invisible. Most married into Pakeha and Maori families
and were absorbed into those communities. It was the post-war migration wave, which began in
earnest in the 1950s and intensified in the 1960s and 1970s that finally gave Auckland its
Pacific face. The country needed workers for its burgeoning industry and service sectors, and
there were too many dirty jobs a self-respecting British immigrant or Kiwi wasn't prepared to do.
Inevitably, the search for labour was extended to New Zealand's Pacific "territories": the Cook
Islands, Niue and Tokelau - whose inhabitants were New Zealand citizens with automatic rights
of entry - and Western Samoa, which had been under New Zealand administration since 1914.
It was a marriage of convenience. With few opportunities at home and education the preserve
of the high-ranking or well-off afakasi (half-caste) families who could afford to travel to New
Zealand, many islanders in search of good jobs and good schools for themselves and their
children had little choice but to emigrate. Though some were attracted by the excitement and
freedom promised by a modern Palagi society, which they had glimpsed in the magazines and
movies that found their way to the islands, many migrated out of necessity and duty to families
at home, who they either supported with remittances (which soon outstripped foreign aid) or
funded to join them in New Zealand.

In that way, entire families and sometimes even villages in the case of Niue, moved to New
Zealand, most of them settling in Auckland. From 3600 Pacific people here in 1951, to nearly
94,000 in 1981, to 175,000 in 1991, to 266,000 at the 2006 Census, the Pacific came to
Auckland.Auckland's first Pacific community was not in south Auckland but in the now high-end
inner-city suburbs of Ponsonby, Newton and Grey Lynn, as well as Freemans Bay and Parnell.
These were less salubrious places in the 1950s, the locus of cheap rental housing, much of it
consisting of run-down old villas and workers' cottages with no hot water or inside toilet.
University of Auckland anthropologist Dr Melanie Anae, who grew up in that first settler
community, recalls that: "This was a time when work was aplenty, when the standard of
education was high and evenly accessed, when the church was the focus for the spiritual and
pastoral care of the growing numbers of Pacific Aucklanders." The turning point was the
economic downturn that began in 1973, and coincided with record levels of immigration from
Britain and the Pacific. The Samoans and Tongans whose overstaying had been tolerated while
labour was short were suddenly unwelcome as the job market contracted and anti-immigration
feeling mounted. Their visibility made them convenient scapegoats for politicians who blamed
them for overloading social services. The controversial dawn raids on the homes of alleged
overstayers that began in 1974, and the random stopping of Pacific people (many of whom
were here legally) shattered the benign image of New Zealand that many Pacific Islanders had,
and remains a bitter memory for many older immigrants. A 1985-86 study showed that Pacific
people comprised only a third of overstayers, but 86 per cent of all prosecutions for overstaying.
People from the United States and Britain who also made up almost a third of those overstaying
represented just 5 per cent of prosecutions.

3. He uaua te whakaako i a tatou ano. Whakaturia to mana motuhake.
It’s a challenge to train ourselves. Cultivate self-reliance.
The zoo environment itself was so invigoratingly stimulating, such a large area to run around
quickly, it was a challenge to find dad. One needed to be self-reliant. We
trained ourselves to sound like an animal, a sea-lion: this was in the days
before we had a phone at home let alone a cell phone in our pockets. We
achieved easy communication by copying sea lions. By mimicking the
sound of their call, we could make our voices travel afar, and if people
weren’t looking, we could pretend we weren’t making a noise - it was a
sealion! By training ourselves by using their call we could locate one
another over the vast space at the zoo to find each other more quickly.
That was animal language.
My own parents’, who met in New Zealand, language was Dutch, albeit different dialects. I
could understand Dutch. When tourists came from the Netherlands and spoke their language I
had to pretend not to understand. Dad believed in training. He had decided to teach himself Latin
so that he could sing in the church choir. As he took the wheel barrow around full of meat for the
lions he would recite the conjugation of Latin verbs “amo, amas, amat, amamus, amatis, amant”.
He then taught me Latin, so I would be able to have a good start at secondary school. Little did
he know only one of the Catholic schools had Latin on their curriculum, and their school fees
were something he could not even imagine! Because of this money difficulty, before I began
secondary school, I started delivering flyers for Britannica. I chose to do this at the intensively
built flats at the bottom of the Bullock track – they are still there. To save more money I worked
during the weekends in the zoo postcard shop next to the staff office. When no visitors came it
was so boring that I watched the shadow of the enormous palm creep over the asphalt until
work’s end. I came to know that I preferred more work than no work. Early training was good!
At the zoo people came from all over the world. Sometimes they were tourists. Sometimes they
were immigrants. Many languages were an everyday experience for me and became even more
integral to my life. I knew what it felt like to be a Kiwi. I knew what it felt like to be a foreigner.
For the school holidays I got a job in a laundry at Grey Lynn where the
manager pronounced “It’s too tough here. I guarantee you will not
last a day”. After three weeks were up the Maori came up to me
enquiring “Are you Maori?” I said “No”. I was very brown and I had
frizzy hair which I curled to make look normal. However, it was an
unusual question for me. I asked why they had asked. They said they
were taken aback I didn’t walk away from them at morning tea when
the spoke their reo/ language. Then the Samoans came up to me too,
when I had finished my time at the laundry and asked the same
question “Are you Samoan?” On my enquiry they replied the same as the Maori, they too were
pleasantly surprised I was comfortable sitting with them while they spoke their own language/s.
To be resilient at the zoo we learnt to be curious, to be alert, to be aware, to be open to
continually be in the state of happy self-reliance, even when you could not understand what
people around you were talking about.

The book “Good Economics in Hard Times” published by Public Affairs The goal of
social policy, in these times of change and anxiety, is to help people absorb the shocks
that affect them without allowing those shocks to affect their sense of themselves.
Unfortunately, this is not the system we have inherited. Our social protection still has its
Victorian overlay, and all too many politicians do not try to hide their contempt for the
poor and disadvantaged. Even with a shift in attitude, social protection will require a
profound rethinking and an injection of lots of imagination. We clearly don’t have all the
solutions, and suspect nobody else does either. But as long as we understand what the
goal is, we can win.
Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: "Frans" de Waal - His 2013 book The Bonobo and the
Atheist examines human behaviour through the eyes of a primatologist, and explores to what extent
God and religion are needed for human morality. The main conclusion is that morality comes from
within, and is part of human nature. The role of religion is secondary… In June 2018, de Waal was
awarded the NAT Award, recently established by the Museum of Natural Sciences of Barcelona.
The award, which goes to people or institutions "that are referents for their way of viewing and
explaining nature, whether because they have encouraged professional engagement in natural
history disciplines or because they have contributed significantly to nature conservation", was
awarded to de Waal "for his vision regarding the evolution of animal behaviour in establishing a
parallel between primate and human behaviour in aspects such as politics, empathy, morality and
justice.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Dutch contribution to intrinsic value of a human, or any
other sentient animal, is value which originates within itself, the value it confers on itself by
desiring its own lived experience as an end in itself. Intrinsic value exists wherever self-valuing
beings exist … The phrase "intrinsic value" (often used synonymously with inherent value) has
been adopted by animal rights advocates. The Dutch Animal Health and Welfare Act referred to
it in 1981: "Acknowledgment of the intrinsic value of animals means that animals have value in
their own right and as a consequence their interests are no longer automatically subordinate to
man's interests." This acknowledgement has stirred a debate on what it entails in the context
of animal husbandry, animal breeding, vivisection, animal testing and biotechnology. It is also
used by environmental advocates and in law to holistically encompass the totality of intrinsic
values in an ecosystem. Article 7(d) of New Zealand's Resource Management Act (RMA), for
example, requires particular regard to be to given to "intrinsic values of ecosystems"

4. Kei te kupu te mana ki te whakapuaki i ngawaiaro hohonu o te tangata.
Words have the power to express a person's innermost attitude.
It took time at home, but a while after our arrival to Old Mill Road, the grass was mown, the
place set up with rat traps, and a basic cleanliness. I learnt the hard lesson that we were poor.
Even in a poor neighborhood, we were deemed poor. The simple words, accompanied by the
incredulous tone “Do you live at THAT place?” conveyed this kind of attitude time and time
again.

I believed we were poor for many decades. It
was only after having completed my law degree
that I began to realize that my life living at the
zoo was a rich, unique abundance of multilayered, multi-cultural experience that most
people would never be privileged to live.
Most people think of a zoo as a place of
animals. a facility with usually indoor and
outdoor settings where living, typically wild
animals are kept especially for public exhibition. Although this described a zoo when we were
living there, even at the time I could see the dynamic changes taking place with people’s
relationship with animals and nature.
From a resident spectator’s point of view, the reality is
that more people visit the zoo than the animals that
live there. As a child we saw hundreds of thousands of
people from New Zealand and all over the world
(tourists and visitors) pass by our house every year. It
was interesting to see how we became popular with
the other children who used to reject us, when they
found out they could pat a lion cub in our living room.
People visiting us to get the predicted free entry also
made us so popular in peak season mum would take us
down the road to Garnet Road beach so we could escape the daily ritual of packets of Arrowroot
biscuits and tea bags, received with gratitude and a smile (an nothing else!).

The Soul of All Living Creatures: What Animals Can Teach Us About Being Human by
Vint Virga, D.V.M., a veterinarian in clinical practice specializing in behavioural medicine
For the past 20 years… I’ve spent most of my working hours studying animals and the profound
connections we share with them. As a specialist in veterinary behavioural medicine, I’ve delved into the
inner lives of creatures from whales, wolves, and leopards to mice, dogs, and cats, and immersed myself
in the world from their perspective… I consider key truths I have learned through the years about animals
and our relationships with them—basic traits we share in common, ways we differ, and how, by
perceiving the world as they do, we can enrich our own appreciation of life…

Ten Things Animals Can Teach Us About Being Human
1. Savour the moment. Animals, by their very nature, live focused on the moment, while we, as
humans, far too often are distracted by thoughts about the past and future… By taking our cue
from animals and noticing more of each present moment, we can find a chance to more fully
appreciate what is happening right now in our lives.
2. Heed your instincts. Alert and attentive to each of their senses, animals respond to cues about
the world around them by trusting their instincts and acting on them. When we rationalize in our
human minds what our instincts may tell us to take notice of—or ignore what our senses are
conveying to us …
3. Keep focused on what’s most important. On those days when it seems everything has gone
wrong and we come home exhausted and spent, our animal companions devotedly greet us with
unfailing offers of love and affection… And in their patient devotion, they serve as reminders of
how much we value connecting with others and sharing our hearts.
4. Don’t get bogged down on words. As we communicate with family and friends, most often we
think of relying on words. Yet we often neglect to consider the many other ways that we portray
our inner world. The tone of our voice, our facial expressions, our posture, our movements,
scents released by our skin to waft through the air communicate our thoughts, emotions, and
intentions, often more reliably than the words we choose.
5. Take time to rest. In the hurried pace of our daily routines, it’s all too easy to fill our days with a
steady stream of activities… But, taking a cue from our dogs and cats, the lions at the zoo, a
hawk perched in a tree overlooking the road that we glimpse from the car, we can take quiet
moments to rest for a bit and give ourselves time to relax and reflect.
6.

Remember to play. In the midst of our day, when we feel the pressures from work or at home, a
well-deserved break—even just a few moments—from the task at hand can lighten our load and
help ease our concerns… the creatures around us routinely play to invent, discover, and bring
joy to their day.

7. Don’t take yourself so seriously … our cats jump to play fully absorbed in their game without
worries about how they may appear to us or others watching them … Letting go of our inner
critic and the judgments of others, we can more fully embrace those times we enjoy.
8. Let go of attachment to being right or wrong. Evolution favours those creatures that focus on
what matters most—finding food, remaining healthy, resting, breeding, and caring for young. …
Letting go of our attachment to being right or wrong frees us to align ourselves with what we
value most.
9. Practice forgiveness. While animals, certainly, suffer grief, misfortune, and misery, they move
past them with greater poise than we humans often do. … like the creatures around us, we can
give as before with grace and equanimity.

10. Love unconditionally. In the silent presence of the creatures around us…we sense their regard
for our thoughts and feelings, and we respond in kind without reserve. If we choose, we can do
so, as well, with each other.

5. He nui te mana o te kupu kei roto i te ahua o te kawenga o te reo, ki te whakahuri i ngā
whainga Ngā Ngā wawata o etahi atu me ou ake wawata. The way you project words has
tremendous power to change not only your own destiny but also the destiny of others.
My father affectionately (dad grew up in an orphanage) named his first
lion cub ‘Mirza’. As Wikipedia states:
The word Mīrzā is derived from the Persian term Amīrzādeh which literally
means child of the Amīr or child of the ruler.[8] Amīrzādeh in turn consists of the
Arabic title Amīr (English: Emir), meaning "commander" and
the Persian suffix zādeh, meaning "son of" or "lineage of".[9] Due to vowel
harmony in Turkic languages, the alternative pronunciation Morza (plural morzalar;
derived from the Persian) is also used.

Dad told us it meant “King of Kings” or
“Royalty”. Mirza and Dad never lost their royal
relationship even as adult males Mirza would
allow dad to stroke him like a pussy cat, even
put dad’s head in his mouth with no risk of
danger. What dad meant by chosing this word
wasn’t lost to the lion.
After dad had retired from the zoo for ten years
or so, we brought him back for a visit to the
zoo. I will never forget standing outside the
small lion cage where Mirza was laying, what
else could he do? The cage was too small? Dad softly yet deeply called
“Mirza!” Dad repeated this quietly time after time. The lion rose
to his feet, and with the same deep quiet roar from deep within
his own belly you could see rise and fall of the abdomen
returning with the sound/purr/roar of recognition. Just thinking
about it stirs my soul and deep vibration within me moves my
tears to cry.
The way animals and nature project sounds has tremendous power. Words projected with a smile
magnifies the power of sound. To illustrate the effectiveness of smiling, one of the games we
played when we were bored was to find lost children in order to reconnect them to their parents.
Approaching a lost child with a warm smile never failed to pass on the caring that was offered.
Recently while at the zoo I was with some friends. I ‘picked up’ a lost child. I brought him back
to his parents who were talking in a large group. I was shocked none of the adults, with me or
with the child, noticed this going on. The parents didn’t know their child was lost. For me,
detecting a non-smiling face, making the face smile, bringing more smiles to connect back to the
parents, is an age-old easy remedy.

Dutch Parenting: Published Thu, Jun 6 201912:00 PM EDT Updated Thu, Jul 25 201910:24 AM EDT
2013 UNICEF report claiming that Dutch children were the happiest kids in the world. The
report was a follow-up to one conducted in 2007, in which the Netherlands was first named as a
prime example of childhood prosperity. The U.K. and the U.S. ranked in the two lowest
positions.
A handful of other organizations, including Britain’s Child Poverty Action Group and the World
Economic Forum, have also ranked Dutch kids incredibly high in personal happiness.
So how exactly do Dutch parents raise the happiest kids in the world?
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Babies get plenty of sleep
Kids spend more time with both parents
Kids feel less pressure to excel in school
Kids are encouraged to express their own opinions
Kids eat “hagelslag” (chocolate sprinkles) for breakfast
Kids are encouraged to bike;

The Encyclopaedia of New Zealand https://teara.govt.nz
Migration after 1945 - A policy of mutual convenience

In 1950 Wellington approached The Hague, asking whether it could obtain 2,000 skilled
migrants. Carpenters, skilled labourers, and farm and domestic workers were high on the
wanted list. It was a move based on pragmatic grounds, and both countries stood to gain from
the arrangement. The need for workers was immediate… New Zealand Assisted Passage
Scheme was extended to include a limited number of Dutch citizens with special skills.
Candidates faced strict selection processes. About a quarter of the post-war Dutch settlers
were subsidised in this way. The door also opened that year to those willing to pay their own
way, so long as they had a job and a place to live. Some even brought prefabricated houses
with them. Within a few months, Dutch migrants came in by the thousand, mainly by sea.
The first wave: Who were the 1950s migrants? They were usually single males, with an
average age of 25 … came from the densely populated and industrialised West Holland
conurbation called the Randstad – bounded by Amsterdam, Rotterdam, The Hague and
Utrecht. … Dutch churches helped promote migration, with an estimated half of all settlers
being Roman Catholic…They were permitted to carry only minimal amounts of luggage, and
arrived after five weeks living in crowded dormitories on ships like the Sibajak…Ebb and flow
Demand for passages remained high during the 1950s. The peak years were between July 1951
and June 1954, when an intake of 10,583 settlers was recorded. Numbers dropped as the
Dutch economy recovered.

“Mahia nga mahi ki tou kaha katoa”, he ture motuhake tenei.
your best” is a golden rule to cherish.

“Do

My father’s career at the zoo started with working in the animal hospital and the children’s zoo
situated next door. These were as far from the zoo entrance, staff tea room and offices as could
be (longer walking distance). Two lion cages sat opposite the children’s zoo so these were
included in the ‘keeper’s run’.
Early on one of the lionesses, understandably confined in a display cage for the public to view,
rejected her baby. Dad was distressed, my mother empathised. Dad asked mum if he could bring
the cub home at night to fed. As with many animals thereafter, my mother woke throughout the
night to feed the new-born animal.
The irony of this for me was I heard all the criticism my parents received having many children.
Little did the criticisers know that not only their own children did they nurture, but the many
animal babies they took on board. So it was, my father brought the lion cub home at night to
nurse.
Every day he would bring it to work, as it got older, for safety, he put him on a dog leash and
walked him down the hill to start his day at work.

www.NZDSA.org.nz New Zealand Downs Syndrome Association
VISION

People with Down syndrome are valued and equal members of their
community, fulfilling their goals.

MISSION

To work alongside families, whānau and carers to support and empower
people with Down syndrome to realise their potential and aspirations through
all life stages and within all communities.

ESSENCE

Accept, understand, connect.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Auckland
Zoo in the 1960s …. Public feeding continued at the
zoo and the perennial problems with rats, eels and
flooding was still ongoing, there was pressure on the
facilities and ablutions, many were still the originals
from opening and the first serious calls for expansion
began ...The early 1970s brought an improvement to
the grounds, exhibits and animal husbandry.
Improvement in veterinarian practices and
equipment, stopping of public feeding (1979) and
more naturalistic enclosures lead to healthier,
happier animals and subsequently breeding success
increased… 1980s A new hippo enclosure, the availability of animal "adoption" and transfer of
zoo marketing to a professional organisation marked 1980…The following year the zoo's
entrance was moved to its current location (since renovated) in a carpark off Motions Road and
the construction began on an improved animal hospital (completed in 1986 and since replaced
by NZCCM)

6. He rereke te ahua me ngā tikanga o tēnā o tēnā tangata e noho tahi nei ki tenei ao.
People with various personalities and characteristics co-exist in the world.
It was interesting to see how all of our neighbours were so different, yet the same in that we all
expressed our pleasure living next to each other. All of us no doubt were experts in difference.
The elderly Maori couple next door kept their place immaculately, he was a gardener at the zoo,
and she took care of the grandchildren. Unlike us, they had a television.
To keep her less isolated, the husband concreted a red fireplace in the middle of the garden
facing towards the street. In front of this he strategically placed gnomes and pot plants. It was
incredibly unique. It was so unusual, when the thousands of people walked past our place to go
to the zoo, they would inevitably stop. They would point and say “Look at THAT?!?” The house
wife was in the house behind net curtains / venetian blinds that you couldn’t see in. All you had
to do was make yourself comfortable in the sofa and watch the people go buy, admiring your
garden!
Another regular event during the week, across the road a gentleman, in 20s – 30s would walk up
to pick up his girlfriend from her house where she lived with her parents next to the dairy. Both
would then travel to the place where they schooled Down Syndrome adults. As a child it was a
joy to see them so happy to greet and meet each other to travel together for the day. Their happy
joy set a positive tone to the whole street.
On Wednesdays, dad would invite the neighbour’s
children, to our backyard. With his zoo whistle he
would supervise and manage races and wrestling fights
for both boys and girls. He believed it was important
for females to be safe, know how to fight back. We
were encouraged to learn to roller skate, dance, fight,
compete with running, learn judo, generally explore the
world in a way that understood we were all in this
together, no matter what the differences. Just like the
animals: the birds, the primates, the fish, the big cats, the animals threatened with extinction, the
sparrows flying without a cage, life co-exists.
The zoo has caged and uncaged wild life. One of my favourite
games was sitting outside the bear pit, when all the people were
gone, the sparrows would line up on the opposite wall. I would
bob down and hide, jumping up suddenly. All the sparrows
would simultaneously take to flight as if I were a predator
coming to eat them. It was lots of fun for a little girl wanting to
play. A different game was played by pre-adolescent boys who
would go to ‘fairy land island’ and catch eels for supper. The eels were so plentiful. The creek
water must have been full of stuff to eat. Life was interesting, always changing. One day it was
unreal seeing the hippo swimming in pink water – the laundry up in Grey Lynn must have been
doing the washing! The buttercup flower grows under the great Kauri; the wild animal sits in a
cage while the domestic animals roam around freely; the disabled person is pushed in the
wheelchair free to observe while the ‘driver’ has to pant up the hill; we can run around the zoo
daily which others cannot afford to come because of the cost, yet others can afford. All of these
co-exist to make our world inhabitable / un-in habitable.

Wikipedia the free encyclopaedia: Auckland Zoo in 1970s The early 1970s brought an
improvement to the grounds, exhibits and animal husbandry. Improvement in veterinarian practices
and equipment, stopping of public feeding (1979) and more naturalistic enclosures lead to healthier,
happier animals and subsequently breeding success increased. Animals deemed unsuitable for
Auckland were transferred or phased out (not actively bred) of the zoo's collection. Behavioural
enrichments were first provided during this time. The NZI Kiwi Nocturnal House was opened in May
1971 and was the first of its kind in New Zealand. It still exists today as BNZ Kiwi and Tuatara
House. Expansion finally was approved in August with an extra 12 acres (4.9 ha) into Western
Springs to be developed, work began in 1973. Kashin, a female Indian elephant arrived from Como
Zoo in the US the same year (was still at the zoo in the Animal Planet Elephant Clearing until her
death in 2009). Two years later the first full-time teacher at the zoo was employed. A proposal for a
rural or open range zoo was put forward for the housing and breeding of larger mammals. The
proposal has been brought up periodically but never realised. Also in 1976 the first comprehensive
course for keepers started at the Auckland Technical Institute.
My opinion about my father I know my father experienced so much trauma in his life – the
war, the orphanage, child abuse, starvation – that he was a ‘trauma expert’, so when pushcame-to-shove he could pick himself up and survive! Without a doubt it was healing for him to
be given the opportunity to live with the animals, clean, feed and protect them.

https://integratedlistening.com/what-is-trauma Large ‘T’ traumas are extraordinary
experiences that bring about severe distress and helplessness. They may be one-time events
like acts of terrorism, natural catastrophes, and sexual assault. Or, they may be prolonged
stressors like war, child abuse, neglect or violence. They are much more difficult or even
impossible to overlook, yet they are often actively avoided. For instance, people may steer clear
of triggers like personal reminders, certain locations, or situations like crowded or even deserted
places. And they may resist confronting the memory of the event. As a coping mechanism, this
only works for so long. Prolonging access to support and treatment prolongs healing.

National Geographic 1992: Dutch Culture: Colourful though it is, this festive moment is one
of the few visible expressions of Dutch culture in New Zealand, and even then it takes place in
the domain of the elderly. The language, rituals and domestic observances which make up this
culture have largely disappeared in New Zealand. For the most part Dutch immigrants have
been at pains to assimilate, often announcing proudly in the thickest of accents that they are
dinkum Kiwis. Nevertheless, they were once the largest group of non-English speaking
immigrants in New Zealand, a product of a wave of mass migration which occurred after World
War II. Almost 40,000 Dutch people emigrated to New Zealand, and today there are 80,000
people of Dutch descent in this country.

7. Kei ngā tangata katoa o retour ake whakaaroaro I te kaupapa.
Everyone has a valid opinion.
Service at the zoo gave my father courage (to form his own opinion). One day at the children’s
zoo, a mother started screaming when her baby started choking, turning blue and stopped
breathing. My father assessed the situation was urgent (he himself had recently lost a baby like
this), after a few moments, took the baby and completed a successful Heimlich manoeuvre. He
was proud the baby could breathe but a little taken aback that the mother now turned her
adrenalin to screaming and yelling at him.
Talking things through at home, he understood on hindsight that the mother was still in extreme
shock. He was happy he had taken the brunt of the trauma in this way and was very grateful that
the baby was alive. He realised she had a valid opinion. He was relieved he could express his
opinion at home.
Years later, he came home in the middle of his work day, slumped in the chair, looked like
someone had picked him up and dipped him in white wash. I couldn’t understand what was
going on, I had never seen him like this before. When he came to talk to the family, he described
how the office public speaker demanded he come urgently to the office at the other end of the
zoo. “Mr Gruijters come to the office now!” It was such a rude tone his instinct was to ignore it.
Nevertheless, he went begrudgingly went down. When he arrived at the office, it was a public
holiday with full capacity crowd. The staff threw him a pitch fork and informed him the
orangutan had escaped (not my father’s fault nor responsibility).
This was the orangutan that dad, showing off to the bus tours, especially Americans, that
unloaded around the bandstand, would hand a cigarette through the bars, light up the orangutan
and his cigarette so they could puff together while dad casually answered questions from the
tourists. The orangutan would sit in his cage, dad would stand outside, just out of reach of the
large extended fingers of the orangutan on the other side of the fence. Dad told us that in order to
hold down a chimp for anaesthetic took one-two men on each limb i.e. 6-8 men, such tree
swinging creatures were stronger than strong.
All I can say is that my father, aware of all the children and parents surrounding this un-caged
orangutan, mustered up a residual spiritual power, extended the pitchfork and eyeballed the
orangutan to walk backwards step-by-step, back into his cage. Dad closed the door. Speechless
he went home to collapse.
The man behind the public speaker had a valid opinion. My speechless father had a valid
opinion. We learnt as children that even if something may seem absolutely impossible,
somebody describing it also has a valid opinion.
My opinion as a child was that I wished I had heard something of an apology to my father. I did
hear the respect they had for the man, waiting for him to come that long way down from the
back of the zoo to the front office, because he had the internal courage to stand for what he
believed in – protect all life.
If the orangutan had an opinion, I am sure he preferred to be alive than shot.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia - A laundry copper A wash copper, copper boiler or
simply copper is a wash house boiler, generally made of galvanized iron, though the best sorts
are made of copper. In the inter-war years they came in two types. The first is built into a
brickwork furnace and was found in older houses. The second was the free-standing or portable
type, it had an enamelled metal exterior that supported the inner can or copper. The bottom part
was adapted to hold a gas burner, a high-pressure oil or an ordinary wood or coal fire. Superior
models could have a drawing-off tap, and a steam-escape pipe that lead into the flue.[1]
It was used for domestic laundry. Linen and cotton were placed in the copper and
were boiled to whiten them. Clothes were agitated within the copper with a washing dolly, a
vertical stick with either a metal cone or short wooden legs on it. After washing, the laundry was
lifted out of the boiling water using the washing dolly or a similar device, and placed on a
strainer resting on a laundry tub or similar container to capture the wash water and begin the
drying and cooling process. The laundry was then dried with a mangle and then line-dried.
Meticulous care was taken to avoid rust, and grease. In cases of the latter it could be cleaned
with paraffin or soft soap. Water was always put in the copper before it was lit.[1] In the case of
solid fuel, a small shovel of hot coals would be brought from the main kitchen fire
and coke shovelled on top.

https://teara.govt.nz/en/domestic-architecture 19th Century Domestic Architecture
New Zealand’s first architecturally designed houses, in the 1820s and 1830s, were Georgian,
with symmetrical facades and ground-floor verandahs. Examples include mission stations in
Northland and the Treaty House at Waitangi. For the rest of the 19th century architecture
followed overseas developments, including classical revival and Gothic revival styles. Houses
were built in wood, brick or stone. Grand houses were built in the late 19th century, often with a
servants’ wing.

8. Ko te mahi ako he ritenga aata hikoi tahi ki te tahi tapuwae.
Learning is a gradual step-by-step process.
Living in one of the original European houses built in New Zealand I came to understand,
step-by-step how things make progress
a) The house was old, it was cold, built in days when the roof
over the head was the insulation.
b) The wood was strong. The verandah so useful. Letter hole in
the front door pre-dated telephones.
c) The red paint was full of lead, the scrim full of dust …
d) The garage and fences were made of red-lead-painted tin.
e) The house looked like it was built before there were
kitchens, so the fireplace served to keep things warm.
f) The bathroom was built coming off the dining on the right.
g) The small kitchen was added onto the dining room to hold
the green gas stove/oven with the emblem of the queen on, a
sink and outdoor access before there were fridges.
Unfortunately, for us the oven no longer worked.
h) The laundry with double concrete sinks, to hold the ringer,
copper, to boil the washing, was added onto the kitchen.
i) When outdoor toilets were upgraded to chain toilets, the toilet
was added to the laundry with internal and external access.
The layout seemed to be determined by the step-by-step domestic
improvements. What this meant in practice was, the children who
slept upstairs, with a magnificent view of the sea, when they needed
to go to the toilet in the middle of the night, had to go down the stairs,
through the corridor, through the dining room, then the kitchen, then
the laundry to get to the toilet!
Just as houses needs designers and
builders, gardens thrive with care
and attention, animals and children
need the support and care of their
elders. I will never forget while
going to the toilet one very early
morning, mum and dad were intensely focussed on what I
could see were four wee leopard cubs, obviously just born.
With all the creativity they could muster they had converted
the aquarium hose to serve as a conduit to give these animals
mouth to mouth resuscitation. Just next to them was my
sister’s parrot. A menagerie of love.
Just as the ‘dump’ we lived we were told would be declared a
public historic places building, so too I can see the wire netted,
concrete floor confines of animal cages of the ‘colonial mindset zoological park’ transforming into the ecologically
friendly, conservation activator of the zoo’s learning process.

Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia -The culture of New Zealand is essentially
•
•
•
•

a Western culture
influenced by the unique environment and geographic isolation of the islands,
and the cultural input of the indigenous Māori people
and the various waves of multi-ethnic migration which followed the British colonisation of
New Zealand.

…New Zealand has three official languages. English is the primary official language with its use
unrestricted anywhere. The Maori language and New Zealand Sign Language also have official
status, in certain contexts, as defined by their respective statutes.[35] Other languages are also
spoken in New Zealand by some immigrant communities. … It has been claimed that Pākehā
do not actually have a culture, or if they do it is not a distinct one.[ Part of the problem is
that high culture is often mistaken for culture in general, and the lack of recognition historically
given to New Zealand's artists, writers and composers is seen as evidence of a lack of culture.
In contrast, Pākehā pop culture is generally highly visible and valued. Others argue that belief in
the 'absence' of culture in NZ is a symptom of white privilege, allowing members of a dominant
group to see their culture as 'normal' or 'default', rather than as a specific position of relative
advantage.[19] One of the goals of Pākehā anti-racist groups of the 1980s was to enable Pākehā
to see their own culture as such, rather than thinking what they did was normal and what other
people did was 'ethnic' and strange.

…

From the 1980s Pākehā began to further explore their distinctive traditions and to argue that New
Zealanders had a culture which was neither Māori nor British. There was an interest in "Kiwiana"—items
from New Zealand's heritage that are seen as representing iconic Kiwi elements, such as
the pōhutukawa (New Zealand Christmas tree), pāua-shell ash-tray, Buzzy Bee, Pineapple
Lumps, gumboots and jandals.[21][22]

Research@Lincoln Thesis: DIY (Do-It-Yourself) home improvement in New Zealand by Mackay,
Michael D. Abstract- Do-it-yourself home improvement (DIY) is considered a defining characteristic of
Kiwi identity and the New Zealand way-of-life, with a 2009 home improvement advertisement boasting
that DIY is in our DNA. Since at least the 1950s, the national enthusiasm for DIY has spawned a major
and multifarious home improvement industry which includes DIY television shows, home improvement
manuals and magazines, how-to websites and hardware megastores, with DIY retail sales alone
estimated at NZ$1 billion per year. Yet despite the obvious cultural and economic significance of DIY in
New Zealand, the home improvement practices of New Zealand homeowners are not well-researched or
understood. To address the research gap, this thesis presents a naturalistic and exploratory study of the
DIY practices of 27 Christchurch homeowners. To support the study, a synthesis of the international
academic DIY literature is presented along with a brief history of DIY in New Zealand. DIY activity
emerges in the study as a complex and multifaceted phenomenon involving property owners
conceptualising, planning and executing a range of practical projects associated with the production,
maintenance and consumption of home. The deployment of a range of social science theories helps to
demonstrate that the outcome of peoples‘ home-improvement activities is the DIYed home – a socially
and physically constructed place – personalised, adapted and to be enjoyed.

9. Kia mataara te mahi ki te tatari koe ka tomuri te haere. Be the first to make efforts, if
you wait for others then progress will be more difficult.
From the very first day our family
moved to Grey Lynn, the
neighbours made an effort to help
each other. So natural was it to
understand this good will, it has
taken me more than fifty years to
realize that the grandparents next
door didn’t even speak English.
What they did do was, in the
holidays, they sent their grandchildren up to the book shop to buy the latest Superman and
Superwoman comics. They sent their grandchildren to our place with these super books, we
would spread out a blanket underneath the plum tree, and lay down to read the comics while
munching fruit from the tree. It was a blessing for our family because we could not afford the
latest new books.
Across the road next to the dairy, a man worked in a shed,
reupholstering furniture. He kindly allowed me to use the
scraps to make boutique clothes for the second hand barbie
dolls my mother bought at the shop in Grey Lynn. They
gave her the prime status of having first priority to select
second hand clothes while they were still at the back of the
shop, no doubt she would have offered to do the wash for
the privilege (I am guessing the negotiating of words).
The zoo gave me a place to pick up feathers for a feather
collection I gathered for more than ten years. You can only
imagine our feather-bouquet vase. Unfortunately, I didn’t
understand that to keep feathers, I should have treated their
quills to prevent the insects getting in. When we moved
away, I had to dispose of the six feet long, three one and a
half feet deep metal box I had been storing them in! By
making these efforts I learnt the hard way how important it is to think about posterity – hence a
motivator for this book about how nature grows us while we grow nature. We need each other.
The same line of experience motivated me to help pioneer the Repeat Read Aloud Programme
which ran continuously for ten years in different libraries. Having had the golden opportunity to
observe hundreds of thousands, if not millions, of different people as a natural part of my life
and play, I learnt the value of fun, the value of play, the value of approaching life with the open
mind of a child.
Volunteers ran the Repeat Read Aloud Programme, initiating their good will, giving their time, their
expertise and energy. Language Learning Readers too, volunteered their best efforts to connect to the
language community they were now living in. Hundreds of Chinese, Koreans and others from all over the
world were the first to make the effort to show how collaboration can work recycling our resources. See
what the translators have contributed to www.repeatreadaloud.co.nz?

National Geographic 1992: Generally, the Dutch liked their new countrymen enormously,
even if they complained they were never invited to their homes. New Zealanders were endlessly
resourceful, and their willingness to “give it a go” soon won the immigrants’ admiration. New
Zealanders, it seemed, could do anything: fix a car, build a house, farm, sew, cook a beautiful
meal. Even their picnics were elaborate compared with the Dutch doorstep sandwiches.
Sometimes their expertise was daunting, particularly for women encountering the Kiwi baking
spread and knowing they could not reciprocate in the same way.
Furthermore, this Kiwi savvy cut across traditional Dutch class boundaries. The Dutch were
used to a more restricted way of life, bound by the constraints of space, family and class, and
reinforced by history and their Calvinist faith. Centuries of fighting back the ever-threatening sea
and struggling to make ends meet have impressed upon these cold-climate people the sense
that life is no frolic. New Zealanders, by contrast, were “slap-happy”. You could always tell a
Dutch farm, they said. It was tidier than a Kiwi’s. And no Dutchman would have gone to the pub
once the day’s work was done—there was always something else to do for these industrious
ants. The presence of the Dutch was a constant rebuke to the “she’ll be right” ethic and “go
slow” tactics of the 1950s Kiwi worker. Their hardworking stance sometimes caused tensions in
the workplace, and many migrants soon sought the rewards of self-employment.
Despite the occasional cultural clash, Dutch integration proceeded smoothly. A 1954 Internal
Affairs department record noted approvingly: “The Dutch seem to have a positive and conscious
drive to assimilate. Many even refuse decisively to read the Dutch newspaper or join a Dutch
Club, lest it should affect their assimilation.” For those who still spoke Dutch, locals sometimes
put the pressure on. Most immigrants can recall hearing the phrase, “Excuse me, it’s rude to
speak a foreign language” at one time or other. The Dutch absorbed the assimilation message
so thoroughly that any identification with their culture was regarded as a failure. However, many
immigrants say that they were only too happy to embrace the freedoms New Zealand offered.
Even the Kiwi reserve had its advantages. “The Dutch always seemed so bossy and interfering,
while New Zealanders left you alone. It was a relief.” “I could do what I liked, and I enjoyed
that.” “I could never have tried so many things in Holland.” And a familiar rejoinder when a
migrant is asked how they would like to live in Holland today is: “In Holland your life is lived for
you.”
Wikipedia, the free encyclopaedia: Franciscus Bernardus Maria "Frans" de Waal (born
October 29, 1948) is a Dutch primatologist and ethologist. In 1975, De Waal began a six-year
project on the world's largest captive colony of chimpanzees at the Arnhem Zoo. The study
resulted in many scientific papers, and resulted in publication of his first book, Chimpanzee
Politics, in 1982. This book offered the first description of primate behaviour explicitly in terms of
planned social strategies. De Waal was first to introduce the thinking of Machiavelli to
primatology, leading to the label "Machiavellian Intelligence" that later became associated with
it. In his writings, De Waal has never shied away from attributing emotions and intentions to his
primates, and as such his work inspired the field of primate cognition that, three decades later,
flourishes around themes of cooperation, altruism, and fairness.
His early work also drew attention to deception and conflict resolution, nowadays two major
areas of research. Initially, all of this was highly controversial. Thus, the label of "reconciliation",
which De Waal introduced for reunions after fights, was questioned at first, but is now fully
accepted with respect to animal behaviour. Recently, De Waal's work has emphasized nonhuman animal empathy and even the origins of morality. His most widely cited paper,[4] written
with his former student Stephanie Preston, concerns the evolutionary origin
and neuroscience of empathy, not just in primates, but in mammals in general.

10. Ko ngā piki me ngā heke o to hikoi I tenei Ao, ka taea ma to whakamahi i te kupu.
Whether your journey in life is fortunate or unfortunate is greatly determined by the way you
use words.
Words form our thinking, express our emotions, communicate to the supreme, ourselves and
others. I believe, looking back, the family’s move to the zoo, changed the words in my father’s
life. Where he had buried his head in history, statistics, critical argumentative and philosophical
thinking, now I could see my father listening, watching and ‘talking’ to the animals. The
beautiful bush that he walked by everyday he climbed the hill home, I know would bring music
to his ears. His internal dialogue would have appreciated the gardens manicured by the ground
staff, the backdrops of the enclosures to the emu, llama and bison cages would have elucidated,
albeit in Dutch, different positive words. I can remember the day I first saw the camelias flower.
Living close to his work meant less time spent travelling every day, more time with the wife and
kids. With an early start to his day, my mother could look forward to him coming home at 4pm
to eat early dinner together. Then there was time to talk with the kids. This introduced words in
our lives that did not have the opportunity to be there before. If something urgent happened mum
could send one of the kids to find dad to deliver the message to. This immediate connection with
words was not available before when dad worked in Reidrubber, or Winstone Quarries, miles
away from home. To get to Reidrubber in Great South Road, he would walk kilometers up the
hill from Jays Road in Woodlands Park, over the Scenic Drive, wait for the bus at Lopdell House
at the end of Titirangi Road, catch the connecting train or bus …to South Auckland, a long way.
My mother was an undiscovered artist, her children playing with zoo staff children opened up
informative words with the ground staff who shared how he was sculpting the play equipment.
Mum as a true DIY Kiwi, followed the plot, got some concrete and set up the empty shed (no
car) as a workshop. Her first sculpture of my sister, made out of concrete and painted gold was
life-like. No mystery then that two of my sisters and my daughter are brilliant sculpture artists.
They must have learnt the internal maternal words that drive curiosity and creation.
So busy was the day, it was only when the lights were out that I could hear the voices of my
parents whispering their conversations in the comfort of bed in the middle of the night. With no
television, no phone, income from the recycled bottles returned for money at the tea-kiosk to pay
for admission at Pasadena School Pool, we lived life according to the rising and the setting of the
sun. We had the regular chorus of birds in the trees, lions before their feed, chimpanzees sharing
communal glee that we learnt to read the time of the day without a clock.
Keeping animals happy – every one of the females on the
primates’ run he took care of for years, became pregnant, even the
female orangutan who was infertile had a false pregnancy, kept
dad grateful. He never complained about the physical effort after
his major surgery, however, he did talk about the antics of the
animals. I do believe that my father enjoyed learning through
observation and direct experience, through giving of his best. I
can only infer he empathized with the predicament of the animals
being taken out of their natural environment, being taken away from their natural parents, just
has was done to him. Dad was grateful for his life. Grateful for the animals. Grateful that the zoo
comprised a living playground for his kids who could talk to him even when he was at work.
Natural gratitude. Gratitude in nature. Gratitude for nature. Thank you.

