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ABSOLUTION

No precedent has been set

By the voice of times now past

Heralded images of regret

Home in on a fragile world

That could never last.

There will be tales of this

Told to the generations

That prevail in our wake

Wondering whose voices

Whisper endlessly in the

Aurora borealis’ tidal swell.

An island near Boyd’s Cove, Newfoundland, late winter/early spring, 

sometime in the early 17th century AD

No seabirds followed in the wake of the swiftly moving hump-

backed canoe. Paddles entered the placid water displacing it when 

pulled back slowly and propelling the craft forward.
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“I worry for your people, Oubeswut,” Rene Houson said in an 

almost unperceivable whisper to the man at the rear of the canoe. 

The Frenchman had come to North America as a trapper; that and 

the promise of adventure. Foxes, beavers, caribou; their fur fetched 

handsome prices in the markets of Europe. Provided he made it 

back to France alive: his exotic products would open doors to a 

life he had not yet enjoyed but often been privy to. Not unlike 

Homer, he would captivate the courts of nobility with tales fi t for 

the ears of earls and lords, magistrates and lawmakers, kings and 

queens.

Oubeswut continued to paddle. Since harpooning the harp seal, 

the vivaciousness that had always accompanied his actions had 

been lost and in its place was an austere silence. Usually he loved 

to sing, his verses diverging from the ordinary to the marvellous.

“You tell me of stories passed down to you from your elders, 

about white-skinned giants who settled on the shores far to the east 

and north of this island. Their hair the colour of the rays of the sun.” 

Rene turned to Oubeswut, his eyes were like gleaming black pearls 

against his ochre-covered skin. They perused the shoreline, taking 

in the forest’s depths, his nostrils fl aring as he lifted his head in its 

direction and sniffed the cool fall air. “How they had made raids 

on villages and taken slaves.” Blood began to pool under Rene’s 

feet from the seal’s wound, its crimson trickle oozing into the bow. 

“These giants came and left, but –” Rene paused. He stared at the 

mists rising from across the headland, lifting off the balsam fi r were 

wispy sprites that dissolved in the morning sun. Pangs of guilt had 
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fi lled his heart since he had lived amongst the Beothuk. Coming 

to the island from the mainland he had seen what the Europeans 

(some of which were his own countrymen) had done to the natives 

– spreading smallpox in gifted blankets that had decimated the 

populations, taking arable lands and leaving the survivors to live 

in marginalised environments. Would this be a fate to befall the 

Beothuk? Would a warning see him ostracised? He had deliberated 

whether to reveal all that he had seen at whatever cost to his way 

of life. Now, fi ve years after his welcome into the small clan, and 

with a wife who was with child, he had beset himself to counsel 

the tribe’s leader with his people’s fate.

Oubeswut looked overhead and then behind the propelled 

canoe. The wake was congealing into a swift overlapping gully in 

the placid waters. “There are no birds following in our wake. This 

indeed is not a good omen.” With his last syllable he stared at Rene, 

motioning ahead with his chin. The Frenchman turned back to the 

bow, pushing his paddle down into the cool water, dragging it back 

alongside the hull.

Had Rene’s unease been incited by this phenomenon? “Your 

connection to the world around you is your greatest sense, old 

friend,” Rene said softly, releasing the need to inform Oubeswut 

of the incoming surge he felt. “Where I come from, the fi ve senses 

we all share anchor us into a world of illusions. Your people have 

taught me that man’s connection to nature is the greatest sense of 

all.” Plumes of smoke rose from the various conical and oblong 

structures scattered along the shoreline, women strolled between 
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them carrying dried seal meat and smoked salmon.

Oubeswut broke into song; Rene closed his eyes and joined in; 

the signifi cance of the verse was not lost on him.

It told of the race of white-bearded giants who had come and 

settled on the northern part of the island many seasons before. The 

song told of their arrival, the Beothuk’s reaction, their acceptance 

of the situation and the interaction between the two groups, then 

the eventual abandonment of the settlement and the continuation 

of the Beothuk’s way of life. But despite his song, Oubeswut seemed 

distracted as they made their way back from the mornings hunt, his 

senses piqued by Rene’s unease. But his desire to comfort his friend 

overwhelmed the Frenchman’s longing to share with Oubeswut 

that this new habitation by the white man was not like the one his 

ancestors had known.
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Anima (A Beothuk Spear)

If our culture is a spear

Closest to the end you will fi nd

Our arrival on our island home

Progress along its shaft and

You will discover how we adapt

To the world we come to know.

Closer to the tip, bone and iron

Forge the changes of a time to come

We did our best to adapt to these

Yet greed and disease were killers

Of the white man’s spawn.

As Rene pulled the canoe up onto the shore he watched Oubeswut 

lift the harp seal onto his shoulder and carry it slowly up the 

embankment. He continued to sing as he did so, sending Rene’s 

mind back to the initial memories of his interaction with the 

Beothuk.

At fi rst they had observed his actions from a distance; he heard 
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them chattering quietly in the forest around him, the sound of 

their voices carried on zephyrs through the birch forest were 

reminiscent of a fairy’s quelling mass. He guessed they must have 

been curious about the iron contraptions he had brought with him 

and their obvious effectiveness in catching his quarry. Though 

left untouched, he found moccasin footprints imbedded in the 

soil, often fresh upon arrival. But these phantoms appeared to be 

harmless and he was left free to continue his quest.

One day, while his attention was consumed by removing the 

downy pelt of a marten, he didn’t notice the encroaching footfalls 

of three Beothuk males, who in their stealth had encircled him 

before he could react. Rene’s heart had leapt against his ribs when 

he saw stained red caribou-skin moccasins move into his line of 

sight. Initial fear gave way to bemusement as two of the men knelt 

down in front of him.

They were both splendidly handsome, high cheekbones fl our-

ished above broad shoulders, where thick, jet black hair cascaded 

down across their backs. Both wore caribou jackets of many skins 

sewn together that were thrown over their shoulders and tied at 

the waist with a belt of sinew. The jackets each had a collar of mar-

ten and otter that joined at the neck and hung limply at the men’s 

chests. Beneath their jackets, a leather hide protruded, covering 

their arms. Breechcloth and leggings of Caribou skin covered their 

lower limbs.

The most unusual feature of these natives was the red ochre 

covering not only the skin but also their entire clothing. Their 
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mountain-ash bows had fl akes of the dried ochre peeling from the 

plaited deerskin string of the bow, as they squatted down, peering 

at Rene’s iron knife blade as it ripped the skin from the body of the 

marten; even their birch bark quivers, and their fl etched arrows 

were smeared in its scarlet embrace.

They pointed at his knife, its dull sheen a major factor in their 

fascination with his presence. Rene wiped the excess blood from 

the blade on his pants and then spun it around in his hand, offering 

the leather-bound handle to his visitors. Their black, coal-like eyes 

lit up, they glanced at one another, speaking in fl urries. The third 

Indian moved around from behind Rene, squatting down next to 

the other two, then picked the knife out of his hand and tilted it 

in the soft light breaking through the forest canopy. It caught a 

glimmer of sun and refl ected it back directly in his face; he smiled 

then handed the knife back to Rene. As soon as Rene had accepted 

it, the man stood, pivoted and then walked back into the forest, 

followed closely by his compatriots, who warbled to each other as 

they disappeared into the glade, looking back over their shoulders 

occasionally at the stunned Frenchman.
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Fortitude

It is a sacred notion

Heralded by peace

Brought to understanding

Within the air we breathe.

For a tainted heart’s companion

Lies in a fl eeting pledge

To ascertain its concealment

One must live life free of death.

Rene continued to trap till the end of late fall. He had arrived on 

the island at the end of a harsh winter, and though wary of the 

native inhabitants, had not seen many during most of the early 

spring. The inquisitive visitation of the three Beothuk men had 

given him the confi dence to remain on the island till the seasons 

forced him to seek the solace of civilisation on the mainland. Few 

foreigners had seen the Newfoundland natives; they had gener-

ally kept to themselves. Trade with them had been through silent 

bartering – the natives had left furs attached to poles at locations 
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where the traders had been seen, and expected that what they 

deemed valuable would be left and the furs taken. Face-to-face 

trade was rare. His interaction with them gave him faith that they 

would make a return visit next spring.

Leaving his encampment to clear his traps for what would be 

the last time, a sense of nostalgia crept over his awareness. A light 

snow had fallen, dusting the ground underfoot with a shallow 

blanket of fl akes.

With the last of his traps cleared he made his way back to the 

encampment, three foxes and two martens slung over his shoulders. 

The forest canopy of mountain ash and birch whipped about, lam-

basted by the fi rst of winter’s gales. A chill had already descended 

on the island, making it imperative for Rene to make haste in his 

movements. He knew that with the impending cold came treacher-

ous seas. If he intended to cross the strait back to Labrador then he 

needed to do it soon.

Arriving at his encampment, he was bewildered to fi nd the 

same three men that had approached him days before waiting for 

him. They had collected all of the skins and furs he had possessed, 

bundling them over long spruce poles. Unsure of their purpose he 

hesitated just long enough to show them his unease. They talked 

amongst themselves, smiling at the sight of the Frenchman. As he 

came within a stone’s throw of them, they lifted their laden and 

bundled poles over their shoulders and walked away into the for-

est. Rene stopped in his tracks, paralysed at the sight of his long 

weeks of toil disappearing into the glade ahead.
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He had placed so much good faith in the short rendezvous he 

had had with the Beothuk. It saddened him to watch these same 

three men plunder his pelts, and to even fi nd humour in his inability 

to do anything about it. He wandered over to the squared-off sec-

tion of forest fl oor where he had built hearth, kitchen and living 

quarters. Embers still glowed white hot, in the shallow pool of the 

previous night’s blaze. He sat against the fallen birch log nearest 

the fi re, dropping his prey next to him.

Reaching into his clothing, a sewn conglomeration of beaver, 

marten and fox skins, he pulled out the same blade he had handed 

the Beothuk. He snatched a fox from the bundle at his side and 

severed the twine binding it to several others. Plunging the blade 

into its flaccid body, he slit the animal from throat to tail. He 

lost himself in the art he had honed in those long months alone. 

Immersed in the removal of the hides of his catch he didn’t notice 

the three men return.

“I don’t think he’s even seen us, Oubeswut, let alone noticed that 

we’ve returned for him.” The three Beothuk stood in a semi-circle 

at the edge of the sectioned logs. The one that had spoken was 

closest to Rene. He placed his left knee on the log and leaned for-

ward, resting his left elbow on his knee, shifting his weight towards 

the Frenchman. “Winter is coming, little friend. We would like to 

welcome you to join our community for the coming season.”

Rene bolt upright, almost leaping to his feet as he heard the 

words waver in his direction. With no idea of their meaning, he 

could only catch the emotive way they were expressed and they 
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laughed heartily at his reaction, slapping one another on the back 

and pointing in his direction.

“Did you see him jump?! If those skins he wore were his, I believe 

he would be out of them by now,” the Beothuk to the far right of 

the three said, falling to his knees, his hand held against his stomach, 

his insatiable laughter hard to contain. “He’d be hard to see against 

this fi rst coating of snow!” The words came out hurriedly, only to 

bring more laughter and crippling spasms that brought the natives 

to their knees; tears fl owed in joy, as the puzzled Rene could only 

watch.

He dropped the knife and slowly got to his feet.

The other two began to regain a semblance of their former 

stoic mood, getting to their feet. Wiping their faces of tears they 

smiled at Rene.

“My name is Oubeswut. I am the leader of my community. It 

would be a great honour for you to join us for the approaching 

winter.” The central Beothuk cut an imposing sight when not 

hunkered over in laughter. His dark eyes carried the wisdom of 

generations, an altruistic medley of the sacred and magical gar-

nered through man and nature understanding one another. Of all 

the young men within his community he had listened with the most 

intensity, watched with the greatest receptivity and tolerated with 

the utmost objectivity. Being elevated to leader of the community 

had only – given the being he was – been a chance to remain 

humble. His disarming smile laid bare his honourable intentions. 

Though his towering frame was hidden beneath his long caribou 



22

fur jacket, leggings, it was obvious that he was the epitome of the 

greatest predator in this environment. Equipped to meet the needs 

of his people in every level of their way of life, he was worthy of 

the title bestowed upon him.

Oubeswut knew that the Frenchman could not understand 

what he was saying. He looked into Rene’s eyes and then swirled 

his hand around the encampment then lurched his hand over his 

shoulder, turning to point in the direction they had been headed 

moments before.

“Gather what belongings he has here and perhaps he will under-

stand.” No sooner had he said the words than the two Beothuk on 

either side of Oubeswut began to gather Rene’s meager possessions 

– tools, bedding and a canvas sail Rene had tied between birch 

trees as an awning he slept beneath.

“Come. Come.” Oubeswut beckoned towards Rene with his 

hands, smiling.

Rene watched as the two Beothuk swiftly gathered in his sur-

rounding home of several months, stepped back over the logs, 

picked up the numerous pelts then walked into the glade ahead. 

He had two choices: walk in the opposite direction and eventu-

ally return to the boat he had left hidden on the west coast of 

the island, or he could follow the three Beothuk. His fi rst step in 

Oubeswut’s direction enriched the man’s already coaxing smile. He 

placed a huge paw on Rene’s back then raised it to his shoulder. 

Oubeswut stood a good foot above the Frenchman, but he made 

no bearing of his size over Rene.
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“We shall become friends, you and I,” Oubeswut said, nodding 

his head as Rene looked up at him. A smile fi nally played across 

the Frenchman’s face.
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Furtive

In the world you have known

Has there ever been a choice

Where love and need collide?

Scribe for me its history.

Defi ne the parameters

Of such an act and assign

Its place in your heart

I will assure you of mine.

“This your catch, Oubeswut?” Owesbee quipped, trying not to 

laugh as he looked at Rene coming down to the water’s edge.

“Do I always look like a fool to you, Owesbee?” Rene ventured.

“Only after you see my sister,” Owesbee shot back.

“What love can do to a man!” Wandeswut sighed. “Just look at 

the honour the spirits of the seas have bestowed upon him!” he said, 

peering into canoe’s hold.

“Indeed!” Owesbee walked over to the canoe and pointed 

inside it heaving with laughter. “It’s empty!”
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“Love is what gives us all strength and keeps us united, grateful 

and humble, little brother.” The unmistakable voice of Ousebee 

brought forth more laughter from Owesbee and Wandeswut as she 

came down to Rene’s side. She slipped her arms around him, her 

hands cradling his neck, moving under his hair and up to his skull. 

Her eyes imparted the gratitude she had spoken of. Her husband 

had returned safely to the encampment.

Ousebee’s normally loose fl owing locks had been plaited into a 

single braid, giving her radiant face even more splendour. Her skin 

was fairer than the rest of her people, yet her eyes were the ebony 

unique to her community.

“What troubles you, my love?” She could sense Rene’s unease.

“Nothing that need bother us in this moment, my love,” he said, 

cradling the bulge of her belly with his left hand, rubbing it, nest-

ling his right hand under her chin as she watched his hand’s swirling 

movements. “Come. I believe you need to rest.” He led her back to 

the small mamateek he shared with her family at the edge of the 

black spruce and balsam fi r forest.

Rene walked Ousebee into the conical structure and was fol-

lowing when a hand slapped on his shoulder, forcing him to stop 

in his tracks. He recognized the huge palm of the community’s 

leader immediately. He stepped away from the entrance allowing 

Oubeswut to duck into the mamateek briefl y then come out and 

pull the birch bark fl ap over the entrance into the conical house.

Oubeswut had a look on his face Rene had never seen before. 

“What is the matter, old friend?” Rene questioned Oubeswut, as 
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he led him by the arm down to the water’s edge. A small troupe of 

men including Wandeswut and Owesbee had gathered there with 

canoes already immersed in the lapping sea.

“News has spread of an attack by white men near where we left 

the majority of the elderly and children.” The distress in his voice 

was unsettling.

As was the way for the hunter-gatherer people of Newfoundland, 

they had followed their migratory food sources, venturing to some 

offshore islands to set up summer camps to catch the bounty of the 

ocean. Oubeswut had made a decision to leave the elderly and 

young in an encampment near the shore. Here they could collect 

shellfi sh, and make the most of the salmon running up the major 

river they would embark on when the fall approached. When the 

caribou would fl ock inland in their search for food the tribe would 

follow. The community had chosen Oubeswut’s son to watch over 

those left at the river mouth encampment.

“We must leave and see what to make of this news,” Oubeswut 

said, moving towards the canoe they had left moments before.

Rene looked up at Ousebee, the smile on her face had slipped 

off leaving a concerned stare in its place. At her side were her 

mother and little brother. Rene looked at her pensively; his con-

cern barely concealed, then assisted Oubeswut launching the 

canoe, leaping into it as it slid into the water. A beat later the vessel 

was carving through the waters amongst the fl otilla.
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Hereafter

Lies a world I once knew

Untroubled and unbound

By limitations set by few

Who have come to implore

This way of life can be . . . no more.

The distance around the island was covered in great haste. 

Oubeswut prayed with every stroke of his paddle. The shoreline 

of Newfoundland was within sight and the fastest of the fl eet called 

out to those onshore who called back that no white men had been 

seen. Oubeswut took the fl eet ashore, fi nding his son and discussing 

the actions he must take if any did appear.

It was late afternoon when the fl eet entered the water again 

and though the journey this time was far more leisurely, the same 

distance was covered by the time darkness had fallen. Coming 

around the head of the bay where they had been just hours before, 

a sight that put speed into the actions of all present, appeared in 

front of them.

Mamateeks burned orange-yellow; smoking houses smoldered in 
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the pitch. In the eerie light cast by the mesmerising fl ames, bodies 

lay strewn across the shoreline. Rene’s heart was in his mouth as his 

canoe struck the sand. Oubeswut and the other men were already 

at the side of their loved ones, cradling, weeping and howling in 

disbelief by the time Rene clambered onto the shore.

His heartbeat sounded like thunder in his ears as he staggered in 

the direction of his and Ousebee’s mamateek. One by one he came 

across the cadavers of her family. At her feet he stopped, his own 

could move no further. He needn’t have gazed upon her twisted 

frame to recognise her corpse. He lost all strength in his legs. Falling 

to his knees, grief overcame him. From his maw came the most hor-

rendous sound he would ever make in his life, a wail that tore the 

very fabric of his faith in humanity apart. Broken, he shuffl ed to 

her side and lay next to her bruised, bloodied, and bullet-ridden 

body. She was cool to the touch but he paid no attention to this 

horror. In her and her people he had found treasures worth more 

than any bounty fetched on a market in Europe. Yet, it was those 

very forces that had come to his world in search of a product he 

could never provide.

It had been slave traders that had come to the island, taken 

the food and then slaughtered those who fought against them. 

One young man was missing. The rest of the village’s residents 

were dead.
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Celestial Dancer

Refi ned amongst the night sky

You resolve to give me joy

Every eve of fall or spring

You revel while I will sing.

Remember me and my place

Forge on and devote this

Promise blown on a kiss

Into the star-fi lled sky.

All bodies were bound and taken back to the mainland the next 

morning. Grieving took place as sacred places were assigned for 

burials in the days that followed. Rene, who had been anointed 

with ochre as a mark of his initiation into the Beothuk way of life 

when he took a wife, no longer felt he belonged; in full sight of 

everyone, he walked down to the ocean’s edge and washed the 

pigmentation off his skin.

Oubeswut prevented anyone who tried to stop him, forcibly on 

two separate occasions, as young men felt that retaliation against 
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any white would suffi ce to ease their anger. Rene had carried a 

burden that choked him since the discovery of his wife’s death. He 

had been in a trance, oblivious to the hatred dished out by those 

who had welcomed him fi ve years before. He wandered up the 

shore naked, towards the woods, away from the anger belabouring 

his departure.

“Enough!” Ousbewut bellowed. “He carries the blame for his 

people, though he has not brought harm to anyone! His loss is one 

on equal footing with many.” His voice dropped to a tired whisper. 

“Including me.” He raised it again as many looked in Rene’s direc-

tion. “He is granted safe passage, whatever he may choose to do.” 

He looked around the shattered community. “Is that understood?” 

Silence was and had always been consent. “Good. Now go about 

your grieving, however we must all move on from this,” he said 

stoically.

With this the band dispersed, leaving him at the shore’s edge. 

He scooped up Rene’s clothing and then called over to his son. He 

instructed him to watch over the encampment for the evening, 

telling him that he would return the next day.

Rene was deep in the forest when Oubeswut caught up with 

him. He steadied his friend, assisting him to get dressed into the 

clothing he had discarded. Nightfall was approaching rapidly. 

Oubeswut sat Rene down in a clearing not far from the encamp-

ment and dug a hearth. Finding kindling and wood nearby, he built 

a fi re in which the dazed Frenchman found a peaceful solace. As 

the fl ames grew in intensity, they were matched overhead by the 
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red and green curtains of the aurora borealis shimmering in active 

wave patterns that spanned the heavens from east to west.

Oubeswut lifted his head to the sky and began to sing a song 

unrecognisable to Rene. “I remember how you told me you often 

see your ancestors sitting around during a ceremony, when you 

look upon these lights,” Rene said wryly, craning his neck.

Oubeswut stopped his singing, his black eyes hiding misty pools 

of tears from which rivulets sluiced down his ochre cheeks.

“Tonight, my friend, I can see them dancing,” Rene said softly.

“Indeed they are,” Oubeswut whispered. Amongst the ebbs and 

fl ows of the borealis Rene could see Ousebee, her jet-black locks 

rolling off her shoulders. Strapped to her back was a newborn, his 

skin already covered in the red ochre, his eyes blue.

St John’s Hospital, Newfoundland, 5 June 1829

William Eppes Cormack had been Shanawdithit’s confi dant for 

long enough to understand she was the last of her people. He 

had travelled across the island in 1822 to try and establish a peace 

between the natives and the settlers. Finding no Beothuk he was 

amazed to discover three women had surrendered themselves 

to furriers, starving and weak. Brought into the care of the mag-

istrate, John Peyton Jnr, they were brought to St John’s, where 

Shanawdithit’s mother and sister contracted tuberculosis and died 

soon after. She became a servant at the Peyton household, quickly 

learning English.
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He had brought her to St John’s as a consequence of establishing 

the Beothuk Institution, a scientifi c agency, to fi nd the surviving 

Beothuk population, protect their culture and record their his-

tory. He had hoped that she would accompany him in the work, 

but she had fl atly refused, believing if they did fi nd any Beothuk 

who saw her with a white or Mi’kmaq guide, she would be killed 

to appease the slain victims who had been killed by one of these 

two invaders. Shanawdithit told Cormack that the Beothuk were 

taught from a very young age to seek revenge for any wrongs 

infl icted on them. Because she was in the company of whites and 

Mi’kmaq she was already destined not to join her ancestors in the 

afterworld of the happy island, where there was bountiful hunting 

and a wonderful life.

So Cormack set off with three native guides to search the 

Exploits River and Red Indian Lake regions, but they found no 

surviving Beothuk.

When he returned Shanawdithit revealed the reasons for 

her people’s demise with solid conviction and sadness. Centuries 

before, she told him, the Beothuk had been seen as potentially good 

traders by the fi rst colonising Europeans. But when the Beothuk 

began to be enslaved, shot and murdered, by the encroaching 

European colonizers, they retaliated. The French then encouraged 

the Mi’kmaq – seasonal hunters – to settle on the southern end of 

the island permanently, arming them with guns and forging an 

alliance with them against the Beothuk. As the European settlers 

began to inhabit the coastlines, the Beothuk found themselves 
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excluded from food reserves that had been accessible to them 

for millennia and they were forced inland. Disease swept through 

the Beothuk populations, killing most of those that the bullets had 

missed. Shanawdithit showed him sketches, taught him something 

of her people’s culture and some of the language along with the 

history of the Beothuk’s demise.

Cormack’s embattled business ventures failed in January 1829. 

Disdainful and feeling helpless, he left Newfoundland, leav-

ing Shanawdithit in the care of Attorney General James Simms. 

Suffering from pulmonary tuberculosis for quite some time she was 

taken to hospital and her condition worsened.

Sitting upright in her bed one morning, Shanawdithit waged a 

losing battle as her lungs fi lled up with blood. Coughing heavily, 

she spat out a congealed mass of the crimson liquid, covering her 

white bed sheet in scarlet splotches. Her black eyes, once full of 

light, had grown dim, her beauty had been stolen from her as she 

staved off the illness that was claiming her life. Lying back against 

her pillows, she drifted off into a restful slumber.
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Last Goodbye

I wave to you as my canoe

Is caught in a tidal swell

Yearning for a world I knew

Once existed when I was alive.

Its forcible nature was devout

Its essence resolutely divine

However this dream is mine alone

No one here understands my truth.

Shanawdithit awoke to a darkened room. At the window a pallid 

glare came from the streetlights below. Stars winkled fl awlessly as 

they had done since she remembered, though now they seemed 

closer. A red-green curtain of shimmering light slithered across the 

sky. Within the scintillating fl uctuations Shanawdithit could see her 

ancestors dancing with a white man clothed in her people’s tradi-

tional dress. She opened her eyes wider, bewildered by the sight, 

only to fi nd him stop dancing and look directly at her. As the others 

cavorted around him, he reached out to take her hand.
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ALLOCATE

For me a place

Where I can suffi ce

To be free in haste

From the enveloping eyes

Which claim my soul

As a heralded prize.

Envisaging me as

What they want me

To be when I am not

What is it they desire from me?

Panekiri Bluffs, Te Urewera National Park, Bay of Plenty, Te Ika a 

Maui, North Island of Aotearoa/New Zealand, 15 December 2002

Magic happens in the East. Magic. The sun rises in this direction, 

and so it is the beginning of the world. When you witness a sun-

rise, as its light touches your face, magic happens. Millions of 

miles are fathomlessly traversed and you feel enlivened as its heat 
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warms your cool skin. It’s magic.

Rua Matakau sat atop the Panakiri Bluffs, only the lake below 

visible at fi rst, then as the light reached over mountains and for-

est, valley and gully, the whole of the Te Urewera National Park 

came into view. The blue-black blanket beneath him became two 

shades of green as the penetrating rays of the sun illuminated the 

morning. Darker green mountain beech clung to the escarpment 

beneath him; it gave way to luxuriant lighter greens of the lowland 

podocarp forests that fringed Lake Waikaremoana, “the sea of rip-

pling water”.

Kokako fl itted by, diving into the thick forest below, their calls 

resonating amongst the bellbirds” warble.

The Te Urewera was home to the Tuhoe. Tuhoe traced their 

ancestry back to the marriage of Hine-pukohu-rangi “the mist 

maiden” and Te Maunga “the mountain”. The nineteenth century 

British anthropologist, explorer and historian Elden Best spent 

time amongst these people; when he was told of their whakapapa, 

the genealogy, he called them “the children of the mist”, Hine-

pukohu-rangi. They were a hardy people who had learned to live 

in harmony with the land, and so became its earthly guardian. 

Many lived within the National Park, foraging and hunting still, 

one foot in the past and another tentatively placed in the present. 

Wild horses roamed freely across the length and breadth of the 

park’s boundaries, utilised by many of the Tuhoe instead of cars. 

The Te Urewera is the largest tract of native forest left in the North 

Island. Its mountainous density meant that when British colonials 
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were in search of arable farmland, swathing most of the island, the 

Te Urewera was virtually untouched.

With the coming of the new day came a new life for Rua. The 

life he had known days before had been shed like a boa’s skin. With 

the new day came promise of a life less ordinary.

The Equadorian Andes, a Quechua village some miles from Cuenca, 

13 December 2002, early evening

The dance was complete. Drums slowed to a heartbeat, wings 

fl uttered till they came to rest upon the ground. The undulating 

circle of furry masked men, dressed in fox skins and condor feathers 

virtually came to a halt. Wings that mimicked the condor in full 

fl ight no longer spread to cradle the notes of fl utes beneath them. 

Heads were limp, bodies exhausted from dancing for many long 

and entranced hours around the once hellacious blaze that was 

now a fatiguing array of embers.

Spirits that had transcended flesh returned wearily to the 

confi ned world of men. Their voyage had taken them over the 

snow-capped Andes, and over the plains of Nazca, across the great 

expanse of ocean to the west, to an island paradise.

In the dying furnace, two poles painted gold and lying crossed 

on the ground within the circle of birdmen gleamed with a super-

natural radiance, as if magnetised by the sheer feat accomplished 

by the dancers. These staffs, symbolic of the ones given to Manco 

Capac and Mama Ocllo by Inti, were no longer badgered by 
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birdmen breaking the circle, swooping down towards them squawk-

ing with capricious fury, at the last moment only spreading their 

wings, leaping into the air and gliding across to land on the other 

side and rejoin the circle.

One by one they left the circle and were met by men offering 

trago – cane alcohol – and ponchos. Enveloped in the poncho by 

the men, they gulped down large volumes of the liquor as they 

were led into a thatched-roof hut.

A few men started throwing sand on the remnants of the fi re as 

a sliver of the crescent moon hugged the mountains high above 

the village.

Murapara, a small town on the edge of the Te Urewera National Park, 

Bay of Plenty, Te Ika a Maui, North Island, Aotearoa/New Zealand, 

13 December 2002

Walking out of the township Rua Matakau didn’t look back. 

Everything he was had been forged in this town. Crime here was 

endemic. His parents had done their best to give him all the neces-

sary light to grow into a man of great heart, but the forces of greed, 

envy and fear that surrounded him penetrated his vulnerable spirit 

and he had succumbed to them.

Petty crimes when he was a kid led to misadventure and even-

tually gang membership. Brother fought against brother, cousin 

against cousin. Boredom led Rua down a path of overindulgence 

in alcohol and drugs, which in turn brought escalating violence 
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and the inevitable death of someone close to him. Had the bullet’s 

mark been two inches to his right it would have passed through his 

left cheek and out the back of his head, instead of going through 

the forehead of his oldest friend Hemi Turangi, killing him instantly.

Having to leave the corpse of his best friend at the scene of the 

murderous scuffl e had broken his will to live. With no way out of 

the quagmire he had sunk into he decided that he would take his 

own life. Now, at his grave, Rua placed a festoon of rata fl owers 

upon Hemi’s headstone, wished his friend enduring peace and 

then made his way out of town. He left his gang patch on the side 

of the road, releasing all that held him to the life he once knew so 

he would not feel any remorse for giving up his own.

He made a sharp turn in the forest as soon as he was out of 

town, gently pushing through silver ferns, passing rimu, kahikatea 

and totara. Fantails swooped around him, plucking at insects that 

accosted him as his body sweated. Onwards he pushed, oblivious 

as to where each step was taking him, his mind recoiling from 

memories with every snapped twig, every footfall through lichen-

covered and fungus-laden rotting tree trunks.

The days passed as he walked through valleys along national 

park tracks, ignoring the friendly gestures and greetings of all 

whom he passed. His bearded face becoming more contorted with 

disillusionment, the furrows in his brow the only indication of the 

pain that wretched at his heart.

“Why was I born in Murapara? Why not in Auckland or 

Wellington. Hell . . . even New Plymouth. At least I could have 
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made something of my life had I been born there.” Negativity 

found new strength as Rua suffered resentment of his background. 

Unconsciously held beliefs and thoughts that he was not aware he 

had monstered him, separating him from the elemental truth that 

he was responsible for his own life. Unable to distinguish between 

the situation and his interpretation of and reaction to that situation, 

Rua’s ego was suffused with pessimism.

A fi ctitious sense of self had been erected by his decision to 

enhance his reputation by conforming. One unconscious thought 

had created the man Rua was: “I am not enough.” His ego swelled 

with competitiveness and he consciously became more involved in 

incidents that would enhance his esteem amongst his peers.

The once abundant beams of sunlight that had elucidated 

the forest fl oor through the canopy had all but waned when Rua 

noticed that he was nearing the mountains that surrounded Lake 

Waikeremoana. A dusky grey pitch had crept through the forest. 

With every step the haunting sensation of being watched accom-

panied him. His skin crawled as he heard the shrill note of air being 

pushed through a fl ute.

Rua’s grandmother had told him about the fi rst inhabitants of 

Aotearoa when he was old enough to comprehend the signifi cance 

of such tales. The Patupaiarehe, were a race of beings usually only 

visible to the eyes of powerful tohunga, Maori shamans. Other 

Maori often heard them when they ventured deep in the forest 

foraging for fern roots, singing, talking. They lived atop the sharpest 

mountain peaks. Their domain included mountains in the Hauraki 
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area – Moehau, Motutere, Maumaupaki, Whakairi, Kaitarakihi, Te 

Koronga, Horehore, Whakaperu, Te Aroha-a-uta, Te Aroha-a-tai 

and lastly Pirongia in the Waikato.

She told him that the Te Urewera was a fabled haunt of the 

Patupaiarehe, the dense forest a sanctuary for sprites and fairies. 

This should have made him more aware than ever of the danger 

lurking within the vestigial pocket of native forest at the edge of 

Murapara. Never should you venture into this forest alone, for if 

they coax someone deeper into the forest with their music and 

singing, they are often never seen or heard from again.

He had heard of hunters who disappeared for weeks in the Te 

Urewera. Search parties who had scoured the park found nothing, 

so presumed the missing dead. But weeks later they had walked out 

of the forest fi t and healthy, not knowing where they had been or 

come from. These found hunters had all said one thing: they had 

heard music and had walked towards it, and couldn’t remember 

anything after that. They were the fortunate ones, his grandmother 

said. Many others had never returned to their families and loved 

ones, their maddened dogs left to roam the park alone until the 

search parties found them.

A silhouette darted to Rua’s left behind a totara tree, causing his 

heart to leap into his throat. In his peripheral vision he began to see 

more moving thin fi gures, rapidly ducking behind ferns, peaking 

from behind gnarled trunks. The shrill sound of the fl ute resonated 

ahead of him, then behind, to his left and right in rapid succession. 

Rua stopped. His heart pumped harder than it had during any gang 
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scuffl e, harder than when he felt the trace of the bullets that had 

missed him and killed his best friend. Like a sodden blanket against 

cool skin, fear sent ripples of terror into his body making him shiver. 

As they grew more intense the fi gures seemed to get closer, inch-

ing their way through the darkening murk towards Rua. He moved 

instinctively into the path of one of the last few beams of sunlight 

that pierced the canopy, allowing it to clothe him in its embrace.

Rua had come into the forest to die and his desire to surrender 

his life to nature had been resurrected by the fear admonishing 

him now. The fi gures cowered, mumbling in a rhythmical tongue 

that sounded like singing, as he anxiously peered into the obscurity 

beyond the light he stood in. They peered over ferns, lent out from 

behind mountain birch, totara and rata, their yellow irises glowing 

like fi refl ies darting about in a dance that mimicked the cooing 

notes of their strange language.

The light that illuminated Rua was growing dimmer by the 

moment, its strength fading with every shortened breath that he 

drew. He could feel fi ngers piercing the air around him, moving 

closer with every attempted grasp. The sun had sunk down behind 

the hills to the west and the last vestige of its light was now on the 

lake over the hill ahead of him.

As if sensing his motive, the Patupaiarehe began to encircle him, 

cutting him off from what salvation was left in the sun’s protective 

rays. Their insistent singing fi lled his head; an unsettling lullaby that 

made his skin crawl.

Rua decided to hedge his bets. He inhaled deeply, lifting his 
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head. He tilted his head back, then with all his might let out an ear-

bleeding scream. His eyes bulged out of his skull, the veins on his 

neck and head pushed their way to the surface of his skin, coursing 

with adrenaline-fi lled blood. His mouth opened so wide that the 

fl esh at the corners of his mouth split.

The Patupaiarehe darted away, terrifi ed by the noise. Like a 

sprinter Rua exploded from where he stood, his legs pushing hard 

through the detritus. He was up and over the hill and bounding 

down it by the time they began to follow him. He ran faster than 

he had ever imagined, over logs and between trees, down to the 

lakeside.

Splatterings of sunlight shimmered off the water as the sun made 

its farewell to the day. The Patupaiarehe moved noisily through the 

forest at the lake’s edge. In the distance Rua could see a trampers’ 

hut. Candlelight blazed in the window. He began to move along 

towards the hut. With every step he took the rippling fl ints of sun-

light waned and the Patupaiarehe moved closer to him . . .
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Across

The voids of space

Came the earnest

Devotion to our place

Amongst those here.

We ascertain our paths

As one and never forget

The forces that brought

Us together need not have wept.

Tears of fathomed fears

For they have kept

Our hearts from being true

Here in all of humanity

We have our faith in you.

Equadorian Andes, Quechua village, some miles from Cuenca, 

13 December 2002, early morning

Aching hues of pink and lavender crept over the horizon. Behind 

the snow-capped Andes a sliver of orange erupted against the 
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peaks. Grey clouds were embellished by patches of purple, caught 

in furrows that faced the dawn.

A group of ponchoed men sat in a large circle. Within the circle 

a young man attended to a fi re that had been burning through 

the night. A huge drum was slowly pounded by a man within the 

circle, next to him stood two men with bamboo fl utes. They took 

them to their pursed lips and blew gently through the instruments. 

The soft tone coming out of pipes was the signal for plumed men 

within a thatched-roof hut in the distance to wander out towards 

the gathering. The circle split allowing the birdmen to wander in 

around the fi re.

Moving slowly and cautiously they held their wings at their 

sides, scraping along the earth, sending up small clouds of dust, 

their heads limply resting on their chests. The drum began to beat 

quicker, the fl autists joining and following at the pace set by the 

rolling thunder of the drum. The birdmen raised their wings, inch-

ing them higher and bringing them down in time with the beat. 

They moved in a counter-clockwise direction, their speed gather-

ing with the resonating drum boom and shrill bamboo escapade. 

Condor feathers fanned the fl ames of the fi re as the dust that was 

kicked up by shuffl ing feet made the birdmen into phantoms. Their 

dance quickened, their limbs’ movements becoming more ineffable 

as drum beat whipped up into a frenzy.

The blaze in the centre of the circle was engulfed by the speed 

at which these ornate magicians moved, air was pulled into its 

deepest reaches, fuelling the inferno and making it crackle and spit. 
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Lashing forked tongues of yellow and orange pulsated into the air, 

casting light into the faces of the seated men, their eyes transfi xed 

on the ritual in front of them. These men were the anchors for the 

birdmen. When the souls of these intrepid adventurers left their 

bodies for the realm of spirit, it was wise to have an attentive aware-

ness that acted as a beacon home.

One by one the spirits of the birdmen lifted from their mortal 

coils and allowed the warm thermal winds from the desert coast-

line to the west to lift them higher into the ether and so much 

closer to the zenith of the dawn. A chasm of blue–pink expanded 

across the mountains. Apparitions and creatures from dimensions 

far beyond our own fl itted into it, avoiding the coming day. The 

birdmen inched closer and closer to the gateway, their wings violet 

and pink, indigo and white in the dalliance between worlds.

From across the reaches of the planet’s circumference, a haunt-

ing howl of blood-curdling fear reverberated into the chasm. The 

transient beings coming and going halted, all stared in its direction. 

Waves of sound, short and shrill bombarded the space between 

heaven and earth, ripples of acrimony plunged into the chasm, 

creating a shadowy grey that broiled for a moment then dispersed, 

leaving the pink hues to ruminate.

The birdmen looked at each other and with an acknowledged 

nod they turned towards the direction the scream had come from. 

One by one they faced the remnants of the night. Then intention 

sent them moving at harrowing speed. Void swallowed the light 

behind them. Occasionally the pinprick of a cargo ship or an 
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aircraft gave off a fl icker to illuminate the consuming darkness. The 

eastern coastline of Aotearoa came into sight like fl ashlights slicing 

through fog. The birdmen soared over Mt Maunganui, and down 

over Rotorua, Murapara and then into the vast heart of darkness 

that was Te Urewera.
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At One

With all that is

Figments of peace

Fortifi ed by will

Assign their place with me.

A beautiful dance

We all call a “melee”

Sustained by love

Its course is set.

Te Urewera, 13 December 2002, early evening

Rua was up to his knees in the water. The Patupaiarehe would not 

come near it. They did not have their waka, their canoes. If he was 

within arms’ reach they could haul him into the forest and he would 

never be seen again.

They were close, he could see them now, even in the gloom. His 

eyes had become accustomed to the night. Towering lean fi gures 

at least a foot taller than the tallest human, they writhed along the 

lakeshore, shuffl ing across the sand, their yellow eyes often hidden 
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beneath a swathe of hair. A chanting melodic singing accompanied 

them. Eerie notes played on a bone fl ute made Rua weaker with 

every movement he made. If they didn’t accost him he was sure 

he would drown.

The hut was now no further off than a ten-minute walk through 

the bush. Too weak to swim, he didn’t even contemplate trying. The 

lake and the shore came perilously close, at a point no more than 

few metres away, a sandbank stretched out into the lake equidistant 

with where he was now. He moved into deeper water up to his 

chest and treaded slowly towards the sandbank. Moving further 

into the lake with every stride he looked back over his shoulder 

to see the creatures scampering down to the sandbar. He felt a 

lurching hand snap at him. He moved further out and continued 

around the bank. Nearing the other side, he turned around to see 

a branch hook around his neck like a shepherd’s crook reaching 

for a stray lamb. The moment it slipped under his chin he felt the 

motion of being reeled in.

Rua fl ailed weakly, his waterlogged clothes sapping all his gusto. 

Their icy hands were upon him a second later and he was being 

hauled out of the lake and dragged into the forest. Mustering all 

the energy he had left he attempted to let out another yelp, hoping 

the people in the hut would hear his cry.

The bawl had just left his mouth when long constricting fi ngers 

clutched around his throat and squeezed. Burning yellow eyes with 

vertical reptilian slits squinted with vile rage at him and the fetid 

odour of rotting shellfi sh washed over his face.
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As Rua was dragged a rustling in the canopy above caught the 

attention of the creatures. They stopped singing and the fl autist 

ceased playing. Their lullabiac language was replaced with a 

shrieking interspersed with long barking sounds. The rustling was 

now a rummaging that shook the trees as if some large nocturnal 

bird was passing overhead. The creature dragging Rua dropped 

him and looked around nervously. Rua began to crawl away, his 

movements impeded by the undergrowth. A massive foot landed 

on his lower back with so much force that it winded him.

He turned over onto his back wheezing, just in time to see 

several apparitions pass through the foliage above. Translucent 

birdmen, their wings folded around their bodies, fluidly sank 

towards the forest fl oor. Heads bowed down against their chests 

they landed one by one amongst the creatures. Rua’s adversaries 

started to back away, each step issuing a soft howl. The birdmen 

didn’t move. Slowly, they lifted their heads. Once all heads were 

raised, the apparitions spread their wings full span and made hella-

cious shrieks. The Patupaiarehe covered their ears as the birdmen 

took fl ight again and began to swoop down towards the stunned 

giants. Running helter-skelter, they dispersed into the forest behind 

the lake.

Rua climbed to his feet, his lower back ached heavily, yet he 

limped towards the hut. Flashlights were now moving around inside 

it, the cumbersome beams of startled hikers pouring through the 

back window. Rua looked over his shoulder – the ghostly birdmen 

rose and fell through the forest in a crude and yet hypnotic dance. 
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The scurrying Patupaiarehe, totally bemused and horrifi ed by their 

assailants, ran to and fro, while overhead the birdmen swooped 

in twos and threes, passing so close to the giants that often they 

would slice through their arms extended to protect themselves 

from their foe.

“HEY, WHAT’S GOING ON, MAN?”

The accent was foreign, and welcoming to Rua’s ears. Someone 

had seen him and this meant his ordeal was over. A fl ashlight beam 

splayed in his face making him wince.

“Get inside, bro. Please,” Rua said, grabbing the man’s arm and 

gently leading him round the hut.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS THAT, MAN?” The man broke free of 

Rua’s grasp, shining his torch into the grove ahead.

Rua had not actually seen the face or the fi gure of any of his 

foes since they had stalked him. According to folklore it is rare to 

ever see a Patupaiarehe – they are cast in shadow, spirits amongst 

the living. What the man and Rua caught a glimpse of then would 

never leave their nightmares.

One of the beasts had somehow manage to out fl ank the diving 

birdmen and made its way back to where they had left Rua. Finding 

him gone it had followed his scent towards the hut. In the beam of 

light stood a towering humanoid creature. Red hair fl owed down 

over its shoulders in messy ringlets. Its face was that of a man’s, 

but high cheekbones and a thick brow ridge hid deep eye sockets 

where luminous yellow reptilian eyes glared into the light. A fl at 

nose with fl ared nostrils sat above a mouth full of incisors. Saliva 
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dribbled off the fangs that gnashed within full black lips. Its skin 

was white, rippling with muscles, a short crude fl ax skirt covering 

its genitalia. Hands the size of a man’s head had fi ngers that became 

claws.

The man stumbled backwards as the Patupaiarehe rushed 

towards him.

“SHIT!”

Rua turned around, grabbing him by his jacket pulling him to 

the side as the beast swiped wildly in his direction. The fl ashlight 

was fl ung from his hand into the undergrowth when the two men 

hit the ground. A grizzly chortle reverberated in the darkness as 

they got to their feet. The Patupaiarehe’s silhouette had moved in 

front of the hut and to get to it the men had to get past it.

“BRO . . . GET BEHIND ME!” Rua yelled.

The man didn’t need to be asked twice.

“When I say run, I want you to run straight back to the hut, I am 

going to take it on,” Rua said, a sense of bravado fi lling him.

A spluttering snarl from the beast made Rua pre-empt its attack, 

moving before it did. “NOW!”

He launched himself at the towering frame with all the strength 

he had left in him. In his peripheral vision he saw the man lunge 

around the engaged foe and scamper onto the porch and into the 

hut slamming the door behind him.

Rua was no match for the Patupaiarehe, it tossed him through 

the air effortlessly; he sailed for metres, deeper into the forest 

away from the hut before landing in the undergrowth. The assault 



53

had left him exhausted and he sat up sluggishly to see the fi gure 

stomping between trees, making its way over to fi nish him off. Rua 

looked back over his shoulder to where the birdmen had chased 

the other Patupaiarehe into the forest. They were nowhere to be 

seen. Turning back, his head was jolted as the monster pushed its 

hand around his neck, lifting him off the ground till he was at its 

height. It pulled him close, its fetid breath soaking his skin, its eyes 

burrowing into his.

A garbled chortle spilt out of the creature’s mouth, pushing 

the hair back off Rua’s face. Exhausted, he surrendered to his fate 

going limp in its clutch. It twisted Rua’s head, exposing the fl eshy 

part of his neck.

Rua had dreamed of his death many times. In a car accident 

driving drunk; during a knife fi ght between rival gangs; taking an 

overdose of pills and alcohol. Lost and cold, this was not a demise 

he had ever conceived of in his dreams. But at least dying like this 

was honourable – he had saved a man’s life by sacrifi cing his own.

The vice-like grip suddenly slackened, and he fell to the ground 

in a crumpled heap. From where he lay on his side he could see the 

descending fi gures of the birdmen surrounding the Patupaiarehe. 

The creature staggered backwards, spinning wildly as it was 

surrounded by adversaries that it could not vanquish. With a mad-

dening screech, it sped off into the forest making its way back up 

into the foothills of the ranges.

The birdmen came to rest upon the ground around Rua, 

encircling him. Slipping in and out of consciousness, Rua’s body 
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exhausted, his mind reeling from the events that had taken place 

over the evening, he heard an angelic voice carried upon a gentle 

warm zephyr.

“It is only through surrender that you can align yourself with the 

journey home, my son.”

He didn’t know if he was delusional or the voice he heard 

was real but it resonated in his head. A feminine voice ripe with 

benevolence. He felt like he was soaking in a hot spring, alleviated 

from the wrath of his own self-pity.

From the sodden earth where he lay he could see a swirling 

whirl of mist moving silently through the forest. Serpentine, it 

coiled around the trunks of trees, slithering across the ground 

towards him.

“Your heart is valiant, my son.” The words were a serenade to 

his ears.

The birdmen all turned to face into the forest, taking their gaze 

off Rua. The mist began to take form as it brushed past the sentries, 

taking the subtle curves of a beautiful woman. She was spectral like 

the birdmen, translucent, fl oating over the ground. As she passed 

totara, rata, the leaves and bark of the trees formed a cloak that 

covered her naked body. Her hair, a cascading waterfall of jet 

black, spilled over her right shoulder, kokako and huia feathers 

forming a fan at the back of her head.

She reached down to his face, a ghostly limb that became solid 

when she cradled his cheek in her hand. Her hand was warm.

“I am Hine-pukohu-rangi. The mother of all Tuhoe.”
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Rua felt strength fl ushing through his body, vitality and warmth 

coursing along arteries and veins, enlivening organs and limbs, 

healing the wounds of the evening’s battle. He pushed himself up, 

getting to his feet.

“Who are these phantoms who have saved me?” He pointed at 

the sentries whose unbroken circle stood steadfast around them. 

Grace had touched Rua on this eve and it had changed him.

“Your attention was harboured in the past, the death of your 

friend, the sum total of your life to the point when you walked 

into the forest.”

Rua hung his head, the weight of truth buckled his knees and 

his legs gave way. A well of sadness sprung from his eyes, rivulets 

of pain, like anchors to the moment, surged towards the cool earth. 

She had not answered his question, but she had spoken an elemen-

tal truth that crippled his curiosity.

“The Patupaiarehe attacked because they felt threatened by 

you. You walked into the forest swelling with emotions of fear, 

anger, frustration. All things in creation are interconnected. They 

felt your confrontational attitude, and it prompted their assault.”

“I’m sorry . . . truly sorry.” Rua wept into his hands.

“The power of the scream coalesced with your spirit, it reached 

across all of creation and these powerful beings came to assist in 

your evolution. They are warriors whose life is built on faith. They 

come from a land in the direction of the rising sun.

It is the faith in your heart that called them here.” She acknowl-

edged the birdmen, touching her heart and then her forehead with 
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her right hand, then extending her hand to the spectral fi gures 

around them.

“What the future holds for you depends on your state of con-

scious awareness now. Do you understand?” The mist maiden tilted 

her head and looked at Rua with searching eyes that looked into 

his heart, not into his head.

Rua snivelled hard, tears that had burnt with self-disgust healed 

now with wisdom. “Yes. Yes . . . I understand.”

“Listen to your heart. Follow its path.” Her hand stroked his 

face, catching the tears in her palm she cradled them in the cup 

of her hand.

“How will I know that I am following a path of heart?” Rua 

queried.

“If your actions benefi t the whole of creation, Rua, then the 

path you have taken is a path of heart. Kohia nga taikaka. Seek the 

heartwood.” She turned to leave, still cradling his tears. “I will free 

these tears into the rivers and allow them to become part of the 

great ocean. Let them be a symbol of love for you. Though they 

are only two, when they are part of the river and then the ocean, 

they are part of the whole. That is what love is. A great ocean.” 

She acknowledged the birdmen once again and then her body 

dissipated into a fi ne mist that disappeared into the surrounding 

foothills.

Rua got to his feet and moved into the centre of the circle. 

He set his arms against his side. Bowing his head he breathed in 

deeply. Continuing to breathe, he said a prayer of thanks and 
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blessing, gratitude and grace for the assistance of the apparitions 

that surrounded him. He felt a shiver ripple over his body and he 

knew they had left him. A rumination in his heart, and he knew his 

gratitude was received.

“Hey bro. Do you mind telling me what’s going on?”

Rua smiled. The hiker had returned from the hut. He had found 

his fl ashlight in the undergrowth and was shining it at the ground 

in front of Rua.

“Ever heard of Hine-pukohu-rangi or the Patupaiarehe?” Rua 

asked half-jokingly.

“The wha . . .?” The hiker said as Rua took his arm gently leading 

him towards the hut.

“Don’t worry, cuz. If we can share a cup of tea, I’ll tell you a 

fable.”
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HERALDED

The paths that we take

Bring us to this place

Where dreams are truly born

A mythical dance is made

When our last breath is drawn.

The void is no longer a dream

Allowing the mind to gleam

In the stellar regions of truth

Illuminating the earnest and aloof.

Just north-east of Karamea, West Coast of Te Wai Pounamu, South 

Island, Aotearoa, 12 December 1978

The day they buried Fergusson Tander’s grandfather up on what he 

called his “sanctuary”, the mercury boiled in many a thermometer. 

It was as if some of the mourners who had come from the warmer 

latitudes had hauled in the sun and dragged it down in order to 

allow Reece Keuleumans to feel its glorious heat just once more 
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before the Earth took his cadaver into her cooling embrace.

Fergusson had only just turned six when his grandfather died. 

He had no understanding of death, and just as much understanding 

of life. He had spent little time in his grandfather’s presence, but 

what time he had spent with Reece, Fergusson had enjoyed. He had 

been enthralled by him – the man whose joy was a plague to the 

harvester of sorrows. The old man knew that his time had come 

and his infectious sense of gratitude spilled from a cup of life that 

overfl owed, its course melding with all who he drew near to him 

in those fi nal moments.

Reece was touching the void that Fergusson had just come from. 

He knew it intimately and was not starved of the affections he felt 

emanating from its fulsome womb. Granted the wisdom to enact 

his passage with peace, the old man had brought his family close 

on his fi nal days. No one was surprised when he had asked for one 

particular individual to join his immediate kin as he bestowed his 

warmest and tender farewells. Fergusson’s mother had then trav-

elled to the island of Sulawesi, Indonesia, to fi nd Reece’s oldest and 

most trusted friend, Bangong. He was a Bugi, a master sailor, ship 

builder and navigator. Upon hearing news of Reece’s imminent 

death, he immediately set sail for New Zealand with his wife and 

seven children.

Three weeks after Fergusson’s mother arrived back in Karamea, 

Reece asked to be taken down to Westport. She called the coast-

guard to see if there was any sight of a ship along the coast. 

Pragmatically the coast guard assured her that none had come to 
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Westport for weeks. Reece insisted with not a little vehemence, 

and his daughter wilfully obeyed her father’s request. Reece knew 

that the ship was coming, a sense unfathomable by the rational 

mind had alerted him of the presence of his oldest companion and 

he had harkened to the call.

The old man sat on the wharf as close to the ocean as he possibly 

could, telling his grandchildren stories of his adventures around the 

globe. As a prelude to the arrival of what the coast guard had pro-

claimed to be the phantom ship, Fergusson’s grandfather cast a spell 

of haunting intrigue as he told his grandchildren about the Bugis.

When the Bugis desired to build a ship they would leave their 

bodies during a dream and explore the forests near their village. 

The spirits of the forest would assist with the selection of the cor-

rect trees to build a strong and seaworthy vessel. These ships were 

made entirely from natural products; no iron nails graced their 

hulls, no chemical solvents held their planks together. The teak 

decks were caulked with sticky palm fi bre, the masts and booms 

chiselled from jungle trees; wooden blocks were tied with strips of 

rattan, ropes were woven with coconut husks. Wooden pegs held 

the ships together, expanding in the water to secure the crafts. 

With the assistance of the spirits, the crafts were built with grace, 

ensuring that honour and dignity buoyed their hulls.

As if he had given it life, magic prevailed – with Reece’s fi nal 

syllable; a speck appeared on the horizon.

“Hey! What’s that?” Fergusson’s father had seen it fi rst.

Excitement became bedlam as binoculars magnifi ed the speck 
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to the image of a ship under full sail. Reece’s tears fl owed from that 

point and did not stop till Bangong was in his arms embracing him. 

When they saw each other they spoke in a rapid dialogue that was 

undecipherable to the crowd present. Laughter and smiles from 

Bangong’s family gave the impression that the language he spoke 

was one native to the Bugis. Fergusson’s grandfather gained vim 

that his health should have denied him. As his sons moored the 

prahu, the youthful Bangong strode across the lowered gangplank 

and embraced Reece in a way no one in their presence had ever 

seen before. Their bodies shook with convulsions of sadness and joy 

heralded by memories. When the two men pulled themselves apart 

rivulets had stained the cheeks of all those present. The oldest of 

friends had been reunited for one last time, and new connections 

would ensure the families’ involvement for generations to come.

The glorious prahu that Bangong had brought his family upon 

appeared majestic against the dull tugs and fi shing boats that sat 

stagnant in the ebb of the tide. Its mast spanned the deck like an 

ambassador of the forest it came from. The decks coated with oil 

gleamed beneath lashings of salt water. The sail cocooned against 

the mast waited patiently to break free and spread its wings to be 

fi lled with the zephyrs meeting the whitecaps’ swells and lulls.

Skin of heavily drenched brown garnered through close prox-

imity to the sun gave the Bugis appearance a leathery gleam as 

it spilt off their jowls. Beneath their red scarves wrapped around 

their heads heavy set eyes as black as Denniston coal relayed a 

message of serenity and peace granted by their safe passage across 
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the ocean. Short-sleeved white shirts – buttoned up at Bangong’s 

request – came down to batik sarongs bleached by sun and sea.

The excitement continued as the elderly pair escorted the 

horde of well-wishers back to the homestead in Karamea. Reece’s 

health took a turn for the better in the days after the Bugis’ arrival; 

but the ravages of time wait for no one, and within days he was 

drawing his last breaths.

Many hands lay upon Fergusson’s grandfather’s body as he 

exhaled for the last time. Prayers were mumbled by many tongues, 

sonnets for a life lived in celebration. His will decreed that he be 

cremated and his ashes buried beneath his “angel” on his sanctuary 

he called home.

Reece had called his children into a secluded meeting with 

Bangong hours before his death. His children had known that 

Bangong was one of Reece’s closest childhood friends, but they 

did not know the true tale of their bonding, and the signifi cance 

of the Sumatran Pine growing in a climate where it was virtually 

impossible for it to fl ourish. Yet it thrived heartily. When Reece’s 

children left their father’s side they were left with an incredible 

true-life story that gave them new respect for the two elderly men. 

With the greatest attention to how they felt, each walked into the 

garden and stopped some distance in front of the tree.

Now, during the funeral, a huge procession wandered up the 

driveway leading to the small crib where he had lived the fi nal 

years of his time on Earth. Fergusson held his mother’s hand; she in 

turn held her sister’s who held her brother’s while Bangong, crying 
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uncontrollably carried Reece’s ashes ahead of the stream of mourn-

ers. Reece’s children dug a hole beneath the towering Sumatran 

Pine tree surrounded by native forest at the back of his garden and 

poured the ashes in. Tears mingled with the soil as it was fi lled in by 

the hands of all those present. That night a marquee was erected 

and the mourners celebrated a new beginning for the departed. 

Tears now mingled with laughter and music and dancing replaced 

the solemn beat of a funerary march.

Fergusson woke early the next morning and ventured outside 

to witness the array of sleeping bodies beneath the marquee; most 

nursing hangovers. In sight of the intentionally alcohol infl icted 

wounded he saw Bangong in the distance locked in an embrace 

with the Sumatran Pine. Being as open as a child is to the ways of 

infl uence Fergusson strolled over to the tree and made himself 

a mirror image of the elderly Bugi hugging the trunk. Bangong 

laughed when he saw the little boy, bringing a smile to Fergusson’s 

face. It would be years until the signifi cance of this act would 

assemble itself in Fergusson’s mind and eventually his heart.

A prevailing south westerly wind called the Bugis to the ocean 

that afternoon and sadly they said their farewells to all. Connections 

had been fortifi ed across generations since Bangong’s arrival; their 

strength would unify over the years to come. The Bugis cast off, 

spilling the ropes that held the sails entwined in their cocoons and 

allowing the breeze to billow these butterfl ies upon laments from 

the Antarctic. Within minutes, the ship had become a speck bob-

bing up and down on the horizon.
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Fulsome Dreams

Heralded place of my erection

Found wanting for nothing here

I resurrect in the company of scribes

Then believe I deserve my place there.

Though Reece had gifted the property to his children, they 

decided not to stay now. The weight of the mourning, then cel-

ebration made for uncomfortable feelings. Unanimously they 

decided that next summer they would all return and go about 

making it their own.

Fergusson slept all the way back on the drive to Nelson. He 

awoke the next day to fi nd a book next to his head. Its leather 

jacket was wrinkled and cracked; a string bound its crisp dry pages, 

calligraphy ornamenting every one. Occasionally a map would 

adorn a page or be spread across two.

“Mum what is this?” he remarked as he ran into the kitchen 

clutching the book.

His mother wiped tears away from her eyes. “It’s your grandfa-

ther’s memoirs. He wanted you to have them,” she said.
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What Fergusson held in his hands was an account of journeys full 

of adventure, daring, horror and unfathomable sorrow. He walked 

over and hugged his mother, his head lolled against her thigh. He 

had never seen her so sad, and never did he see her that sad again.

It would be some years before Fergusson would be able to read 

and comprehend the magnitude of his grandfather’s memoirs.

On his ninth birthday he pulled the dusty volume from beneath 

his bed and blew the fi lm of three years away with a single exhala-

tion. It took him almost another three to get through it, and upon 

completion he revered the Sumatran Pine in a way he never 

had before. His grandfather had been just 17 when the Japanese 

Imperial Army decimated the American fl eet at Pearl Harbour. He 

had been living in the Dutch East Indies with his godparents for 

some years. They lived in Ugung Pandang, on the island of Celebes. 

His memoirs started the night of 5 February 1942.

THE MEMOIRS OF REECE KEULEUMANS

(excerpt from 4 to 19 February 1942)

5 February 1942, Ugung Pandang, Celebes, Dutch East Indies

I could hardly believe it, but it was true. The American–British–

Dutch–Australian commanding force was repelled on 4 February, 

by 37 Japanese dive-bombers. Admiral Karel Doorman, the com-

manding offi cer of the allied fl eet was forced to retire to Cilacap 

to protect damaged cruisers and the Japanese forces captured 

Balikpapan.
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Amelia, my godmother, said that it would only be a matter of 

time before the Dutch East Indies fell and everyone would be 

forced into slavery, or worse – torture and death. Malcolm, my 

godfather, said that we should be in Australia before that could 

happen.

I heard the Bugis were amassing an armada of prahus and pre-

paring to fi ght to protect their villages. Their courage and stout 

hearts should inspire the allied forces to victory! My dear Bugi 

friend Bangong said that his father is scouting for the allied forces 

in his dreams. He believed he could venture out of his body and 

see the positions of the Japanese navy ships.

7 February 1942, Ugung Pandang, Celebes, Dutch East Indies

My godparents booked on a ship for Timor leaving 8 February. 

They hoped to arrive in Darwin within two weeks and then head 

to Sydney where they had family. Though they were adamant that 

I should join them, I had other plans. But I packed a bag and left 

it with their luggage to keep them from worrying.

I heard the call for adventure and this is where my heart led. I 

headed down to the harbour with Bangong. We stowed away on 

his father’s prahu. He told the allied commanders that he would 

act as reconnaissance and scout ahead for Japanese ships.

The speed at which the prahu can sail will allow them to 

escape larger craft. However, I wondered how he would cope 

with the airplanes. I had heard that the Japanese had air bases on 

some of the islands north of Celebes.
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8 February 1942, off the coast of Celebes

We were some distance from land when the crew found us. 

Bangong’s father was enraged, especially at his son for allowing 

me to come along. I told him that I wanted to stay and fi ght for 

my home, Celebes. I believe it struck a chord with the old pirate. 

He embraced me and told me that I am either a fool, or have the 

blind courage of one!

He worried about what my godparents would think. I told 

him that it was my decision to be here. At all costs, I would rather 

stand and fi ght than run away. He gave Bangong and I third watch.

As we sailed along the north-western coastline of Celebes 

it grew darker, the day giving over to the eve. I wondered how 

Bangong’s father would make contact with the allied forces in 

Ambon. Bangong said that his father’s spirit would visit other 

Bugis of the north-east who will radio our fi ndings into the base 

at Ugung Pandang. It became eerily still, the ocean resembled a 

pond. Fluorescent streaks of green broke against the bow of the 

prahu and disappeared in our wake. The stars refl ected on the 

ocean’s surface, it was so beautiful, but danger lurked just ahead. 

Being up the mast gave me the sense of peace that one can only 

fi nd being at sea. The rise and fall of the ocean’s motion is so nur-

turing. Fear had not encompassed me; its tentacles of treachery 

had not found my heart and captured its thirst for life.

9 February 1942, off the coast of Celebes

Bangong’s father woke on this morning from a dream, his trepidation 
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frightening not only the crew, but also me. He said that he left 

his body during the night and his spirit had fl own into the future. 

He said that there were more Japanese ships than he could count; 

they were moving at great speed. Soon, he said, there would be 

great battles fought in the highlands of Celebes. Not long after 

there would a great battle at night in the Badung Strait and Bali 

would fall to the Japanese. The allied forces would be forced back 

to the great island in the south-east. I believed he meant Australia.

I wondered then whether the rest of our voyage would be 

futile since he had accomplished his objective when the low 

drone of aircraft broke the sound of the waves crashing against 

the bow of the prahu.

There were cries from everyone as they steered the boat in 

towards the coastline. We were under full sail by the time the 

fi rst of the dive-bombers swooped. Bullets riddled the side of the 

prahu slicing three of the crew to pieces. Another and another 

came cascading down, their projectiles ripping through our sails 

cutting them to shreds. We became sitting ducks. Half the crew 

jumped ship, preferring to take their chances in the ocean. But 

two planes fl ew over and they were all peppered with bullets. I 

watched in horror as their bodies sank beneath the waves into 

the depths below. Three more planes fl ew by, during their passes 

inspecting our craft. Bangong and I did our best to stay beneath 

in the cabin peering out as the planes fl ew overhead.

Bangong’s father and the rest of the crew knelt down on the 

cabin fl oor next to us. Smoke rose from where the bullets had torn 
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through the wooden cabin and into the fl oorboards of the boat. 

The shadows of the planes blacked out the sunlight sporadically 

each time they fl ew over. Bangong’s father then said the words 

that I will never forget.

“The ship’s spirit has left, we must leave too.”

I didn’t understand, however I followed him as he ran to the 

back of the boat grabbing a length of coconut husk rope that was 

tied to the decking and dove into the ocean. The other members 

of the crew did the same, including Bangong. Just as I made impact 

with the water one of the dive-bombers made a high arc over the 

prahu and dropped a bomb. It hit the teak deck exploding upon 

impact. I dove deeper as the debris pierced the blue water like 

fragmented javelins hurtling towards the dark blue depths. The 

mast landed to my left and immediately members of the crew 

swam towards it.

The rope we were holding was tied to some of the deck 

boards and we reeled them in. Grabbing hold of a board I heard 

the drone of three of the planes heading away towards the hori-

zon. The plane that had dropped the bomb was making a turn 

and heading back our direction. Bangong’s father was nowhere 

in sight. I checked the debris, but couldn’t see him anywhere. I 

started to yell with Bangong at the crew members hanging onto 

the mast – the plane was lining them up in its sights. In a moment of 

sheer panic the men became paralysed with fear. Bullets pierced 

the ocean’s surface; spray fl ying up as their deadly trail made a 

beeline for the crew. There were screams then silence as their 
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bodies went limp on the ocean’s current. Blood clouded the water 

around them a deep red.

I shouted to Bangong who swam over to me grabbing a piece 

of decking. I told him we had to watch and wait for the plane to 

begin his turn and then dive down beneath the debris before it 

could make out our position. He agreed, however, as much as he 

was listening to me, he was searching for his father, his head spin-

ning around as he treaded water. Sure enough, the plane made 

its turn and we dove down beneath the wreckage. Even at a 

depth of a few metres the shadow of the plane was visible. It fl ew 

over and then did another pass and then we needed to surface 

to breathe.

I did so fi rst, ever so slowly. The plane had fl own away, head-

ing over towards the headlands in the distance. Bangong came 

up next to me, his face anxious. We swam through the wreckage, 

searching for his father, but he was lost to us. The current was 

getting stronger, pulling us out to sea.

9–19 February 1942

The largest piece of debris was the mast; Bangong and I tied our-

selves to it and took turns at sleeping. Bangong said nothing about 

his father. I believe he could well have been in shock. During the 

night we lost sight of land completely. We drifted at the mercy of 

the ocean currents, none of which I was familiar with.

My greatest fear was sharks, followed closely by being picked 

up by a Japanese ship. In the event of either circumstance coming 
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to fruition, I felt death would soon follow. This was the only cer-

tainty I had.

Bangong woke me in the morning, his thirst making him very 

weak. He told me that he was feeling tired and that he felt like 

letting go. I swam over to him and talked to him as my own throat 

began to dry. Over and over again I told him how we must hold 

on, we would fi nd land soon and we would be safe.

In my heart I sincerely hoped that this was to be the truth. I 

knew that if I believed it, it would be so. The ocean had become 

azure and endless, waves fl icking up and over my face. Bangong 

slept most of the day. I would check his pulse every now and 

again, making sure that he was still with me. The sun beat down 

on us relentlessly, its fervour cracking the skin around my salty lips.

Around sunset a group of black clouds appeared on the hori-

zon. Thunder crackled over the insistent lapping of the water 

against the mast. I woke Bangong and told him that we must drink 

if the storm comes over us. We must fi nd the strength to remain 

awake and fi ll our mouths with water.

The swell picked up considerably as the storm approached. In 

our exhausted state we struggled to hang onto the mast. Using all 

of our strength we drank the rain and hung on to the mast. Black 

hell encompassed us and we diligently waited for the light of day 

and the promise of rescue.

At fi rst light the sight of Bangong smiling at me was possibly the 

most wonderful sight I had ever seen. We had drunk throughout 

the night and had regained some semblance of our former selves. 
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The day dawned as a mirror refl ection of the sky above – infi nite 

blue. There was no land in sight. This day had the potential to 

be deadly if we did not make it to shore or be rescued, I thought 

to myself. Bangong told me that he had to eat, he was becoming 

ravenous. I had pushed the idea of food from my mind.

Mid-morning Bangong saw something drifting towards us. A 

mild panic accompanied his pointing. My heartbeat quickened, 

making me very light headed as I initially thought the worst. Shark.

Whatever it was it was enormous. It bobbed under the waves, 

its mass eluding our gaze. Bangong began to cry. Then he untied 

himself from the mast and began swimming in its direction. For a 

moment I thought he had lost his mind; I watched in horror, una-

ble to yell on account of my own fear rising through me. Bangong 

disappeared for a moment then reappeared swimming with all his 

might towards the behemoth. He was upon it a heartbeat later 

hugging its mass as waves washed over its surface.

It was almost opposite me when I realised what it was. A log. An 

enormous log! Bangong lay upon it, his head down nestled amongst 

the grooves in the bark. He yelled to me that rainwater had pooled 

in the holes where the branches had been. I kissed the mast, gave 

thanks and swam over to join him. Like an iceberg the log’s mass 

was mostly hidden beneath the veneer of the ocean, however 

we could easily rest on the part of it that breached the surface.

Our sense of salvation was preserved by this discovery, it gave 

us a new sense of promise; a sense of hope even though we were 

growing weaker by the hour. The water we found on the tree was 
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suffi cient for us temporarily, but the relentless heat of the sun was 

draining the very life from us. My skin began to blister and peel.

Bangong saw a coconut fl oating in the ocean just before dusk. 

He swam over and grabbed it, managed to get back to the log and 

then I eventually split it open. It took so much strength that when 

I ate its tasty fl esh I believe I merely replenished the energy I had 

spent breaking it open.

That night something brushed up against my leg as it dangled 

in the water, waking me from my slumber. I immediately brought 

it back up onto the log and out of the water. I peered into the 

darkness beneath me, my heart thumping against my chest. The 

swell had died down and the water was as placid as I had ever 

seen it. The stars so huge on the water I could have been in space 

amongst them. I called to Bangong only to see him react the 

same way I had when whatever it was nudged him as well. The 

whole evening we sat staring into the water as we were watched 

by some foe within the murky depths. Around dawn I saw it. A 

Tiger shark, perhaps six feet in length. It swam beneath our log 

continuously, darting back and forth, waiting for fatigue to set 

in. If it did, we would slip into the ocean and become a meal. I 

watched Bangong as he did me, making sure that we gave the 

beast no chance. It could have easily leapt out of the water, I 

thought, and knocked us off the log. There would have been no 

struggle. But by the end of the day the shark had grown weary 

and disappeared. Another coconut came within sight but neither 

Bangong nor I had the strength or courage to leave our sanctuary. 
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The shark could have been hovering around fox-like. That night 

Bangong slept while I watched him, making sure his body didn’t 

touch the water’s surface.

It rained again that night. I managed to drink again from the 

downpour, even cupping my hands, fi lling them several times 

over. I became delirious around dawn, thinking that land was just 

ahead. I woke Bangong with my shouting. But it wasn’t land; it was 

a ship. We squinted in the early morning light to see what kind 

of ship it was. Believing we were saved we waved in its direction. 

The sight of a Japanese Imperial Navy fl ag brought our hopes of 

rescue crashing down. We lay down on the log, trying to keep 

very still, but they had seen something and we saw two airplanes 

leaving the ship. Swinging around they headed in our direction. 

Death waited in the ocean beneath us and closed in on us from 

above. Our actions perhaps even surprised us as we dove into 

the water hiding beneath the log. We looked madly all around 

us for the shark that had plagued us but there was no sign of it. 

The shadows of the airplanes shattered the beams of sunlight that 

permeated into the depths beneath as they sped overhead and 

fi nally away into the distance. We surfaced occasionally, breath-

ing on the far side of the log, out of the prying eyes of the planes 

and then the ship as it passed by us no more than 50 feet away. 

The swell it created made it incredibly hard to stay hidden out 

of sight as the waves washed over the log. Bangong choked more 

than once as he swallowed seawater. The roar of the engines 

beneath the water was terrifying, it was all around us, it seemed 



76

as though the ship was closing in on us. However, the din tapered 

off and it became increasingly quieter.

Bangong and I climbed back onto the log when the ship was 

in the distance. We had been submerged beneath the ocean’s 

surface for the hottest part of the day and the afternoon was 

almost pleasant. That evening dusk erupted into the most beauti-

ful sunset I have ever seen. Aching oranges succumbed to pink 

and purples, as indigo meandered towards the horizon where the 

sun had departed. I told Bangong that I needed to rest; he told 

me that he would stay awake till I woke again. That night I died, 

only to be reborn with the new day.

I was asleep within moments of lying down on the log. A sense 

of quiet awareness overtook me. I expanded out of my body and 

the next thing I knew I was looking down over Bangong and my 

languid frame spread across the trunk. I looked so peaceful, so 

still. I rose up, feeling the wind blowing me away from the scene 

below. I let it take me only to fi nd myself moving at an incredible 

speed, dipping, swooping over the ocean’s surface. In the distance 

was an island, its mass darker against the sea. I fl ew over it, seeing 

below me six ships, all fl ying Japanese fl ags, hugging the shoreline 

on the north-eastern side of the island.

In the distance the lights of fi ve other ships punctuated the 

pitch of the open water. I fl ew towards them and circled high 

above. Three of the fi ve were fl ying Dutch fl ags and two American 

fl ags. I did not know it, but I was about to witness the Battle of 

Badung Strait; it was the night of 18 February 1942.
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The engagement was fi erce. I watched as the Japanese sunk 

the Dutch destroyer HNLMS Piet Hein, damaging the American 

destroyers USS Pope, and USS John D. Ford, sending them back 

through the strait of Badung. I presumed they were headed back 

to the base they had come from. More Allied ships arrived. The 

battle continued, ships coming and going, until dawn began to 

break on the horizon; the colour of the night’s bloodshed echo-

ing over its zenith.

Below me there were two smaller islands and a huge island that 

lay way off to the south. I could see the larger fl eet returning in 

the direction of the larger island, passing seven smaller boats that 

were heading towards the battle scene. I knew the chance had 

arrived for us to be rescued. I sped back across the ocean, over 

the island, seeing the log, Bangong and my body still limp against 

its girth. From my height I could gauge the distance between us 

and the retreating fl eet. The seven smaller vessels had circled 

the area looking for survivors; they were now leaving the strait 

following the retreating fl eet. They would miss us unless alerted 

to our presence, and Bangong looked frailer; with the heat of this 

new day he would perish.

I headed off in the direction of the retreating ships, fl ying at 

speeds that were dizzying, the ocean beneath me a blur of white 

and azure. I was in front of the fl eet in a moment, then aboard 

one of the rear ships a heartbeat later. A phantom amongst the 

living, I fl ew into the bridge of the ship, passing through the steel 

walls and walked up to the captain.
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I whispered in his ear that we were behind the boats, he had to 

circle around and do another check for survivors in the morning 

light. I took a step back from his side. The captain looked around 

– he had heard me, but it must have registered as a thought in his 

own head. He called for the ships to circle back and do another 

sweep of the area. The glee I felt projected me through the steel 

roof and out above the ship. I watched all seven ships turn around 

and head back in our direction.

I thought of my body and Bangong and in a moment I was 

back over the log. I slipped back into my mortal coil and felt its 

confi nes. I stretched out into it, extremities fl exing, awakening. I sat 

up. Bangong was slouched over the log, his body limp. I called to 

him. Gingerly he looked up at me, a smile breaking across his face 

as he saw me awake. I crawled down the log, a new enthusiastic 

vigour enlivening me. I pointed to the ships getting closer by the 

second. He looked at me, his eyes widening. I pulled him up onto 

his feet and together we waved and shouted till two of the ships 

were alongside us. Bangong hugged me with every bit of strength 

he had left, then fell down onto the log crying, heaving. I could 

hear him thanking the log for protecting us, sparing us from the 

clutches of death.

I stood there oblivious to the calls of the American sailors 

aboard the ships on either side of us. Everything went silent and 

I could only hear my breathing. I looked over the log and with all 

my heart gave thanks. Then, just before I was about to get hauled 

up onto a ship by the now animated sailors, I saw it. I walked 
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along the log and plucked the narrow cone off the tiny branch 

just behind where Bangong had been sitting. I held it in my palm, 

looking at it for what seemed an eternity. The next thing I knew, 

a sailor had me in his arms and was lifting me onto a ship. The 

sight of the log from the ship’s deck brought tears welling up in 

my eyes. I cried then like I have never cried since. The tumultuous 

experience I had during those days out at sea broke me, saved 

me and made me the man I am today.

12 December 1942, Wellington, New Zealand

I left Sydney by cruise ship on 8 December 1942 and arrived in 

Wellington, New Zealand, fi ve days later. I came here to go to 

medical school in a place called Dunedin. I had heard that it 

snows down there sometimes and I had never seen snow.

I wanted to join the army and fi ght the Japanese as soon as 

I grew stronger. However, when I met up with my godparents I 

realised that I wanted to save lives rather than take them. They 

decided to a move to a place called Nelson, at the top of the South 

Island of New Zealand. They said they would fund my education 

if I decided to become a doctor. Now, with all my heart I knew 

that this was my path.

I miss Bagong so much. He tried to get back to Celebes, to 

no avail. He lived in Darwin amongst refugees, from the various 

islands of the Dutch East Indies. After the Battle of the Coral Sea, 

I no longer feared for his safety so much. He is like a brother to 

me and my heart yearns to see his smiling face.
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The pinecone turned a glossy red-brown and began to open 

upon my arrival in New Zealand.

23 February 1943, Karamea, South Island, New Zealand

My godparents bought me a small section of land at the top of 

the South Island at a place called Karamea. It has sight of the sea 

and is surrounded by forest and mountains. It reminded me of 

Celebes. My cone dropped seeds the day I went there. I planted 

one on the section. I understood that the tree that had so long ago 

saved Bangong and I was a Sumatran Pine. A botanist in Westport 

told me that the pine is not known to grow any further than a few 

degrees south of the equator. Nor at sea level. He said it grows at 

moderate altitudes, mostly 400–1500 metres above sea level. He 

doesn’t understand that love can make miracles happen.
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Kowtow

Invigorating means deny

No dreams from my mind

I am able to ascertain

What’s yours is now mine.

A fathomless smile

Has replaced a gormless grin

Elucidating your message within

Your benevolent aspiring heart.

21 January 1989, Karamea, Te Wai Ponamu, South Island, Aotearoa/

New Zealand, 1.23 pm

Fergusson’s grandfather’s love had made many things grow. His 

family grew into the most remarkable humans he had ever had the 

pleasure to associate with. His love knew no limitations.

The property in Karamea was passed down to Reece’s grandchil-

dren when they all turned 21. Fergusson, being the fi rst to reach 

that age, had received the memoirs so he could appreciate the 

signifi cance of his grandfather’s sanctuary. At his parents request 
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he passed the book on to his siblings and in turn they grew to 

understand what the property in Karamea meant to them. After his 

graduation from Otago University, Fergusson drove to Karamea. It 

just so happened that he turned 21 on the same day. His parents, 

uncles and aunties and their children were all waiting for him when 

he arrived. Handshakes and hugs were met with tears and laugh-

ter. His mother handed over the keys to the crib in a fi nal gesture 

before they left him alone with the property.

In Reece’s memoirs he had said that often he would come out 

and sit beneath the tree during the summer, just to be touching it. 

When he strolled into the garden and ran his hand over its fl eshy 

bark, Fergusson could almost see his grandfather’s tear stains, left 

when he had hugged the tree and cried for hours.

Fergusson’s mother told him that Bangong had died two days 

before his graduation. When Reece had passed, Bangong asked 

Reece’s children if he could be buried with his old friend beneath 

the tree on the property. The siblings had welcomed it, understand-

ing the signifi cance of their bond. Reece, Bangong and the tree.

“Shall I start making funeral preparations then, Mum?” Fergusson 

had asked as rivulets coursed over his cheeks.

His mother laughed and nodded, her own cheeks graced by 

tears. “Yes . . . that’s a good idea, son.”

As they drove away, Fergusson waved goodbye, his fi gure still 

visible in the rear view mirror of the last car as it darted towards 

Westport. When they were out of sight he walked around the 

back of the crib and immediately burst into tears. His body knew 
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no greater force than the gratitude that moved through him now, 

shaking in the memories of his long deceased grandfather and the 

incomparable Bangong. The fulvous bark of the Sumatran Pine felt 

warm to touch as his tears fl owed in the same canals sluiced by his 

grandfather and his best friend.

Coming Home

The course is set and I am on my way

Paths have intertwined and crossed

Here is the place where I will fi nd you

Blessed life I give my thanks

Now take me into your bosom of sleep.
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MOKSHA AROHA

Vested in the hearts and souls

Of that are, one and all

Are the keys to survival

From the horrors of endless nights.

Tormented by the hedonistic foes

Whose parasitic devotion

Comes for young and old

Is the bane called addiction?

There is a cure for its ailment

Found within us all

A severing poultice

That calls to one and all . . . LOVE.

A lighthouse, The Lizard, Land’s End, Cornwall, England, 12 July 2003

Reginald Parkinson slumbered over the kitchen bench, inebriated 

enough to be unable to produce any understandable speech. A 

subconscious frustrated fervour that had been crushed by his own 
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denial had burst the dam of consciousness and found a spring in his 

intoxication. Four inches of clenched fl esh and bone brandished 

his inability to communicate his pent up anger at the cards he had 

been dealt by life.

His wife, recoiling in horror on the fl oor in front of him, cow-

ered with her right arm shielding her bloodied tear-stained face. 

The deep purples and greys of fresh bruises had already started 

to rise up on her cheeks and under her eye sockets. Her neck raw 

and red with hand marks where he had held her in order to deal 

out the measure of his piquancy.

For her part she had honoured the most sacred of contracts, 

that of matrimony. The clause “in sickness and in health” had 

been stressed with literal brio recently. There was no doubt that 

she loved the man who had beaten her, with all her heart. When 

she had questioned whether he was ill, sickened by addiction, he 

laughed it off and told her that he was going to Penzance for a 

drink and that she should join him. She had followed him out to 

his Range Rover and pleaded with him to talk to her about the 

frequency of his drinking, and, more importantly, about the black 

outs he had begun to have.

Fame had come to Reginald like a lightning strike. A gifted 

architect, his architectural vision, his conception of geometry and 

respect for nature had found him admirers. Gracing the banks of 

the Thames and the Mersey were sublime restaurants, museums 

and apartments whose symbiotic feel was eco-conscious. Trees 

and gardens, soft curves and permaculture creating a sustainable 
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existence confi ned within each design. The great cities of Europe, 

the Americas and Asia paid handsomely for innovative creations 

from his ingenious architectural stable.

Filthy lucre. Reginald had acquired that which he detested most 

as a young man; giving new meaning to the cliché, “what you hate 

you become”.

He had grown up in a household of old-fashioned values, and 

mass hypocrisy. Religion played a huge part in his family’s sense of 

morality – when his alcoholic parents were sober. He could count 

on one hand the hours of the day when they were. Yet money had 

come easily to his parents who were both lawyers, both hedon-

ists, both socialites, who had buried their own sordid upbringings 

beneath a smattering of parties, bars, clubs and functions that left 

Reginald alone for much of his childhood. Their unrepentant frus-

trations spilled over into his life – when they had enough of beating 

on each other, he would cop their accrued vim.

“If we hadn’t had you, we would both be better off! Wouldn’t 

we, Ron? Ron! Listen to me when I speak to ya!” SMACK! His mother 

would always strike fi rst, verbally and physically, his father the 

initial recipient of her wrath.

It would have been comical to see as an outsider, an observer, 

removed from reality on television. It would have had canned 

laughter to humourise the seriousness. His mother slapping his 

father around when he had paid her no attention.

Their deaths in his late teens gave Reginald the fi nancial means 

to further his education and follow a passion that had consumed 
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him when he needed somewhere to hide away from the pain.

With graduation and a version of success that liberated him 

from his past, Reginald put his past behind him and started to cre-

ate a future for himself. He never spoke of what had happened 

before, never gave it any credence, fi ling, shelving, locking it up 

and away somewhere he dared not delve. He started his own busi-

ness – eco-friendly architecture and resource management using 

recycled materials. It brought costs down and created a niche that 

he alone occupied till others caught on. The young pioneer was a 

household name across the globe in two years with an empire that 

spanned it to match.

He had met Maudy Hurst in Stockholm, a Dutch–Austrian writer/

actor/model who in her own right became a celebrity thanks to 

her bestselling novels, her writing, directing and acting. She had 

adapted her fi rst international bestseller Yield into a screenplay. 

Her faultless direction, acting and adaptation won her the Palm 

d’or at Cannes, and in the same year best picture, director and 

female actor at both Bafta and Academy awards ceremonies.

It was ravishing love at fi rst sight. They spent inseparable nights 

and days together and soon committed to each other and their 

mutual love and respect in the bonds of matrimony.

That had been a year ago, almost to the day. What had hap-

pened in that year was a diminishing peace for Reginald that had 

seen him become dour, argumentative, increasingly short and 

intolerant of life. The vault of his egotistical mind had swung open 

with great veracity when he had adopted a hedonistic lifestyle with 
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his newly acquired socialite friends. The initial highs had begun 

to be outweighed by lows, yet Reginald still baulked at his wife’s 

insistence to slow down.

Continuing to chase that initial high he had felt, Reginald cas-

caded into the abyss of addictive, involuntary and compulsive 

thinking and the emotions that accompany it. The thinking, the 

content, was of course conditioned by his past: his upbringing, 

his family background. Like all egos, it thrived on separation and 

identifi cation to survive. Upholding the “I-thought”, it needed the 

opposite “other”. The other being – the enemy – in this case, his 

wife.

“You’re fffuuccckiiinnn’ always complaining ’bout my drinking. 

Now look what you done! I fffffuuuuccccckkkkkeeennnn’ resent 

this shit!” He managed to get the words out, accentuating the 

laboured cussing.

Maudy was petrifi ed. Of late his berating had become more 

coarse and livid. Her attempts to talk to him had fallen on deaf ears, 

and more often than not he had gone out drinking as soon as she 

had brought it up. She loved him, believed in him, accepted him, 

and consciously saw the sickness that had befallen him.

“Reginald, I am leaving here . . . I am going to a hotel for the 

night, I will come back in two days. If you can’t talk with me, I’m 

going to leave you.” Her words were calculated and fi lled with 

presence.

She stood up touching her face as warm rivulets of blood 

coursed across her swelling fl eshy cheeks. She backed away from 
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her husband. He was slunk over the bench comfortably numb for 

the meantime, dozing off into a vacuous sleep. Running up the 

stairs she went into the bathroom and threw water onto her face. 

Its touch stung, she knew she would be heavily bruised for a week 

or so. Walking through into the bedroom she packed a small bag. 

Foraging in her closet she found a scarf; she wrapped it around her 

face and then put her sunglasses on. She didn’t want to parade her 

chiaroscuro mask in public.
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Supernatural

Forged without time

Heralded divine

The voices that guide

You shall never be pushed aside.

Their journey is a passage

Whose devotion is a promise

To exercise the beauty spoken

Within the measurements.

Yours and mine.

A lighthouse, The Lizard, Land’s End, Cornwall, England, 15 July 2003

The lighthouse came into sight over the last stretch of the road. 

When Reginald had said he wanted to buy it for Maudy so that 

she could have somewhere to let her dreams run wild, at least he 

jested in a literary sense. In that moment, she had known that she 

had met someone who understood her.

He had left her here to her own devices many times, and she 

had gravitated to it, thrilled by its sense of bleakness and disparity. It 
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inspired her to write prose that would cradle a tear in the eye with 

every line read, only to have it spill when the last page was turned.

She had been shocked to see him arrive a week ago drunk 

and lividly accusing her of using the hideaway to further her 

promiscuity.

He had slept it off, telling her the next day that he had no 

recollection of saying such a horrid thing. But Maudy had grown 

increasingly savvy around Reginald as she observed his ego taunt 

her, trying to feed itself from her reactions, asserting its need to 

be right. Her lack of response had prompted him to lash out and 

strike her not once but three times not more than three days ago.

She pulled up in her Aston Martin outside the lighthouse, turn-

ing off the purring engine only to hear the wind whistling over the 

precipices a few hundred metres ahead. Reginald’s Range Rover 

was parked up on the grass where it had been when she left. She 

slowly climbed out of the car.

She noticed the entrance to the lighthouse slightly ajar, the 

door caught in a teasing sway that would cause it to slam with the 

most fi erce gusts. Taking a deep breath she pulled it open, walked 

onto the landing below and began to climb the stairs that led to 

the three fl oors above.

The kitchen was much the same as when she had left it. A smear-

ing of her blood still coated the tiles where she had fallen, dried 

and fl aky. She picked up a cloth from the sink and wiped it away.

“REGINALD . . . REGINALD . . .?” she called as she washed the 

cloth clean and resumed mopping up her vital fl uid.
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He didn’t answer. She took three breaths and then walked up 

the adjoining stairwell and made her way to the living room. Like 

the kitchen before it appeared as if it had been devoid of human 

contact since she had left. Her computer sat atop its desk, the single 

square window with the vista of the cliffs to the south west framing 

the panorama.

“REGINALD . . .?”

Climbing the last set of stairs to the bedroom and ensuite she 

cautiously walked a fraction slower, fearing the sight of her hus-

band strewn across the fl oor, a corpse swimming in a quagmire of 

his own gore.

“Reginald . . . Reg . . .?” He wasn’t there. The bed sheets were 

pulled messily to one side, a pillow lay next to the bath caked 

in vomit. Streaks of green bile, smeared by a slipping hand were 

strewn across the fl oor, around and behind the toilet.

She left it; there would be plenty of time for cleaning this up 

later. Her fear had grown more acute now – the sheer drop over 

the cliffs would kill a drunkard foolish enough to stagger near their 

precipice. Had he awoken on the fl oor of the bathroom delirious, 

ashamed and disgusted by his drunkenness? Perhaps then gone 

looking for her? Seeing the blood on the kitchen fl oor could he 

have deduced that he had become violent and drawn her blood? 

Could this have sent him to his death?

Going back into the bedroom she went to the eastern corner 

of the room and pulled down the trapdoor that led up to the light 

chamber above. The small corridor was fl ooded with brilliance 
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from the room above as she jostled upward.

The view was magnifi cent; she had admired it at all times of the 

day, and at night in its heavenly radiance. But its beauty was lost to 

her now as she scoured the cliff edge. A fl apping black sleeve was 

wedged in a fence that bordered their property. She was down the 

steps and into the kitchen a heartbeat later. She was out the door 

when she heard a mumbled cry come from the kitchen.

Turning around and stepping inside she came around the cen-

tral kitchen island and saw Reginald cowering naked beneath it. 

She knelt down, peering into the small pocket between the drawers 

to see her husband curled up and trembling. The moment he laid 

eyes on her he reached out and pulled the scarf away, seeing the 

damage on her face.

He began to quiver, shake and shudder. A solitary fi nger pointed 

at his chest. “ME? . . . ME? . . . DID I DO THAT TO YOU?”

She nodded, slowly, purposefully. He needed to know even if it 

would crush him . . . It did.

Reginald burst into tears, wailing horrendously. Maudy pulled 

him out from his grotto and held him.

“Sorry . . . ssssssssooooorrryyyyy . . . OH GOD . . . I’m soooo 

ssssooorrrryyy . . .” Tears poured forth, each one a salve on his 

unfathomable self-disgust.

“It’s time you got some help, baby. Will you do that with me?”

He nodded, snivelling. “Can you get me a blanket? Please?”

“Yes. And I am going to run you a bath. You’re freezing.” Maudy 

said, heading upstairs.
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Void

Lost in the ways of sin

Cautiously I recognise

The destitute promise

I left behind is otherwise

No longer a burden to carry.

I fathom only where I have been

Where I have come from now

In order to gauge the elucidated

Field of my ancestor’s dreams

Knowing what came before me.

Surrender Drug Rehabilitation Clinic, Villa de Valverde, El Hierro, 

Canary Islands, 13 August 2003

“I have treated people addicted to cocaine, heroin and alcohol 

here at the clinic, and have been administered ibogaine for over 

seven years. I believe it to be a panacea.”

Sally Feuldis had come highly recommended by Fanda Gronis, 

a singer-songwriter friend of Maudy’s who had been treated for a 
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heroin and crack cocaine addiction three years before. However 

her testament for ibogaine came with a warning: it will change the 

life of the person who uses it . . . astoundingly.

When Maudy had attempted to ask whether the change would 

be “for better or worse”, Fanda had smiled and said, “It is what it is.”

“Can you tell us more about ibogaine please, Dr Feuldis?” 

Reginald looked nervous; Maudy squeezed his hand a little tighter.

“Of course.” She paused looking at the couple. Her eyes were 

unusually bright as if she had a secret that she was about to share 

with them.

“In the Central African countries of Gabon, Cameroon and 

Zaire indigenous secret society ancestor cults have survived the 

most arduous efforts of Christianity and Islam missionaries. Their 

members all share the common belief in the existence of a super-

natural realm where spirits of the dead may be contacted. They 

have had direct experience with this realm by mastering a means 

through the consumption of huge amounts of the root-bark shav-

ings of the poisonous shrub known locally as eboka or iboga.”

“Is it deadly?” Reginald asked faintly.

“Yes it is . . . in incredibly large doses.” She smiled, passing her 

eyes from Reginald to Maudy and then back to Reginald. “But your 

doses will be regulated.”

“I don’t understand how it can cure alcoholism?” Reginald said, 

throwing his hands up into the air. “Having a trip won’t cure me of 

anything.” His reluctance was fuelled by his ego’s desire to replenish 

itself through his addiction and its fear for survival.
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“I can assure you that what you will go through in the fi rst ses-

sion – and the second and third, if needed – will amount to more 

than you could ever have imagined. It will not only go a long way 

towards providing you with a means to see the destructiveness 

of your behaviour, it will also change your perspective on life 

COMPLETELY.” Sally’s accentuation of the last word concerned 

Reginald, and it showed. His face screwed up, his stomach ached 

and cold sweat poured out over his back. If he could get his hands 

on a spirit, the kind that assails your liver, not your soul, he felt that 

he could manage this episode with a great deal more ease.

“What can I expect in a physical sense? Vomiting? Nausea?” 

Reginald asked, his brow tightening more as the thought of a more 

sanctifying appeasement of his disdain: getting up and walking out 

the door.

“Yes, they are all part of the experience of drinking Iboga. They 

will pass when the body ingests the liquid and it’s fully in the blood-

stream.” Sally could see Reginald’s body squirming. Instinctively 

she played her trump card. “I have some ready. We can begin the 

session now if you would like.”

Maudy looked at Reginald, sweat had started to bead on his 

forehead, his brow had a creeping furrow growing over it. His 

hand had become clammy, and he shuffl ed in his seat in nervous 

exasperation. “Baby?” she urged.

“Ok . . . let’s do it.” The tentativeness in Reginald’s voice was 

overshadowed by the need to save himself from himself.

Sally got up and walked over to the door. There was a panel of 
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switches to the left of it and she pushed in two at the same time. 

Blinds moved across the open windows where the bases of palms 

and small shrubs hid a path that led from the treatment room to 

living quarters. A dim light went on in the middle of the room and 

Sally locked the only door in and out.

“Won’t you come over here, please, and lie down?” She had 

strolled over to a green fl atbed couch that was about knee height. 

It was a simple couch, no armrests, just a flat surface. It was a 

darker shade of green. Next to it was a silver bucket. Upon seeing 

it Reginald hoped that he wouldn’t have to use it.

He lay down on the couch looking over at Maudy who was 

wiping away tears.

“Can she stay here with me?” he asked, his hand extended in 

her direction.

“Of course.” Sally picked up a chair and placed it next to 

Reginald lying on the couch. “Here, take a seat”.

Maudy got up and came across the fl oor. Sitting down she knelt 

and kissed his quivering lips. “I love you,” she whispered wiping 

away tears.

“Reginald, could you please sit up and drink this?” Sally held 

forth a large cup of a dark brown broth as he sat up.

Leaning on one elbow he drank slowly and steadily from the 

cup. Thicker than gravy, it tasted abominable. He felt nauseous as 

soon as the last gulp landed in his stomach.

Sally passed him a glass of water.

“Thank you.” He smiled at her.
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“Don’t drink much. It will make you feel worse,” she said, half 

withholding the cup, half pushing it to his lips.

Reginald lay back on the couch. His head swimming in anticipa-

tion of what lay ahead.

“I am going to sit over here at the end of the couch, and ask 

you questions, Reginald. Answer them as best you can. Please be as 

honest as you can as well. This is totally confi dential, nothing leaves 

this room. No matter what happens . . . nothing.”

He felt reassured by her professionalism. He closed his eyes and 

tried to relax as his body twitched with spasms. Maudy continued to 

weep softly by his side. He reached out fi nding her hand and held 

it tight, massaging it gently as Sally began to speak.
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Involute

There is a tendency for promise

In every sadness you see

Where the seed of loving

Will give one all you need.

To acknowledge the past

Placing it where it belongs

Knowing the present

Is the place where healing starts.

Sally’s questions skimmed across the surface of his current life. 

Why, where, what, followed in quick succession of each other, as 

if descending from the present down into the abyss of his past. The 

ladder’s rungs were becoming increasingly slippery the further she 

plunged into the darkness where he kept his most fetid memories.

“Reginald, tell me about your parents?”

He took a deep breath, exhaled and then took another inhala-

tion. He held it for a moment and then released the tension.

“My childhood was a torment that I had to endure always at 
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potential cost to my sanity. My parents were hypocrites who gar-

nered ‘respect’ by how much they could drink, while preaching a 

Christian faith and moral code . . .”

“How did they treat you?” Sally asked fi lling the space after he 

stopped short.

“They blamed me for everything. I was the source of all their 

woes and I would cop a beating more often than not.”

“Do you believe that they were sick? Do you believe that they 

loved you?” Sally’s voice seemed strained, as if she was walking away 

and she needed to speak up for him to hear as she got further away.

“I don’t believe they loved themselves. Let alone me. How can 

one love someone else when you don’t even love yourself?!”

“Is that a rhetorical question?” Sally asked.

“Are you referring to me? I love myself. I do . . . I do love my-

self . . .” A wave of giddiness and nausea washed over Reginald. His 

immediate instinct was to get up and leave the room, to get a drink. 

He tried to get up, spinning around on the couch and pushing his 

legs down on the ground. Tremors and stumbling followed and he 

lost his sense of balance, falling to the fl oor on his knees.

“Gotta get the fuck outta here. Help me . . .” he retorted sway-

ing on all fours. It was too much; he fell forward hitting the carpet 

hard, his body completely limp.

Hands. Strong hands cradled him under his armpits and lifted 

him back onto the couch. A hand he knew must have been Maudy’s 

stroked his forehead, its touch so all-encompassing, followed by a 

gentle kiss where it had last graced his skull.
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“Stay with us, Reginald.” Sally’s voice seemed to be coming from 

down a hallway, as if she was yelling along its length, using its walls 

to bounce the echo down to him.

A cold sweat had drenched him, the effort leaving him 

exhausted. “Fucken get me outta here . . .” he pleaded. “Get me a 

drink . . . please. Just one. One drink,” he pleaded, attempting once 

again to get up from the sofa. It was no use. Paralysis made his limbs 

phantoms that he could see but no longer will to move.

His head lolled and he winced as he began to lose his eyesight. 

Black grates imprinted over his vision. What he could see between 

the bars was becoming increasingly blurry. He turned his head to 

look at Maudy. Even though she was at arm’s length she was fuzzy. 

His stomach twisted and knotted, he convulsed and shook. He 

willed himself to turn over and dry retched over the bucket. The 

force of the retching left him feeling exhausted. A buzzing sound 

fi lled his ears, so loud that all other sounds in the room disappeared.

Closing his eyes, elaborate geometric patterns began to appear, 

intertwined with tendrils that crept in from the corners of his 

vision. Another bout of nausea and he dry retched over the bucket 

again, his body clammy with cold sweat. The buzzing now became 

replaced by a ringing that fi lled his head. Wave upon wave of nau-

sea washed over him as the poison was digested.

“Reginald. Let go. Don’t fi ght it. Let go.” Sally’s voice was barely 

audible. The corridor had become a tunnel.

He opened his eyes, glancing around the room. A thick mire had 

swallowed it up and he couldn’t see anything. He tried to mouth 
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his wife’s name to no avail. His voice was a whisper inaudible to 

his own ears.

“I’m dying . . . I’m fucking dying. This is it. I am dead.” The 

thoughts resonated in his head, over and over again. A compressing 

weight made his breath so short that his breathing became almost 

unnoticeable. In the horror of it all, Reginald attempted to move 

his limbs. He was immobilized, constricted. He fi nally surrendered 

to the notion that the heavily poisonous plant had stolen his life. 

He was dead.
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Lament

For the times we shared

The horrors you found

Lurking in my soul

There were all my fears.

Forgive me and lament

For I truly loved you

However I could never

Drink from the well . . . that gave me you . . . my dear.

Surrender. To what is. Accept. Reginald exercised these notions 

and a sense of peaceful calm came over his consciousness. The 

trepidation that had consumed him during the early stages of 

the experience had flown. The room, Sally, Maudy, even the 

couch, were gone. He was lying on a slab, which at one time 

may have been used for human sacrifi ce by Aztec priests, for 

around him were a cast of shadows, silhouettes of what he thought 

must have been the slain. No distinguishable features were vis-

ible; they were close enough to touch, yet his immobility meant 
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he could not make any physical contact with them. Not that he 

wanted to.

A tear fell on his cheek. Warm; the rivulet assured him of 

some thing hidden deep within his heart: love. He closed his eyes, 

blinking. Opened them to fi nd his parents standing either side of 

him. The ghosts surrounding them had bowed their heads and 

turned their backs on Reginald.

“Hello son.” His father’s voice was endearing and sweet.

Reginald’s memory of his father’s corpse, bloated and heavily 

caked in makeup to conceal the corrosiveness of the alcohol had 

had on his body held no sway here. The fi gure that greeted him 

now was thinner, grey and mottled; fi laments of skin drooped from 

his cheeks and neck. Yet his eyes glowed with brilliance, an assured-

ness of peace beyond the life he had lived.

His mother rested her hand on Reginald’s forehead, brushing 

away the hair from his brow. Her hand was icy, tacky and  grizzly 

on his skin. He turned to look at her, his eyes widening as he assim-

ilated the feeling. Her eyes had the same look of ease that his 

father’s carried.

“Forgive us, boy. Forgive us, for we knew not what we were 

doing,” his mother said, taking her gaze to meet her husband’s and 

then back to Reginald’s.

“We were unconscious, consumed by affl ictions that we should 

have never taken out on you. We ask only for your forgiveness. We 

cannot change the past. Though here in this moment we can help 

to make changes that will infl uence your future,” his father said, 
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placing his cold hand on top of Reginald’s, its grey tissue accentuat-

ing death’s touch.

“If you would do as your father asks, you would ease our suf-

fering, as much as your own. They say ‘ignorant in life, ignorant 

in death’; it’s not true. Truth is consciousness, truth is spirit.” His 

mother turned around, looking into the crowd that jostled behind 

them. A path was cleared and a fi gure began to walk towards the 

slab where Reginald lay.

He could barely make the fi gure out, but as it got closer he 

could see it was an African man striding forward, aged, yet lean 

and strong – as if his youth had been locked into his genes, despite 

his physical years. His hair was cropped, black and patched with 

splotches of grey. Around his neck he wore a wreath of what must 

have been the leaves of the Iboga plant. In his left hand he held 

a cane. The bark on it writhed, covering his fl esh occasionally, 

creeping up his forearm. Obsidian eyes peered down at him as he 

stopped next to Reginald’s mother.

“We love you son, we truly do. We will watch over you, protect 

you and guide you. Please fi nd it in your heart to forgive us . . . 

Goodbye.” As the words trailed out of his father’s mouth, they both 

turned and disappeared into the shadow horde.

Reginald tried to speak, granting his forgiveness, urging his love 

to touch them and give them the understanding that he would 

strive to become a better man amongst the living if he were not 

already dead.

“They have heard, they have felt and understood what you are 



107

making known now,” the African said, his words slow and deliber-

ate. “I am the spirit of Iboga. I have been known to take the souls 

of those who I detest.” He leant forward, his face inches above 

Reginald’s. “Since you have come for my help, I will willingly give 

it. However, also a warning I will give you.” His eyes grew wider, 

his brow pinched. “Your soul will be mine if you do not heed 

my advice.” He lent back so slowly that Reginald could see red 

branches like forks of lightning striking over the whites of his eyes 

at the black obsidian irises.

“To awaken you must recognise your unawakened self. It is the 

ego that acts, thinks, speaks. You must understand the collective 

mental processes that perpetuate the unawakened state. I will give 

you keys, but it is you who must open doors to healing and con-

scious awareness.” He twisted the staff in his hand, tilting his head 

slightly. “Do you understand? There is no turning back.”

Reginald, still under the hefty invisible weight managed to give 

a small nod.

“If you do not take the path of healing . . . I will come for you.” 

The African clenched his teeth together, grating them as his eyes 

closed to a squint.

Reginald nodded again, tears welling up in his eyes, pooling, 

then spilling down onto the slab beneath. Emissaries of acknowl-

edgement and surrender that carved channels down the side of 

his head through which more tears could fl ow.

The Iboga spirit placed his hand over Reginald’s eyes. “Close 

your eyes.”
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He did what was asked of him. Seconds passed then the African 

spoke.

“You may open them now.”

What Reginald saw when he opened his eyes astounded him, 

what he felt beneath his warm fl esh comforted him. The room with 

the shadows had gone, the slab he lay upon had become soft grass. 

They were in a clearing, a fi re blazed, the sound of crackling wood 

was accompanied by orange-blue fl ames that danced in periodic 

waves as if possessed by some unruly intelligence. The African 

stood on the other side of the fi re, his gaze still fi xed on Reginald.

The weight that had made Reginald so subordinate, trapped 

him on the slab, had lifted. He sat up and looked around. Jungle so 

close that he could touch it surrounded him. Tentacles, tendrils, 

vines and foliage all moved with the same obedience as the fi re.

“It is here that I am most comfortable, and so here is where I 

shall conduct my business with you,” the African said, leaning on his 

staff.

“Where are we?” The words came as a surprise to Reginald. 

After being denied the power of speech for what had seemed an 

eternity, the sound of his own voice was otherworldly.

“It matters not. Though I will tell you that if you set foot outside 

of this clearing, you will forfeit your life.”

“Understood,” Reginald said, looking back at his host.

“When tragedy occurs, you either resist or you yield. You . . . 

have yielded. You have accepted what is. You have opened to life.” 

The Iboga spirit walked around the fi re and as he did the fl ames 
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drew towards him like an animal following its master. “Surrendering 

has meant that you have aligned yourself whole and your action 

has been supported by the creative intelligence that permeates 

all of creation.”

“There is a God?” Reginald queried.

“A supreme being? No. The ‘whole’ I speak of is the creative intel-

ligence, conscious awareness, a force that need not be labelled. It 

simply is. It is everywhere and fl ows through infi nity. What you are 

is a fi eld of awareness. Your body is an illusion; your brain interprets 

the wave patterns that your eyes see and formulates the reality 

you perceive.” The African had stopped moving and was staring 

intently into the fi re. “This is a truth for you to know deeper with 

the healing you are to begin.”

Reginald lay back down again. The soft grass seemed to furrow 

up around him, its nestling touch comforting. The sky above them 

was teeming with stars, their lights a cacophony of illumination on 

the canopy that surrounded the clearing.

“The sense of self in every thought, every memory, every 

opinion, viewpoint, interpretation, reaction and emotion are the 

contents of your egoic mind. These are conditioned by your past. 

Your upbringing, culture, family background. Your mind activity 

contains certain repetitive and persistent thoughts, emotions and 

reactive patterns that you most strongly identify with. This bundle 

of memories making up your story has you playing roles that you 

are currently unaware of.”

Reginald closed his eyes as the Iboga spirit’s voice became a 
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serenade. As the vowels and consonants became words his con-

scious awareness understood that which it already knew.

“It also consists of personal identifi cations, with possessions, opin-

ions, external appearance, long-standing resentments and concepts 

of yourself as better than or not as good as others, as a success or a 

failure. The egoic mind survives on identifi cation and separation. 

It is an entity unto itself.”

Reginald opened his eyes. The African was standing over him.

“In the mind-made self-comprised world of thought and emo-

tion, the foundation of identity is precarious, for thought and 

emotion are short lived. So ego tries to protect and enlarge itself 

as it struggles to survive.” The Iboga spirit walked over Reginald 

and continued pacing around the fi re.

“It needs the ‘other’ to defend the ‘I-thought’ and, more often 

than not, the other is seen as an enemy.” There was a pause in the 

fl ow of the Iboga spirit’s discourse.

He had stopped where Reginald had fi rst seen him sitting. He 

was uttering something under his breath. Reginald dared not startle 

him. He waited for the spirit to continue.

“The ego is not only the unobserved mind. It is also the unob-

served emotions that are the body’s reaction to what the voice in 

the head is saying. This dysfunctional thinking leads to the body 

reacting with negative emotion. The ego tells a story and the body 

believes it and reacts accordingly. These reactions are emotions. 

The emotions then feed back to the thoughts that created the feel-

ings in the fi rst place.” The African paced around the fi re again, his 



111

footsteps falling exactly where they had been moments before, as 

if he was inducing a trance.

“When thoughts trigger emotional responses from the body 

– so fast that before the mind has voiced them, the body has 

responded with emotion, turning them into reactions – you have 

a phenomenon called ‘preverbal thought’. Unspoken, unconscious 

assumptions.” He was standing over Reginald again when he paused. 

Crouching down, his eyes carried a benevolence that Reginald had 

not noticed until now.

“These assumptions have their origins in your personal condi-

tioning, usually from your childhood.”

Reginald grimaced. Instantly three assumptions fi lled his head, 

“I don’t deserve love”, “Nobody respects and appreciates me”, “I 

need to fi ght to survive”.

The African stood up from his squatting position, his eyes never 

leaving Reginald’s. “These assumptions create emotions in the body, 

generating mind activity and instant reactions, and so create your 

personal reality.”

“Has my past become my prison?” Reginald asked.

“The thoughts about your past have become a burden for you; 

they have become your sense of self. Your memories are invested 

with a sense of self, and so now your story becomes who you per-

ceive yourself to be.”

“I have never related my story to anyone! Not even my wife! So 

how can this be?!” Reginald snapped.

The Iboga spirit stood steadfast, once again at the point where 
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it had originally manifested sitting in front of the fi re. A stare that 

made Reginald speechless immediately made him realise that it was 

his ego that had just reacted.

“That was my ego . . . wasn’t it? Reacting . . . striving.” Reginald 

looked over at the spirit, who was for the fi rst time curving his wide 

mouth up in a shallow grin.

“Yes. It was.”

He rested his head upon his chest as he had earlier and whis-

pered the utterings with the same devotion as before, then 

continued his pacing and rendition.

“You also carry emotional memory, old emotions that are being 

continually revived. This old emotional pain that you carry around 

is like luggage in your energy fi eld. I have heard it called ‘the pain-

body’. Throughout your life all negative emotions not dealt with 

directly, as they arise, have accumulated in your body as pain. The 

emotion manifests indirectly as anxiety, outbursts of violence and 

sometimes physical illness.”

“My God . . .” Reginald swallowed hard, the recognition eluci-

dating some of his worst and deplorable actions.

“The pain-body is a semiautonomous energy-form that lives 

within most human beings, an entity made up of emotion. It is 

addicted to unhappiness. It feeds on negative thinking and the 

drama in relationships. When the unhappiness has taken over, not 

only do you not want it to end, you want to make others feel miser-

able as well, to feed their negative reactions.”

“How do I stop it?” The question came as no surprise to Reginald 
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as the words left his mouth, though he was not consciously aware 

of them as they passed between his lips.

“The keys are all that I will give you,” he said, stopping, looking 

intently at Reginald. Benevolence radiated from the Iboga spirit’s 

eyes, and for the fi rst time Reginald felt at ease.

“When you suddenly fi nd yourself thinking negative thoughts, 

or have a dark, heavy mood, or fi ery anger, the pain-body has 

awoken. The voice in your head tells stories that are sad, anxious 

or angry. These stories can be about other people, the past, the 

future or events found in your imagination. So it becomes a vicious 

circle where the pain-body feasts on your negative thoughts till it 

is sated, only to cunningly return to its hiding place. Here it rests 

until it needs to feed again. It can only feed on those thoughts that 

are compatible with its own energy fi eld. It will leave you feeling 

weakened, and more susceptible to illness. It is a psychic parasite.”

Reginald bowed his head. “How does it feed on drama?”

“It provokes people around them, as you say – ‘pushing their 

buttons’. Intimate relationships are the staple diet for pain-bodies; 

the other person’s pain-body wants to awaken yours so that they 

can mutually feed. The pain-body instinctively knows your weak-

est, most vulnerable points, so it will try and try again to provoke 

a desirable reaction.”

“Does the pain-body take over when a person is drunk?” Reginald 

knew that this was a rhetorical question.

“The deeply unconscious person, whose pain-body feeds off 

physical violence, will direct it towards their children, yes. The 
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pain-body takes over when YOU become drunk and you have 

a complete personality change.” The African towered above 

Reginald as he felt himself shrinking, his ego whittling away as he 

began to shake and quiver.

“Your parents were unconscious; their pain-bodies acted to 

feed from you. You witnessed their destructive habits and so their 

pain-body was passed onto you.” The Iboga spirit put his hand upon 

Reginald’s shoulder. Warm and comforting, the initial fearsome 

presence he had been replaced by compassion. It oozed from his 

paw and into Reginald’s body, soothing the pain he was becoming 

more aware of by the moment.

“I have given you the keys, and you have found a door to 

healing. You have recognised that you have a pain-body. The 

energy trapped within the pain-body has begun to change its 

vibrational frequency, and you have transmuted it into presence 

because you have become alert to the heavy inundation of nega-

tive emotion within you. It is conscious presence, being immersed 

in the moment as it unfolds, that breaks identifi cation with the 

pain-body.”

Reginald felt lighter as tears and convulsions shook him. The 

Iboga spirit began to become transparent, the jungle clearing 

and the surrounding enlivened foliage faded into shadows. The 

inescapable urge to lie down came over him and he rested back 

on the grass.

“This too will pass . . .” The Iboga spirit said, its voice as hollow 

as the apparition it had become.
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The grass around his body receded till he was lying on the bed 

in the familiar room that he had left seemingly only minutes before. 

Blurry images of Maudy and Sally came into sight, and with these 

came nausea that made Reginald dry retch again and again as he 

lay on his back. He felt the fi rm warm hand of his wife lifting him 

over the silver bucket to his right.

The soft whispering voice of Sally caressed his ears, “He won’t 

be able to walk, and he will be ill for another day at least.”

Shimmering fi gures, wave patterns that the Iboga spirit had spo-

ken of, fi elds of conscious awareness, became full-bodied humans 

in the moments that passed. The smile on his wife’s face was the 

most beautiful thing he had ever seen. It was her sense of presence 

that had exhausted his pain-body and in its hungry frustration it 

had lashed out at her.

“I’ll get a couple of attendants to move him to your accommo-

dation shortly, Maudy,” Sally said, coming over and placing a hand 

on her shoulder.

“Reginald . . .” Sally squatted next to his head. Between the two 

of them the smiles they shared put his dark night of the soul to rest. 

“I am going to get some orderlies to move you, when you’re ready. I 

will leave you with Maudy here for a while. When you’re ready to 

be moved to a bed, please let Maudy know and she can buzz me.” 

Sally placed a small electronic device in Maudy’s hand and then 

put a reassuring hand on Reginald’s head.

“We’ll talk soon, Reginald. Welcome back,” she said, moving 

towards the door.
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“I love you . . .” Reginald murmured softly in Maudy’s direction.

“I love you too, I really do . . .” she said, leaning forward to kiss 

his forehead.
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Alert

Ambivalence is lost from me

I am certain of my path

It’s laid out here before me

A kiss blown on a breeze.

Consciously aware of it all

The beauty and the pain

I let none take precedence

I merely acknowledge one in the same.

Reginald related his experiences with enthusiasm to both Sally and 

his wife. Sally was astounded by his recall. Most patients, although 

relieved of so many of the burdens that they had when they 

entered the clinic, had never remembered their whole experience 

so vividly and in so much detail.

“I have been given the tools to live my life in a way that is far 

from ordinary, and I have insights into the human condition that 

will allow me to heal,” Reginald said. In his hands he rubbed his 

wife’s. Love poured from his heart.
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“I don’t believe we need to do another session. Do you Reginald?” 

Sally asked.

“I don’t feel the need at this time, however, if I do at another 

time, I will defi nitely return.” He smiled. “There is one thing I have 

to ask, though.”

“What’s that?” Sally queried.

“Have you heard the saying, ‘This too will pass’?” Reginald asked, 

looking at both Sally and Maudy.

A silence followed his question then Sally spoke, “I have heard 

this, yes, it’s from a Sufi  story.” She paused looking at Reginald bea-

tifi cally. “Would you like to hear it?”

“You know it?!”

“Why yes. The story goes: there was a Middle Eastern king who 

was torn between despondency and happiness. The slightest thing 

would provoke a reaction, making him rise to the greatest joys only 

to plummet to the deepest despair. He wanted to fi nd a way out 

of his predicament so he sent for a wise man who was supposedly 

enlightened. Upon arrival he asked the wise man to make him 

wisened, enlightened. He asked for something that could bring 

balance, serenity and wisdom into his life. The king said he would 

pay any price. The wise man said he would gladly help, but the 

price was so great that not even his entire kingdom would be suf-

fi cient payment. So it would be a gift if the king would honour it. 

The king gave his word and the wise man left only to return with 

an elaborately carved jade box. The king opened the box to fi nd a 

ring inside that had an inscription on it. It read ‘This too will pass’. 
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The king asked the wise man what this meant, and the wise man 

told the king to wear the ring always. “Whatever happens,” he said, 

“before you judge an event good or bad, touch this ring and read 

the inscription. This way you will always be at peace.’”

Reginald’s face had gone from a smile to a Cheshire-cat grin as 

the story was related. With the conclusion of the story he erupted 

into wholehearted laughter. His belly laugh was infectious and soon 

all three were in hysterics.

When they had simmered down, wiped away tears and caught 

their breaths, Sally asked him why he had mentioned the phrase.

Reginald got up and hugged Sally, then pulled himself away, 

clutching her shoulders. “Thank you, thank you so much for your 

compassion and patience. I am truly appreciative and grateful.”

He took a step back and allowed Maudy to say her confused 

goodbye. “Aren’t you going to answer the question, honey?” she 

asked before she hugged Sally.

Reginald turned to look at the leafy Tabernanthe iboga plant 

beneath the window in Sally’s offi ce. “I think you know why,” he 

said chuckling.
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NEEDLESS

You might say when confronted with this

The task at hand is merely a conjured trick

To categorise me with a poke and a prod

Savagely labelling my world as fantasy.

What I perceive you cannot see

I claim no thresholds for you to cross

However I beseech you suspend

Your judgement at all costs . . . I am not insane, nor am I lost.

Elden Farnay had come from a long line of psychics. His grand-

mother had told him that the gift had been passed down through 

the females of her family. It was an anomaly that he had managed 

to receive the “blessing’ as she had called it.

To Elden it was no more a blessing than being brought up in an 

abusive family. His father was a shadow looming behind a bottle 

of alcohol, its vim fi ring his onerous need to constantly beat his 

only son.
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When he was nine, Elden was taken from his parents and placed 

in a foster home. Now the third son in two-boy family, he resumed 

his role of victim. The elder boys verbally and occasionally physi-

cally dished out a tirade that made him run away from home when 

he started puberty.

The change in physiology brought with it the change in his per-

ception of the world he lived in. Thoughts are like magnets, and his 

stream of consciousness had a fetid odour about it. He stole what 

he could in order to survive; slept in deserted houses and under 

bridges in summer. During autumn and winter he often sheltered 

with drunks and junkies in halfway houses, lying about his age to 

remain hidden from the people out to get him. His foster parents 

and social workers had indeed been searching for him, alerting 

the police. He had managed to evade them with sleuth and cun-

ning he learnt from years on the streets amongst those who had 

become his friends.

Love was lost to a crepuscular fear that engulfed his heart. He 

was vapid in its grasp. Though born of it, love was something he 

could not fathom or feel; his connection to the world he knew 

asserted all the characteristics of a paranoid schizophrenic.
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Here

Vanquished by loss I am broken

Herald the cost of the chosen

I lament to forgo this conclusion

My life is a cacophony of delusions.

123 Manor Place, south Dunedin, midwinter 1992

The howling southerly whipped the coattails of his synthetic wool-

len jacket up, fl irting with the skin on his back. The chill robbed 

him of his gusto, a harrowing harangue of laughter accompanying 

his staggering step. He nestled deeper into his collar pulling it up 

over his head and pushing it over his ears.

“Fuck you, cunt . . . I’ll NOT be taken by you tonight.” His words 

barely audible accept for the pronunciation of defi ance against 

his artic adversary.

The wind came at him with new vigour, its force punching 

him low, lifting him into its voracity. He turned his back on it and 

assessed the houses in the area. An empty house was easy to fi nd for 

a trained eye such as his. Just ahead an adjoined two storey brick 

building had one side gutted by the night, the other illuminated by 
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soft lighting. He made his move, turning headlong into the wind, 

the muscles in his legs burning with exhaustion as he drove ahead. 

Sidestepping his adversary’s assault, he turned up the stairs of the 

darkened side of the building, running to push his face against the 

glass in the front door. It was empty.

A smile riddled across his face, his nicotine-stained teeth gnash-

ing as he fl ung himself over the fence and stomped through the 

long grass around the side of the house. The wind had lost its 

impetus here, hidden behind the west-facing wall he was safe for 

now. Before his foe could catch him again he was standing on the 

corrugated iron fence, hands clasping at the iron rung balcony 

fence. He was up and over it a heartbeat later, landing on the small 

concrete porch. Calmly he searched his pockets for his skeleton 

keys, an acquirement from a dying drunk he had found up in the 

town belt one night in Cannongate.

The wind was searching for him, it scouts dashed through the 

high grass beneath him, their slender frames moulding to pass 

through the blades at scintillating speeds; wisps whose humanoid 

bodies morphed to encapsulate the most effective means to hunt 

their prey.

Elden fumbled with his keys, turning to see the scouts continue 

their search. Shaking, he put a key into the keyhole and turned; it 

stuck.

“FUCK!” His whisper turned the scouts on their heels, their faces 

contorting as they looked in his direction.

Another key . . . no luck . . . another . . . YES!
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He prised open the door, not daring to turn back as he pushed 

it closed behind him. The wind buffeted his efforts, slamming into 

the door and opening it enough for a slew of transparent fi ngers to 

push in around and inside of it. Elden braced against the door, his 

feet sliding on the wooden fl oors as the wind redoubled its efforts. 

Anger coupled with fear rose in Elden like a volcanic eruption 

surging up from the depths of the Earth’s core. He slammed the 

door closed locking it. The severed fi ngers of the wind dispersed 

into the darkness.

Elden walked over to the window, glaring out at his enemy. A 

face made of ice and water scrunched up on the other side of the 

windowpane, its frustration caught up in the wrinkles and ravines 

that rippled across its face.

“Fuck you.” He pressed his clenched fi st against the pane fl icking 

his middle fi nger directly in the eyes of his foe.

It hovered there for a moment, then ripped away through the 

treetops across the yard breaking several massive branches bring-

ing them crashing to the ground in the empty yard beneath.

Elden turned away from the window; breathing heavily, 

exhausted by his efforts. He sunk down onto the fl oor, his legs 

extended out in front of him.

“Wretched. I am wretched,” he whimpered to himself. His red 

corduroy pants were covered in blades of grass, his shoes spot-

ted with mud. His black woollen jumper extended down to bony 

fi ngers, mottled yellow and brown with nicotine stains and fi lth.

He felt safe for the moment. He let his head fall back to rest 
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upon the window ledge. A welcoming silence became his guest; it 

asked nothing of him, elucidated nothing. It simply was.

A single beam of light refracted through the window above him 

splaying onto the ceiling above. He slid down onto his back. Rolling 

over onto his stomach he crawled across the fl oor. Standing up he 

walked down a short corridor and into the kitchen. He tentatively 

peered out at the people in the yard next door as they examined 

the wind’s damage to the tree.

Taking a step back from the window he walked through to the 

lounge. A roughly cut slice of carpet underlay covered the entire 

lounge fl oor. He lifted it up inspecting it; pushing his fi nger and 

thumb together he gauged its thickness. It was getting colder in the 

house by the second. His breath a cool haze as he exhaled. He lay 

against the wall holding the underlay edge with one hand, in one 

swift movement he pushed his body weight the opposite direction, 

rolling the underlay around him as he moved towards the opposite 

wall. Soon he was embedded within it. His body temperature began 

to stabilise as his body heat became trapped within the thick folds 

of foam.

The wrestling match with the wind over, he had won, he had 

survived another day and would soon vanquish another night. He 

smiled, assuring himself that he could fi nd comfort here. He closed 

his eyes, his aching body loosening, relaxing. His head went limp as 

he dozed off into a restful slumber.
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Fecund

Here is a world I have seen

Where the dead walk with disgust

For those who they have left behind

No sense of gratitude you will fi nd.

I ignore them though they know

My sight encompasses their place

Amongst the fi ends who stalk

Me in this vapid freakshow.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING IN MY HOUSE?”

Elden awoke to a face inches from his own. A boisterous handle-

bar moustache covering a quivering upper lip hovered over eyes 

of black coal burning with rage stared from translucent sockets.

Elden rolled hard to his right, passing by the man’s wife who 

shrieked horridly scaring him even more. His wits gone, he strug-

gled to his feet. The elderly man dressed in a black three-piece 

suit swung his walking cane in Elden’s direction. His wife in a 

Victorian period dress held her hands to her cheeks screeching 



128

like a banshee. He covered his ears as he half-ran, half-tripped 

across the room. He darted down the corridor, his rude awakening 

leaving him short of breath, his bearings lost to the shock. He ran 

down the stairs, missing the last six steps as he leapt to the landing 

beneath.

At the front door he fumbled with the lock. The spectral man 

had silently followed him down the stairs, his cane now extended 

high above his head, his face riddled with fearless abandonment. 

Elden swung open the door and ran through it, leaving it at the 

mercy of the southerly.

He ran as fast as his legs could carry him, desperately avoiding 

the scouts of the wind who would try and fi nd him again for their 

master if they sensed him fl eeing his temporary sanctuary.

He turned north, up the hill. He knew of an abandoned fi re-

damaged house that was on the edge of the town belt where he 

had stayed in such an emergency before. Fatigued, beaten and 

tormented he raced up the hill using his enemies’ vigour to bolster 

his speed.

The steps up into the house were caked with dirt; there was 

someone using the house tonight. It put him at ease to know. There 

were no strangers amongst the waifs that society had turned their 

backs on in Dunedin. They were a destitute family who stood up 

for one another, cared for one another and found solace in each 

other’s company.

Candlelight fl ickered in a jar down the hallway illuminating 

the way ahead. He reached out with his feelings, his logical mind 
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pulled asunder by his intuition. A picture of a familiar face sat 

reticent against a wall just ahead.

“Howdy Jim,” he said as he walked into a room whose walls were 

a husk of black soot.

“Elden. Elden, my boy.”

Jimmy Jazz, Alister Jones, shared Elden’s curse. Though his was 

not carried in the genes, but stemmed from bipolar disorder and 

manic depression which opened doors of the mind that were closed 

to societal conditioned folk. At the bottom of that pit of despair he 

had sat in a room surrounded by doors. Some could have led him to 

salvation, others to a living hell. He had made the decision to walk 

through one of the doors, believing that a way to sound mental 

health lay ahead. Like so many he chose unwisely. He would have 

you believe he had been deceived by the array of voices that came 

with his ever-deepening need for salvation. Each one a plea, a salve 

to a place of instant gratifi cation where the other half live. One of 

his tormenting lecherous phantoms would whistle “Jimmy Jazz’, a 

song by The Clash, before it appeared. Hence the nickname. He 

didn’t mind being called it, he liked the song. His assailant, though, 

was a demon who often raped him, beat him, berated him with 

scowls that would make a lesser man’s blood run cold.

There was an unspoken respect amongst those who were sensi-

tive that they never asked what each other’s tormentors looked 

like. They often shared their characteristics and experiences, but 

never did a description pass their lips. Like a secret sworn over 

blood, no one divulged.
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Each of the demon’s forays brought him closer to the most 

inconspicuous villain of them all: Death. Jimmy had seen it take the 

souls of many who had been close to him. He abandoned people in 

the last throws of life when its icy chill crept into a room like the 

creeping tendrils of a winter frost. Beleaguered by its presence of 

late, he knew that his time was almost at an end. As to who his slayer 

would be, he did not care to relay, even to himself.

Psychiatrists called all of these visitations “paranoid delusions’, 

foolishly believing that the tormentors were fi gments created by 

processes such as shock and stress, neurological disorders and 

chemical imbalances.

Human conditioning is comparable to an onion, Jimmy once 

said. At birth humans are the cores of onions, a very thin skin 

separates us from the multi-dimensional existence of consciousness. 

We adhere to an illusion of density: the body. As we grow we are 

infl uenced by our surroundings, our environment, our parents, 

culture. The layers are erected around humans slowly becoming 

thicker with each denial of the realms that exist so very close to 

our own and the beings that live there. So by the time we reach 

adulthood, we are able to exist in a world that 99 per cent of the 

world perceives as being “real’. Those who fall into the 1 per cent 

who see the myriad of existences have never had the necessary 

tuition to be able to deal with the worlds they know and so are 

pushed into the fringes of society. Misunderstood, they are isolated 

and discarded, like mental lepers.

These beings and their domains are real. Some had been 
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roaming around in between worlds, dimensions, even planets, for 

as long as this place had been here. Others were lost souls whose 

untimely deaths twisted them till they became the harbingers of 

doom for the living and especially those who gave them witness. 

Their food wasn’t matter in its most dense, third-dimensional form. 

They ate energy, thoughts, emotions. Fear was a delicacy for the 

hordes that fashioned their existence on pillaging the likes of Elden 

and Jimmy – and these fuckers were always famished.

“Got a ciggy, Jim?”

“Here ya go, boy.” He handed a bag of butts he had collected 

to Elden.

“Cheers mate. Papers?”

“Inside the bag.” He pointed.

“So they are. No offence.”

“None taken.” His soft voice was suffused with the feeling of 

safety he felt in Elden’s company.

Jimmy was in his sixties. The oldest of the Dunedin waifs, he 

had been living on the streets since his early twenties. Teased by 

students with intolerable cruelty on more occasions than he cared 

to remember in the 1980s he had hunkered down for most of the 

past ten years in the south part of the city. People here left him 

alone, and he them.

He had lost most of his hair to stress, his forehead spilt by the 

ravines of one whose mind is constantly wavering with anxiety. A 

beard of white and brown graced his face; it was bushy and thick, 

a dishevelled growth where crumbs of food lay hidden for rats to 
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pilfer while he slept. His tweed suit was patched at the elbows with 

clothes he had pulled from clothing bins and it smelt of sweat and 

blood, not all of which was his own. Thermal underwear he stole 

from Farmers in the early eighties encompassed his torso, keeping his 

dour heart beating beneath his concave chest. Elden had found him 

a jumper not unlike his own on a clothesline and given it to him as a 

birthday present and, like his other clothes, it became part of him.

His steel-cap boots, however, were his prize possession. He 

called them his “shit kickers’; useless against his phantom tormen-

tors, but they had driven back many a wanker scarfi e who had 

wanted to show his mates how he had slapped around Jimmy Jazz. 

Acquired from the railway yards down near the exchange one 

night when alcohol-fuelled gusto gave him the tenacity to break 

into the workshop – to secure goods for pawning so he could get 

homebake. Homebake, like heroin, was the universal salve for 

alleviating all the woes that the mentally ill suffered. Its womblike 

solace bestowed the user with a sense of comfort that no pharma-

ceutical drug could ever give. Even the most vile and horrendous 

torturous apparitions were rendered harmless as the drug eroded 

away one’s spirit, suffocating one’s intention till an artifi cial sense 

of presence occupied your time under its infl uence.

“Hey boy-o . . . I’m going to get some sleep now. ’Mind watching 

over me for a bit? I don’t want that fucker demon kicking me in my 

sleep. The cunt broke three of my ribs last time!” His eyes widened 

to accentuate not only the cruelty he had experienced but also the 

insanity of such a prospect.
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“You got it, Jim. Rest well.”

He rolled onto his side, a tattered tartan blanket barely cover-

ing him. “Do you mind not blowing out the candles? I like the light, 

just in case I wake up and need to get out of here in a hurry, like.”

“No problem.” Elden lit his cigarette, the fl ame for a moment 

showering his calm brown eyes in its light.

“You’re a good lad. A fi ne boy,” Jimmy whispered.

“Thanks, Jim.” Elden moved the blanket over Jim’s feet. “Night”.
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Somatic

Derelict minds entwined

To beckon the world as I know

Fashioned duly I align

To fortify the presence of love.

Its path leads me home

To a world that I know

Will give me a heralded

Moment in time.

By the time Elden awoke Jimmy had left. The sun streamed down 

the hallway, beams of its radiance dallying with the scorched walls. 

He stretched, dusted himself off as he sat up. He got to his feet and 

found two rolled cigarettes next to his feet.

“Cheers, Jim.” He smiled, picking them up and putting them into 

his jacket pocket.

He walked down the hall shielding his eyes from the morning 

light. The southerly had blown through during the night. The sky 

was an azure blue and its beauty was not lost on Elden. He gave a 
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silent thanks to the house, recognising how it had become a sanc-

tuary for him. Wandering down the stairs and out onto the street, 

he looked around and saw people meandering into town, ignoring 

him, their minds occupied by yearnings to be elsewhere. A human 

condition he had observed throughout his lifetime, one that he 

himself had not been subject to; and for good reason.

He followed the human tide, his own path taking him down 

towards the exchange. Here the sun would rise up high over the 

intersection and warm his cold bones for a few hours. He made no 

eye contact with anyone so as not to incite unnecessary conversa-

tion with the dead people who he knew were amongst the living 

going about the lives they once had. He was not here to expostulate 

with them when they asked him why they were being ignored. It 

was happenstance that such things were asked of him.

He watched his feet, ignoring all others till his body told him 

that he was at the exchange. He looked up, seeing the intersection. 

Taking a bench seat he calmly pulled a cigarette from his pocket 

and lit up. Inhaling deeply he lifted his head and exhaled into the 

air above. His body released all its tautness, the tension receding 

away. In his peripheral vision he caught the glimpse of a single 

cloud off towards the harbour. He followed its path across the sky. 

It tracked down towards Carisbrook then doubled back. He moved 

uneasily in his seat, his palms becoming clammy. Wiping one after 

the other on his pants he inhaled on his cigarette heavily, choking 

as the smoke fi lled his lungs to capacity and spilt into his throat, 

tickling it.
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The cloud had dropped down between the Southern Cross 

Hotel and the exchange and was losing feet by the heartbeat. Elden 

threw the cigarette butt at his feet, his body quivering in panic. 

People walking past had begun to stare at him as he whimpered, 

transfi xed by drama unfolding.

Ten feet above the ground the cloud morphed into a humanoid 

shape, the subtle curves and slender waist of woman taking form. 

She stepped down as if disembarking from a plane onto tarmac 

and her body took fl esh; a red vest clung to her torso pronouncing 

her fi rm breasts, a knee-length plaid skirt nestled her hips draping 

over her curves, long jet black hair fl owed down her back, high 

heels adorned her shapely legs. Men turned to watch her walk 

past dragging their tongues. She ignored them. In mid-stride she 

stopped and turned, her green eyes burrowing into Elden’s with a 

vehemence that ripped the air from his lungs.

“DON’T YOU FUCKEN LOOK AT ME!” Her screaming shud-

dered in his skull, shaking it till blood trickled from his ear canals. 

He leapt to his feet and ran. He ran through the queue of people 

waiting to catch the bus to north Dunedin, a verbal barrage of 

physical threats not slowing him down. Past Sammy’s nightclub he 

ran, never looking back in case his assailant was behind. He ran till 

his lungs burst and his legs gave way at St Kilda Beach.

He went down to the water’s edge, washing away the tears that 

fl owed easily from his spent eyes; falling into the white froth of the 

South Pacifi c Ocean as he lamented for the siren who had seen him 

shipwrecked upon this island of destitution.
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Promise me

You will give over to me a choice

A heralded task whose end

Is my fi nding a voice

That deciphers a tone.

Denied by the endless nights

I yearned for the coming of day

She held my hand tonight

Stripping my fears away.

Some kind soul had alerted the police to the madman’s cacophony 

on the beach and the bored Dunedin police force made a leisurely 

drive to investigate the disturbance. Upon arrival they found Elden 

sitting cross-legged and hunched over, sobbing uncontrollably. No 

stranger to Elden, they asked him to come for a ride. This was a 

public place and such shows of emotion not only scared away the 

public, but also the tourist dollar.

Given no real choice, Elden did his best to snivel up his sorrows. 

He wiped the superfl uous mucus that streamed from his nostrils 



138

and mouth across his jacket, rubbed the tears from his eyes and 

composed himself enough to allow the offi cers to escort him to 

their waiting car. Once there they frisked him and manhandled 

him into the car. The driver looked in the rear view mirror with 

contempt burgeoning in his oculi, whilst the other police offi cer 

began to harangue Elden.

“Where do you want to go . . .? Well here’s where you can’t –” 

The offi cer turned to face the despondent Elden, his head buried 

in his hands, and listed all the places. The list gave Elden no choice 

but to head up to cemetery up next to Opoho Park on the fringe 

of the city.

“That’s fi ne,” Elden sobbed.

“I don’t know why they let you freaks back into the community. 

You all belong out at Cherry Farm.” Twisted by scarfi e madness 

the offi cer had lost his sense of empathy when a bottle of Speights 

had found its mark across his head during the Easter Tournament 

Riots of 1990.

“Get out . . . Don’t cause any more trouble. Or we’ll escort you 

back to Cherry Farm personally.” The tirade’s fi nal blow brought a 

scornful laugh from the driver.

Elden clambered out of the car, closing the door behind him. 

The cops drove away leaving him alone at the gates to the cem-

etery overlooking Logan Park. He wandered along the path and 

into the necropolis, his steps dishevelled and weak.

He felt abandoned by society. The way he was treated only 

made him more embattled by his ailment. From glycine to 
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electro-convulsive therapy, “healthy’ diets to gluten-free ones, he 

had been a guinea pig for them all. He had tried to explain that 

his genes carried his affl iction, but this “outburst’ was immediately 

put down as a symptom of his disorder.

He meekly walked through the graveyard, his hands caressing 

the surfaces of polished marble and concrete. Bizarrely it was the 

quiet here. No force stood against him or pursued him here. Peace 

ensued like it had guided him here to give him haven. But his head 

hung low; no one could manumit him from the chains that bound 

him to the life he knew.

The sun had made its short arc across the winter sky and was 

setting, dew had already formed upon the grass beneath his boots. 

Despite his sadness the hues of the twilight echoed with the colours 

of empathy, compassion and love. Pinks and baby blues fanned out 

from the horizon, their aching touch loving Elden just as much. 

He looked into them, seeing the doorways between the worlds 

swung open for a mere moment. It was like crossing at an intersec-

tion: beings moved freely to and from imaginings given credence 

by our own thoughts. He had witnessed this interchange since he 

was a child, wishing that he could fi nd the strength to succumb to 

the dreams of God. He fell to his knees, lifting his arms open wide 

exposing his heart to the crescendo of the vista. His head fell back 

for a moment then collapsed hard against his chest. Tears fl owed 

from reservoirs of aching shame, brandishing his cheeks with rivu-

lets that cooled as they left his boiling core of self-hatred, spilling 

onto the dewy grass. His will deserted him, gravity’s infl uence 
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overbearing. His body lost its rigidity and he fell forwards sliding 

across the grass, carried by the sobbing moans that shook his body.

“Elden.” A warm resonance accompanied the echoing voice 

that crept over his skin, its touch alleviating his sorrow instantane-

ously, “Please . . . give me your hand.”

He pushed his body up enough so that his head lifted off the 

moist earth. Blinded by a halo that radiated out from behind the 

fi gure he squinted and saw a slender hand reaching out from the 

blaze.

“Please.” Feminine, angelic, caressing his fear and nestling it 

close till it dissipated into a memory, the voice asked nothing of 

him other than to trust.

He reached up, placing his hand into the offered palm. Calmness 

ensued, his mind quietened, his tears stopped fl owing, a sense of 

vigour gave him strength when he had had none to speak of a 

moment before.

“Who are you . . .?” His words, barely audible, were thoughts 

made vocal.

“That is not as important as why I am here.”

In the blinding white light he could see azure blue eyes that 

burrowed into his own, forming answers that only his heart could 

decipher.

“I can barely see you. Won’t you let me see you?” he said as he 

wiped the dew off his cheeks. “Are you an angel? I have heard that 

you exist . . . I have never seen one though.”

The smile in the fi gure’s eyes became a laugh. “I am someone 
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who loves you very much, Elden. I have been near you for such a 

long time, I have watched over you since you were born.”

“You’re a guide? Aren’t you?”

“Not so much a guide, more an ‘elemental’. The essence of that 

of which we all are. Consciousness in its most pure form. Love, 

compassion, empathy.” Every word disarmed Elden’s doubts, easing 

him into surrender with every vowel and consonant uttered.

“Will you come with me for a moment?” The fi gure placed 

another hand on top of Elden’s, sending a rush through his body 

that broke its density down with a staccato of ruminations resem-

bling heartbeats.

“Yes . . . yes, I will come”.

A slight tug and he sauntered into the light, losing sight of the 

elemental. The cemetery disappeared behind him in a fl ash that 

engulfed his entry and exit point. The light began to fade reveal-

ing a thin room with a high, vaulted ceiling; in front of him was a 

wall with thousands of television sets playing different channels. 

The melee was overwhelming, a cacophonous tsunami that had 

the potential to drown him, yet he observed without judgement, 

remaining unattached.

“This is a sliver of the infi nite possibilities of creation.” The ele-

mental walked up next to him. It wore a white suit, a white tie and 

white loafers, giving its pale creaseless skin a sheen like polished 

ice. No ruse glimmered in the convivial stare of its azure eyes. Its 

cheeks were a corniche high above lips that were full, red, succu-

lent and curving upwards in a broad smile. Its nose slender, slightly 
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pointed, bridged its face. It had the divine beauty that poets mused 

over, painters dreamt of and sculptors idealised. The elemental 

stared at the wall, poker faced.

“This wall is an analogy of the perceived consciousness of a 

human baby at birth. As the child grows and becomes conditioned 

by their environment, parents and culture they process far less 

information.”

The televisions began to switch off, one by one at the perimeter, 

enclosing in on two screens in the middle that displayed images of 

the world that Elden struggled to be a part of. In the two screens 

people went about their lives, driving cars, walking down crowded 

streets, shopping. Routines that gave their lives meaning and pur-

pose played out before them.

“I am going to help you, help you tone down your level of 

perception. There may come a time when you must delve into the 

worlds that you once perceived around you to help other beings 

evolve, to become more conscious.” The elemental placed a hand 

on Elden’s elbow, its touch soothing his trepidation as all the screens 

came to life again.

“Humans use most of their DNA for data storage and for com-

munication. The amount they use to build proteins is fractional, 

perhaps less than fi ve percent.” The elemental stopped, ascertain-

ing whether the stunned man was following.

“Can you comprehend what I am telling you?” it asked inquiringly.

Elden nodded slowly. His connection with consciousness was 

awakening in the presence of the elemental.
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“DNA is a language, its genetic codes adhere to the principle 

traits of the spoken word and can be infl uenced by them.” The 

elemental said breaking into a smile.

“The genetic information of the DNA sequence can be altered 

by the use of a laser projecting frequency patterns. As the elemen-

tal spoke Elden did so as well, but mutely, as if reading its mind.

“As the confi guration of speech and of DNA-alkaline pairs are of 

same assemblage, there is no need for DNA decoding. Using sen-

tences and words one can change the formation of DNA-alkaline 

pairs.” Elden stopped, awestruck by the fl uidity of the knowledge 

pouring from every pore of his being.

The elemental continued for him. “When the frequencies of 

oral communication in forms such as hypnosis, autogenous training 

and affi rmations are correct, the effects on the body and mind of 

humans are unquestionable.”

Elden placed a hand on the elemental’s forearm, a quizzical 

look inching across his face. “How did I gain this knowledge? It’s all 

beyond my own basis of understanding.”

The elemental’s blue eyes resonated an answer to Elden, and 

once again he formulated the spoken response. “Communication 

beyond the fi ve-sense realm is called hypercommunication. It is 

experienced as intuition, or inspiration . . . knowing.”

“Close your eyes, Elden.” The elemental’s voice became a 

whisper that slinked into his conscious awareness, “I want you to 

visualise in your mind’s eye your DNA-alkaline pairs.”

Elden’s eyelids became heavy, weighty; they descended, making 
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themselves a darkened wall for his imagination to project upon. An 

image of two rainbow serpents top to tail coiled around each other 

appeared on the back of his eyelids. They shape shifted into the 

universally recognisable polymer ribbons of DNA.

“Good, Elden. Now I want you to visualise a laser that comes 

from your third eye, this is the RNA, the messenger DNA, it’s read-

ing the information present in the DNA-alkaline pairs like a laser 

reads information on a compact disc.”

Pituitary and pineal glands unified in a single beam of red 

light, their precision beam passed over the sequences of genetic 

information that code for the synthesis of proteins. As it did the 

genetic information carried in that conjuncture made itself known 

through his feelings.

“Your eyes transform light into electrical signals that are con-

stantly being delivered to the brain, where they are interpreted. 

The miniscule amount of light from the electromagnetic spectrum 

that most humans have access to is about 0.005 per cent of the 

matter in the known universe. A universe that in truth only exists 

in each human’s brain, all different according to their levels of 

perception. What you believe you see, will determine the level 

of perception you have.” The elemental stopped its rendition as if 

catching its breath. Elden’s precision laser continued to pass over 

the DNA bridges, elucidating information to his conscious mind 

as it did so.

“You have access to a far greater range of the electromagnetic 

spectrum, Elden. That, however, is about to change.” The elemental 
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placed its hand upon Elden’s forehead. Its skin was cool and sooth-

ing against his own.

“There is a gene that controls the quantity of light you can per-

ceive from the electromagnetic spectrum. Can you fi nd it please, 

Elden?” Assured by the elemental’s touch, Elden’s intention moved 

the laser at amazing speed, accessing the gene of perception a 

nanosecond later.

“I have it in my sight,” he said, his RNA laser passing across the 

sequence slowly, purposefully, reading the information present 

within its position.

“I want you to affi rm, with conviction, that you want to see the 

world as most humans see it. Remember . . . you can return to see-

ing the world as you have always known it at any time by simply 

using intention or language.”

Elden stopped the RNA laser from moving across the entire 

length of the conjunction of alkaline pairs.

“You don’t have to say the affi rmation out loud, Elden, simply use 

your intention to affi rm what it is you want to do.” The elemental 

was so close now he could feel its breath fondling the inner canal 

of his ear, a beckoning surge of benevolence.

The red laser moved a miniscule back from where it had 

stopped, its beam concentration becoming more intense.

“There will come a time when you will share the tools I have 

given you to help those in need . . . now open your eyes.” The 

elemental removed its cool touch from his forehead, leaving a dull 

ache in its place.
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Elden drew his eyelids up; the wall of television screens was 

gone, and so was the elemental. He was standing back in the 

cemetery. Dusk had fallen, taking the last remnants of the day’s 

crescendo with it in a wavering orange pulse like a dying heart.

“Where are you? Elemental?” He spun around, glaring despond-

ently into the darkness. Intuition laid all his questions bare; he 

would not be able to see the elemental within the spectrum of per-

ception he now had. He hung his head, shutting his eyes, listening 

to his breath. No voices haggled beneath his own inner dialogue; 

no presence other than his very own shadowed him.

“I know you are close, so close that I can almost touch you . . . 

all I have is my intention. Its power is all I need to make my feel-

ings known to you.” A smile crept over his face, a sense of valour 

enriching his esteem. Humility spread from his heart, its vivacious 

reverence imbued with wisdom.

“Thank you.”

Elden lifted his head, opening his eyes with a loud exhalation. In 

the valley beneath him streetlights fl icked on, little fi refl y dominoes 

that fl ew across the Leith Valley and then through the city and 

above the town belt. Silence accompanied him, its beauty giving 

him a sense of peace. Grace opened his heart, and for the fi rst time 

in his living memory Elden felt happy.

A single streetlight lit up the edge of the cemetery, its orange 

glow countering what little the pervading darkness had swallowed. 

An alluring sense of curiosity beckoned to him from its dull illumi-

nation. He walked slowly, purposefully, in its direction. With each 
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step he felt ripples of sadness coupled with empathy, the resona-

tions growing stronger as he got closer to the streetlight. A frown 

began to creep over his face with each motion towards the light. 

Encompassed in its halo he stopped, feeling a magnetic pull to 

his right. Turning slowly he saw a wrought iron-fenced grave, the 

inscription on the tombstone obscured by lichen. Elden stooped 

down, attracted by an inset photograph in the top centre of the 

stone.

“Oh my God . . .” His jaw dropped, his hand gravitating to cover 

his open mouth. His shoulders slumped and he sunk to his knees. 

“Oh . . . my . . . God.”

The photograph was of a young girl, in her late teens, her beauti-

ful deep blue eyes radiating a peace only ever seen by those who 

have accepted life’s measured touch. Her smile was brighter than 

the star that showered our planet with heat and light. Elden rubbed 

the dust and fi lth that had coated the photo for many long lonely 

years. Shivers ran over his body like tiny skin pinches as he gently 

removed the lichen that had grown over the epitaph. As he read 

it tears fell with the earnest gratitude of one whose life has been 

touched by grace.

“Here lies Emily Wilma Westworth, beloved daughter of 

William and Alexandria. In her short years she loved with all her 

heart, lifting those who could not see the stars upon her shoulders 

to gaze, sheltering the weak in her arms to feel the sunlight. Taken 

by infl uenza. Born Wembley, 6 August 1899 AD. Died Dunedin, 

8 August 1918 AD.”
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It was her! The young girl in death had become the elemental. 

In life she had acted with the compassion and empathy of Christ; 

in death she had touched with a subtler salve.

Elden stooped, his heart tearing asunder as the thankfulness 

he felt surging through him brought new vigour to the tears that 

fl owed and the heaving shudders that wracked his body. From the 

corners of his mouth dribbles of saliva split on strands of sorrow. 

His gaze partially blinded by the tears like waves that rolled from 

his eyes down over his cheeks and onto the sepulchre beneath.

“Thank you . . . thank you . . . thank you . . . so . . . so . . . much . . .”

Elden leant over her crypt and wrapped his arms around its 

confi gurations. His touch soft and tender, his tears cascading over 

its surface.

Author’s Note

For Mark, wherever you are. Your burden is our lack of understand-

ing. Peace be with you old friend.
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RELENTLESS

In the beat of a heart

Breath aligns with being,

In the moments forged by peace

Humanity chooses to experience giving.

Where there is laughter

Only joy will be left upon departure

From the world that we have known

Till sleep allows all to dream of home.

Do you remember your life before you were born?

Can you delve into the love that is God?

Revel in the beauty of presence?

Be free of the ties that conditioning delivers?

If the answer is “yes’ to all these questions, then come with me . . .

Sage Merope
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A small bach between Opunake and Rahotu, Western Taranaki, 

Aotearoa/New Zealand, 13 November 2001

Sometime around sunset . . .

Stacy Pallid’s grandfather was the most eccentric person that he 

had ever known. He was imbued with a charisma that entailed a 

perspective on life urging one to live to live, rather than just live 

to die.

Looking out of the huge lounge windows towards the Tasman 

Sea, hues of the setting sun revelled in the glory of his memory. 

Beams of light seemed to illuminate the apparition of his grand-

father, as he stood there unclothed and translucent at his side, 

basking in the peace and power of these last moments of daylight.

The last time he had seen him here alive, Stacy had found him 

in this exact spot. His hands had been fanned like palm fronds as 

he extended his arms in the direction of the sunset. Stacy closed 

his eyes and tried to assimilate the presence next to him, feeling 

the surge of power that is incontestably found in the magic hour 

between day and night.

Many years before, he had arrived to visit the old man after surf-

ing with friends up near Fitzroy. Then, fulvous hues had succumbed 

to twilight’s aurora of hazy pinks and greys when he had walked 

into the lounge and found the old man there, denuded and struck 

in the pose of the apparition that was steadfastly fading next to him 

now as night fell. He had sat on the sofa behind his grandfather, 

wary of disturbing him with his breathing – it was paramount that 

he not let his grandfather ascertain his involvement in his ritual. 



151

Any distraction could possibly result in spontaneous human com-

bustion, Stacy mused to himself behind a soft grin.

When the eve had drowned the light of the daystar completely, 

his grandfather had lent forward, picking up his dressing gown off 

the window seat, slipped it on and then turned to face his grandson 

as he tied the wrap around his waist. His eyes were full of vigour, 

his cheeks held a sheen of luminescence that bristled through his 

silvery grey beard. His hands appeared to have swelled as though 

bruised, yet his vim when he hugged Stacy showed an unnatural 

strength for a man well into his sixties.

“My boy . . . my boy . . .” he had said as he embraced his bemused 

grandson.

Stacy sat down on the couch after the embrace had imbued 

him with an energy that had not been there moments before. His 

grandfather had left to make tortillas, but Stacy followed him into 

the kitchen minutes later requesting an audience with the old 

man immediately. He appeared shaken by the infl ux of energy. 

Sage placed his hands upon his grandson’s shoulders and related 

to him that, years before, he had done a sun dance with the Native 

American Plains Indians. After three days and nights without liquid 

or food, the spirits had honoured him with a vision.

Buoyed up by his revelation he had climbed to the highest peak 

he could fi nd in the area. Here he waited till the day succumbed to 

the approach of night. As the sun sunk towards the horizon he said 

a silent prayer of thanks to the spirits who had not only watched 

over his vigil, but had also revealed a great secret to him. He had 
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lifted his head and extended his arms, locking his elbows straight 

out in front of him. His hands fanned out straight from the ends of 

his wrists as if pressed against an invisible wall ahead. A rummag-

ing itch in his feet made him scratch the ground beneath his soles 

and then he found himself hopping from one foot to the other. A 

burning sensation crept over his palms, coursing along his arms, 

bubbling beneath his skin, its fervour causing his legs to thrust up 

and down and he began to run on the spot. The intensity lifted 

momentarily and he felt fl uttering waves pass through his torso. 

Flurries that coiled up his legs merged with the incremental waves 

pouring through his arms, his knees now smashing into the fl eshy 

folds underneath his upper arms. Exposed to the threshold of the 

day’s end, hues of pink and orange took on a luminescence that 

fl ummoxed Sage’s rationale. The air ahead of him had seemed to 

liquefy, its form expanding and contracting in conjunction with the 

energy now volcanically gushing through him. His heart thumped 

against his ribs, its every beat threatening to obliterate the prison 

of mortality. Sage gasped as the last pink haze disappeared into the 

maw of eve. A tsunami of light swamped him. Screaming, he had 

convulsed as consciousness anchored itself within his body eluci-

dating his connection to everything. Imbued with this knowledge 

he was given the gift of knowing that life . . . is eternal. He had 

stood there as dusk made short work of the day’s oppressive heat, 

naked, boiling with a heat resonating in his core. Kneeling down, 

he had caught his breath and cried tears of relinquishment: all his 

worries and fear, tribulations and self-manufactured stresses were 



153

seen for what they were – trivial creations meant to enslave the 

hearts of humans, rather than setting them free.

Sage told his grandson that the dusk and dawn offer a chance 

for the conscious to go beyond their fi ve senses and delve into the 

realms beyond the fraction of visible light we perceive within the 

electromagnetic spectrum of energy, light. The sun is a culmination 

of the mass of our galaxy, a storehouse of energy beyond compre-

hension. Coupled with the gates of power, utilising the sun’s energy 

at this time allows one to propel oneself into infi nity and gain a step 

closer to freeing consciousness from the prison of ego.

Our mental, emotional and spiritual selves are a series of mag-

netic energy fi elds interacting with each other via vortexes of 

energy, widely known by the Hindi and Sanskrit word, “chakra’, 

which means “wheel of light’. There were seven large energy cen-

tres and a number of smaller ones found within the energetic realm 

of the human electromagnetic fi eld. He called it the “aura’. Two are 

found on our palms and fanning our hands at the twilight or dawn 

skies, a miraculous experience can be had. A gift of energy, that 

sets these energy centres ablaze sending verve into the magnetic 

cape or aura. At a later time the energy will solidify and enter the 

denser physical body and permeate it slowly but surely allowing 

consciousness to gain composure over one’s life experience.

Some years later, Stacy had tried “asking the twilight’ for 

power at Mt Donald McLean, on the road to Whatipu Beach at 

the entrance to the Manukau Harbour, near Auckland. He had 

been about to head overseas travelling for the fi rst time. Fear had 
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replaced his excitement and incrementally taken over his sense of 

adventure and submerged it beneath a tide of inclement anxiety.

Climbing to the summit of the ridge he had stared down at the 

expanse of forest beneath. Birds soared overhead, often swooping 

across the valley and disappearing into the foliage beneath. As if 

aware of his presence, the zephyr that eagerly frolicked across the 

dunes of the beach far below whipped up and mimicked his coy-

ness about nudity and trepidation.

“Fuck, its cold!”

To the south he looked; the Taranaki volcano was a mesmerising 

silhouette against the pervading gloom. Memories of that magical 

day he had learnt this technique from his grandfather inspired him, 

fi lling his heart with a strength not there moments before. Clothes 

shed as if made of mist, torn from his skin by the gusts rising off the 

Tasman Sea. He raised his arms and instantly felt a surge ruminating 

through his being as the shades of the day’s demise placated his shy-

ness and fear. The wind rose to a howling gale as energy traversed 

along his legs, then poured into the ground beneath his soles. In 

his ears he could hear a faint echo of a whisper, a feminine voice 

expressing gratitude for his acknowledgement of its presence. His 

eyes widening in bewilderment as his mind encompassed this, the 

fervour of his running relentless. Caught in the last modulations of 

daylight, the crescendo Stacey experienced dispelled all his fears 

in an explosion of reassurance that echoed in decibels through his 

head. The fulsome female voice reminding him of his revelation.

“If you have faith you will always be safe,” she said, in a round of 
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echoes that swirled in his head, cascading down through his body 

in gushing waves of electrical pulsations.

Stacy dropped to one knee, gasping for breath as his lungs 

burnt, his insides fl amed and his legs trembled. The temperature 

had dropped degrees with the sun’s descent, yet Stacy seethed in 

the encroaching night . . .
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Fait Accompli

There is no way to purport

How it feels to savour the course

Of one who believes in the light

You have shown to be within us all.

Now that you must go

I swallow my pride but show

That I have been blessed

By what you have given all along.

Stacy had been travelling through El Salvador three years after 

his experience on Mt Donald McLean when he received an email 

from his mother explaining that her father was dying of pancreatic 

cancer. That night he made a decision to make his way to Mexico 

and fl y back to Aotearoa to spend as much time with his grand-

father as possible.

He moved to New Plymouth to be with Sage as his health 

deteriorated. He had told Stacy he was ready to move on, ready 

to do some journeying around the multi-dimensional loop that is 
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existence and catch up with some old friends.

Sage’s stories of travelling the globe had enlivened in Stacy 

something of spiritual love for adventure. The old man had told 

his grandson that the easiest journeys a man will take will be made 

from place to place, country to country. However, real travelling 

lies in self-discovery.

On the last night Stacy was with him before he left to fl y out of 

Auckland, Sage told him, “When you go to the Temple of Apollo at 

Delphi – ’cause I know you will – I want you to read what’s written 

above the doorway and then come back and tell me someday.” He 

had pinched his grandson’s cheek, then gently slapped it. “What it 

says is the secret of life, my boy.”

Now, several years later at Sage’s bedside Stacy related to his 

grandfather what he had found. “‘Gnothis seauton’, ‘Know thyself ’, 

is written there, Granddad.”

The old man placed his hand on his grandson’s and winked at 

him. “It is . . . it is.”

Then Sage made a request that stunned the doctors at the hos-

pital but only amused those who knew him. He asked if he could 

see the weather forecast, believing that wild and ferocious weather 

was headed up from Antarctica. A rare and opportune window had 

opened, he felt, in the fabric of space and time and he desired to 

commune with it. Compliant, as he wasn’t a prisoner, they shook 

their heads in disbelief as his children and grandchildren assisted 

him to the airport amid hilarity and laughter. Days later all his clos-

est friends and family were assembled in Queenstown.
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Queenstown Airport, lower South Island of Aotearoa, 15 May 2000

Around dawn . . .

Sage had decided to go skydiving in order to “vacate’ his mortal coil. 

He videotaped himself in the presence of the police to prove that 

he was of sound mind, explaining that if everything went to plan 

there would be no corpse emerging from the encroaching thun-

derstorm above. The police thought it was some kind of prank, but 

decided to be a part of it anyway and stayed on to watch the show.

Everyone was wiping away their tears. Sage looked around at 

his friends and family who had gathered to say farewell. He walked 

up to everyone, hugging them with great affection, smiles and 

laughter, ever the clown.

He told them not to grieve, but to celebrate his life with him and 

understand it was a new beginning for not only him, but everyone. 

His body was a shadow of its former self; cancer had made sure of 

that, but his mind was alert and his spirit indomitable.

The distant sound of thunder made him careen his head to the 

west. He chuckled and then began to walk towards the Cessna 

Caravan that would take him to meet his chosen destiny. Clapping 

his hands together he bent down and punched towards the ground, 

then shuffl ed up into the cargo hold of the aircraft.

The pilot, a friend of Sage’s, fi red the plane up and took off. He 

did a couple of fl yovers at Sage’s request, his fervent waving making 

everyone laugh. Eventually the plane made its ascent into the fath-

oms above. Like a bird of prey upon the thermal breezes pushed 

out of the crater, caught on cross winds and climbed towards Nimbi 
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Cumulus, the anvil-headed thunder god. It meandered towards the 

plane, its mass consuming the western sky.

Upon the ground, all huddled together in a circle and watched 

as the plane disappeared into the darkening mass that now hovered 

silently over Lake Whakatipu.

A crackling sound like the sky was being torn asunder made the 

crowd far below press closer as a fl ash of lightning permeated the 

cloud mass. The rumbling that followed sounded like someone had 

stolen the impetus of the spirit that occupied the giant sky volcano.

Stacy closed his eyes and envisaged what had happened. Though 

it was supposedly impossible according to the laws of physics for 

Sage to be struck by lightning whilst falling through a thundercloud, 

his intention and prayers had been answered. The crackling sound 

had been a sign from the spirit of the Nimbi Cumulus for the old 

man to jump.

The initial crackling had been the fabric of the space–time con-

tinuum being pulled apart, allowing Sage to make his move. He had 

signalled to his friend piloting the plane and then leapt out into the 

glorious unknown, only to be swallowed in a effervescent fl ash as 

the lightning displaced itself like a wave, passing through his body 

and instantaneously freeing his soul to soar into the realms of bliss 

as he transcended our dimension.

His body never emerged from inside the cloud. Those who had 

never doubted him had already left by the time the pilot landed 

the plane, an amiable grin etched on his face. The police sent out a 

search party for the body of the skydiver, but none was recovered.
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Promise

A vestige of your place

Found within the volumes

Of a tender and loving embrace

Recounted with your smiling face.

A myth imbued with joy

Heralding the call

Of years lost now lost

Between one and all.

A bach between Opunake and Rahotu, western Taranaki, Aotearoa/

New Zealand, 13 November 2001

The sun had set and the void from which dreams are plucked and 

planted in our hearts held sway. Light from distant stars that per-

ished with the dinosaurs still pervaded the velvet pitch left in the 

absence of our sun, and Stacey wept a tear as the apparition next 

to him faded into memory.

In his will, Sage had left his grandson his abode and Stacy had 

made it his own. A box of books sat next to the front door. The 
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last remnants of his grandfather’s past neatly stacked and ready 

to carried out to his car. Tomorrow he would deliver them to his 

mother in Auckland and she would go through all his belongings, 

giving what she could away, throwing miscellaneous material into 

the rubbish and putting into storage what held sentimental value.

Stacy wiped his cheek and walked through into the kitchen. 

In his peripheral vision he caught a glimpse of a protruding page 

from a black hardcover book that poked out from under a pile of 

National Geographics. He walked over and lifted the magazines, 

slipping the book out from its confi nement.

It was a diary; the year 1988 was embossed in gold lettering in 

the right hand top corner. Stacey fl icked open to the page that had 

caught his attention and read . . .

Second Beach, Dunedin, Aotearoa/New Zealand, 14 April 1988

After fi fteen years abroad Eryn Garibaldi requested my presence in 

Dunedin! I travelled with Eryn overland from Cairo to Cape Town 

in the early seventies. What a joy it was to see my old friend. He 

hasn’t changed a bit. Well . . . that’s an exaggeration – he’s as bald 

as an egg! When I saw him last he was a long-haired nature boy! 

Now he’s an EGG!

I hired a car to get from Mosgiel and did as Eryn asked me – 

drove straight to St Clair Beach and walked around to Second 

Beach. There in the pre-dawn sunlight was Eryn sitting naked in 

full lotus on the couch. I was tempted to ask him who had carved 
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that seat into the rock, but thought better of it seeing that he was 

in deep meditation. When the dawn began to creep over the 

horizon he turned to me and I to him and he gave me a wink and 

I gave him one back!

“I needed a witness,” he said to me.

“You got one!” I said.

He just smiled at me then slowly got to his feet.

The vista below us was haunting. The ocean had gone from a 

black rippling mass to a swelling deep blue – a palette for the fi re 

igniting the failing night as it hung on desperately. Yellow met 

orange and white then smeared the ocean on the horizon, then 

Eryn fell forward into most beautiful dive I have ever seen.

That man had gypsy blood in him, no doubt. He had joined 

the Ruglaw Brothers Circus in New Orleans, trained to be trapeze 

artist. He then toured across the Americas, Australia and Europe 

till he met a fair maiden in Barcelona, Spain, who coerced him to 

travel with her to Casablanca and there he met me.

There was nowhere that Eryn had not been nor seen. His 

knowledge of the geography and topography of the globe was 

formidable. He had saved his greatest journey for last.

When he called me up to tell him that his time with humanity 

was up and that there was another realm he yearned to explore I 

understood what my dear friend meant.

Eryn fell for eons, twisting and contorting in the fi rst rays of 

sunlight, metamorphosing as the wind peeled away the atoms of 

his humanity producing a new effi gy of creation. A cocoon of 
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camoufl age engulfed him for a mere second, then he broke the 

surface of the water.

With a single stroke of his fl uke he propelled himself through 

the ocean. His new form was courageous, enticing and sleek, in 

proportion to his human one. Onwards he swam to explore the vast 

uncharted terrain of the depths. His realization was the dream of 

millions – he was once again a child of the universe.

He had made the choice to explore the realm of the oceans. 

From the myriad of life forms found in the oceans that he could 

have assumed, Eryn had chosen to become a Dolphin . . .

Stacey smiled after reading the last line. Nothing was out of the 

ordinary for Sage. Whether this experience was a work of fi ction 

or real mattered not. The story’s beauty was not lost on him.

He closed the diary and placed the book back on top of the pile 

of National Geographic magazines. At the bottom of the box was 

another anomaly. Minutes before there had only been the stack 

of National Geographics. Now, strewn against the front of the box 

was a mysterious piece of paper that had seemingly manifested 

out of thin air.

Stacey plucked it out of the box as a shiver ran through him. 

What he read sent a cascade of tears fl owing.

The last testament of Sage Merope

To believe that the world’s problems stem from an inherent 

evil present in the nature of humans is folly. Humanity has been 

hijacked to believe this, but it is simply not true. Love has always 

been and will forever be out true nature.
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Over the centuries countless millions of our own human family 

has suffered because we have given away our right to think and 

act. This only happened because humanity has seen the world as 

leaders and the led.

We can no longer allow this to happen. Question authority, 

look upon the world with open eyes and an open mind and do not 

sheepdog those who challenge the status quo when you know that 

they are doing what is right.

The tools of education, and information we adhere to so stead-

fastly project a fi ctitious version of events, the media, universities 

and schools manipulate minds in order to conform, yield and 

compromise so that we can be controlled.

Once our minds are free our hearts will blossom.

We have a choice. Fear or Love. It all starts with us.

I have chosen love.

Sage Merope
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REVERENCE

Conspire to reside in this

Without the vehemence

That confusion provides

Heralded by love we

Shall all soon rise

To meet creation’s source.

Seeing through teardrops

The soul beseeches all

To recognise the beauty

Masquerading hidden

In our very core

For we are all luminous beings

Perplexed by this dream called . . . life.

A small crib located on the coast between Barrytown and Punakaiki, 

West Coast of the South Island, Te Wai Pounamu, Aotearoa/

New Zealand, 23 March 2004, dusk
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Moments ago Felden Arny had pushed a door fully open, which he 

had found slightly ajar, opening it into a derelict house, and there 

he came face to face with physical mortality. At fi rst he thought 

the elderly man had fallen over and knocked himself unconscious. 

He had darted into the small room searching immediately for an 

assailant lest he meet the end the old man had. None revealed, 

he felt for the old man’s pulse. Finding no assurance of life, he 

fell backwards onto his arse and crawled crab-like away from the 

body. Shock gave way to a serene peace when he studied the 

man’s face.

The cadaver sported a succinct grin – as if he had laughed 

himself to death, his cheeks lifted in a gormless smile. His eyes, 

piercing azure, showed no sign of feint or folly. In fact he looked 

incredibly happy. Even in death the man was imbued with mystique 

that begged some kind of intrigue. Dressed in the fi nest pinstriped 

suit Felden had ever seen, which was potentially worth more than 

this Canadian had arrived with at Auckland Airport. A walking 

cane topped with a black polished obsidian angel with wings fl ared, 

head bowed in prayer, lay limply in his left hand. His other hand 

clutched an invisible limb in the action of holding a hand.

Flummoxed, Felden got to his feet and strode out the door. An 

ocean breeze whisked under his nose, its call irresistible. Staggering 

down the narrow path at the side of the house his shuffl ing foot-

steps crossed grass till sand caught his toes and he fell forward 

down a dune. He spun till his feet were in front and beneath him 

and he was sitting facing the twilight’s ensemble of hues.
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“That’s fucking beautiful.” The words were a license for his 

tears to fl ow. Somewhere between sorrow and happiness his heart 

revealed its conjecture as to what he had seen and what he was 

now witnessing.

The moments passed without interruption, his mind a palette 

wiped clean by the trauma he had experienced. In the silence, 

a witnessing force ruminated through his body and gave rise to 

feelings of ecstasy. Thoughts passed by like clouds, none given 

precedence above or before another. The silent witness – con-

sciousness – remained, observing, not judging, nor fi nding cohesion 

in the transient parade of lullabies whose enticement became less 

prominent as the moments recounted in breaths.

Felden got to his feet when eve proper had descended. He 

walked up the dune and down the narrow path next to the house. 

Stooping to pick up his backpack, he wiped his cheeks with the 

back of his hand and then paused, turning his head towards the 

slightly open door. He laboured a breath and gave a silent thanks, 

acknowledging the catalyst for this transformation.

In the distance a car’s lights blazed through the pitch offering 

solace for the living and the departed. Felden knew before he was 

illuminated in the headlights that the driver would stop. The silent 

witness favouring intuition over rational thinking.

“I’m heading to Greymouth. Do you need a ride?” the driver 

asked Felden. “It’s a heck of a walk and the sandfl ies out here will 

drain ya before you cross the Grey River if you!” he giggled at his 

own joke, his sudden rapport with Felden immediately easing him. 
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Which was to Felden’s benefi t as he explained to the driver the 

situation.

The smile left the driver’s face with the details. Although ada-

mant that the tourist should come with, especially if there was a 

maniac loose on the coast, Felden told him that he would wait till 

the police arrived.

“But are you OK mate?” the driver asked in parting.

Felden smiled. “I think I was in shock an hour ago. Now I feel 

. . . fi ne.”

The car drove away, its engine roaring into life as the driver 

changed gears. It would be at least thirty minutes before the driver 

would get to the police station in Greymouth and then another 

twenty before the police would arrive. Felden sat down on his 

backpack on the edge of the cobblestone path leading up to the 

house, swatting away the voracious sandfl ies eager to sate their 

appetites on his blood.

The stars had found their song now and notes cascaded down 

to touch the earth in their symphonic showering of light.

“We’re so special, ain’t we . . . so special,” he mused to himself. 

“Each one of us is a star, locked up in crude matter. Just waiting for 

our chance to shine . . . be set free so that we can join you . . . up 

there.” Laughter followed his voice.

He stood up and twirled around and around till dizzy then 

stumbled over his backpack and landed on his back staring up at 

the revolving sky above. He lay there as the moments passed and 

encompassed the heavenly glory of being. Wailing sirens in the 
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distance alerted him to the approach of the police and an ambu-

lance. He sat up, then stood, brushing himself off, and was bathed 

in headlights a second later as two vehicles pulled up beside him. 

Out stepped three police offi cers and two paramedics.

Compliant and serene, Felden was escorted to the ambulance 

and his vitals were checked as a precaution for his apparent shock. 

Found to be at ease, the paramedics left Felden and entered the 

small house with an empty stretcher, coming out minutes later with 

the corpse. Their faces resonated with a sadness inherent to their 

lack of understanding of what had happened.

It wasn’t for him to proffer the sense of gratitude he felt to ease 

their burdens. What they saw and what he had observed were 

worlds apart, seen through fi lters of perception honed by differ-

ent forces.

“If you would be so kind as to come with us to the station in 

Greymouth. We just need a statement,” one of the offi cers asked 

politely while the other two talked amongst themselves. The topic 

of conversation was the haunting grin on the old man’s face.

“Of course,” Felden said climbing into the backseat of the car.

The other two offi cers climbed in and the driver adjusted his 

rearview mirror so that he could see Felden.

“What were you doing here?” he asked, his eyes searching 

candidly.

Felden held his stare for a moment. “I was going to ask for direc-

tions to the Hexagon Backpackers.”

“It’s strange. That house has been abandoned since the early 
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sixties,” the offi cer in the back said.

“It didn’t look abandoned from the road,” Felden chimed.

“Then to fi nd a dead man, and an Englishman at that . . .” The 

offi cer in the front lent back over his seat staring fi rst at one and 

then at the other passenger in the back. “Finding a passport in his 

jacket pocket.” He mused turning back towards the road ahead. “It 

was almost as if he knew that he was going to die there.”

“There were rumours fl oating around that it was haunted,” the 

driver piped up.

Felden looked out the window. “It’s not anymore,” he said.
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Droit

Acknowledge or dismiss

The beauty found in this

Heralded passage of virtue

Where our paths have crossed.

Reach for me and I will be

There for you to grasp

I recognise the belief

That holds you and I . . . at last.

A few days before at the crib . . .

Looking him over she smiled incessantly, in his blue pinstriped 

three-piece suit and red tie he did look rather dapper. He reached 

up and gently caressed her face, his weathered hand running over 

her jaw line, taking in every punctuating curve, every defi ned line 

of her skin and muscle. His sense of touch accompanied him like a 

seeing-eye dog. It had become his oculus, gravitating him towards 

the present till he endeavoured to occupy the space between each 

moment. Here in the silence, intuition became the master and he 
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its obedient servant. It had led him to this place half a world away 

from where he had found himself settled.

His choice to come to Aotearoa beleaguered his children and 

his friends, for his work had left him fatigued and frail. He would 

say that there was life in his old bones yet. Those closest to him 

would prefer to see him retire and peacefully pass away in his sleep. 

He knew this was not his way.

One night he had awoken from a dream, his brow beaded with 

sweat, a dull ache resonating through his skull. In his dream he had 

stood naked as he felt the ocean roll around his ankles, its wake 

torpid. Pacing on the beach was a spectre whose frustrations had 

stripped away its humanity, crushing it beneath a tsunami of hatred. 

Icy winds cavorted around the old man, nipping, biting, enticing 

a reaction he would never give. The spectre’s need for attention 

would be readily followed by a premeditated act of hostility if no 

ardent retort came. The being’s actions required greater amounts 

of emotional response and energetic reaction from those present 

in order to justify its action. Fear and its energetic fi ngerprint had 

become its sustenance.

The elderly man turned to face the malevolent entity, his heart 

bursting with love that reached out with tentacles of compassion. 

There was a moment of stillness where everything seemed to stop. 

The ocean froze, the air became deathly still and all he could hear 

was his very own heartbeat. He raised a hand towards the spectral 

matter, his fi ngers immersed in the freezing stillness. It pounced 

over him, choking him, grasping through his chest at his lungs, 
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beseeching him to feel its wrath.

He had sat up instantaneously, smiling as if he had been told a 

secret that no one else knew. Alone in the darkness of his room, he 

reached over, picking up his cell phone and dialing his secretary by 

pushing a preprogrammed button that allowed for quick response 

to such emergencies. His will endeavoured to consummate his 

dream with a voyage.

“Father, are you sure that this is the place?” The tone of her voice 

was not so much one of question, as the product of her wish to see 

him return home with her where he could live out his fi nal days in 

peace amid his family.

He smiled and blinked, feeling the weight of his eyelids. His 

body was indeed tired and worn after years of being an “assistant’ to 

consciousness, even though beyond the fl esh there was a plethora 

of worlds to explore since it was no longer harboured in a human 

body. More often than not spirits identifi ed themselves with their 

bodies so strongly that this association provided a gaunt chain that 

anchored them amongst the embodied. Fear of the unknown, fear 

of leaving behind loved ones. Fear is responsible for incapacitating 

the journey that consciousness can take after it leaves the corpse.

Derelict and devastated by the trauma of being in a limbo, it 

took openly compassionate and gifted individuals such as Alfred 

Nomias, the gallant elderly statesman of what he had pioneered as 

“spirit assistance’, to free them from their livid nightmare. Without 

the tactile sensations that a human body gives, many apparitions 

haunted their loved ones or places where they frequented with a 
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voracious anger fortifi ed by not being able to communicate their 

burdens. The Englishman had freed many hundreds of thousands 

of apparitions from their self-constructed asylums.

“Yes, Veronica. I will be fi ne. You must remember that I was 

guided here. This is a fi rst time occurrence for me. Quite extraor-

dinary!” His buoyancy projected a sense of childishness that she 

had never seen.

“Alright Daddy. I will come for you in two days. Remember, if 

anything happens I will be in Greymouth, a few miles from here. 

The pager number is all ready to send – all you have to do is press 

the key and we will come and get you out.” Her sense of urgency 

betrayed her unnerved feeling that she would not see her father 

again. The strength of intuitive fl ow ran strongly in their genes. 

“You’re not a young man anymore, you know. Mother was right 

about you, you’re so stubborn.”

He placed a hand on her shoulder, his grip tender yet assuring 

as he gently asked her, “Would you be kind enough to lead your 

dear old father to the front door, dear?”

She bowed her head turning towards the small winding path 

of cobblestones, walking slowly enough so her father could feel 

his way. The small crib was hidden from the road by shrubs, its 

weathered siding rotting.

When she reached the front door she took a step back as the 

space around her became icy cold, her breath vapour.

“Thank you, Veronica. I will see you in a few days.” His poise 

was steely, stern, unmoved.
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She wondered how he managed to do it. It terrifi ed her to the 

point where she would hyperventilate.

As she hopped into her car and reversed out of the driveway 

and onto the highway, he knocked loudly on the door. He waited 

a moment then made his way through the entrance lifting his head 

listening intently. Then he spoke eloquently, his tone polite and 

respectful.

“Hello. My name is Alfred Nomias. I am here because of your 

summons.” Before he had fi nished a wall of icy coldness smothered 

him.

Alfred had trained his subtlest senses to become his eyes, for he 

had been born blind. He could reach out with his feelings to read 

the minds of those around him and envisage the layout of a room 

by merely extending his aura to encompass the entire space it occu-

pied. His third eye would open in his forehead and he’d visualise 

whatever his aura touched. He had deployed this technique the 

moment he walked into the crib and seen a small room, its walls 

stripped bare of any hangings or pictures. Shattered windows laced 

with delicate spider webs swayed in a gentle zephyr that spilled 

into the room. There was no furniture to speak of except a potbelly 

stove that sat sentinel in the far corner.

A face pushed through the coldness, its form holding a grimace 

that erupted with fury. Its furrowed brow almost touched Alfred’s 

forehead. The spectre’s eyebrows were pinching in the middle of 

its brow, its face was contorted with revolt, its teeth clenched.

“What are you doing in my house?!” the phantom bellowed at 
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Alfred. A verbal assault unlike any other he had ever encountered. 

Contempt raced across Alfred’s body like small electric shocks that 

snapped at his skin beneath his suit.

“I mean you no harm, I come merely to listen to what it is you 

have to say and then ask if you will permit me to be of assistance 

to you. For I am here to ease your suffering.”

Alfred stood taller, his presence articulating the duty he had 

come to recognise as his life’s purpose.

“ASSISTANCE! ASSISTANCE! IF YOU WANT TO ASSIST ME 

YOU WILL LEAVE ME ALONE!” The vindictiveness behind these 

words and the force with which they were expelled would have 

left any lesser human quivering in shock and horror. Alfred stood 

his ground unmoved. He bowed his head for a moment and then 

casually replied, “It was you who summoned me here, my good 

sir. Your request has not fallen upon deaf ears. I came as soon as I 

could.”

The entity withdrew from Alfred’s vicinity, rushing across the 

room, bouncing off invisible walls, relentlessly feeling the bottled 

up anger that empowered it to exist.

Coming face to face with Alfred again it paused, starring at 

him in its best attempt to provoke a reaction. Spiralling around 

him, soliciting an energetic exchange that it would use to replen-

ish itself.

Alfred felt its enduring motive and immediately went to work. 

He opened his heart chakra, letting it blossom into a radiance of 

green-white light that expanded so quickly that it fi lled the room 
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in seconds. The undulating heavy wavelength of fear disbanded 

in the quickening vibration of love as its short wave frequency 

imploded, swallowing everything in its fervour. The effect was 

instantaneous. The maliciousness of the entity lost its impetus and 

Alfred began to apply the compassion that had brought peace to 

so many lost souls.

“Love is our true nature, it is what binds all beings together. Love 

is an immense ocean without parameters, and we are the waves 

that are sent from it to break upon a shore that is a lifetime within 

the human body. Here we often forget our true form, its limitless 

potential and affi liation to all that is.”

The dishevelled spirit interrupted his words abruptly. “You say 

that I have summoned you. I feel as though you speak of a truth. 

I have occupied this house for years only to become bitter and 

frightened of what may become of me. I have forgotten the life 

that I once lived, the love I shared. Lost to me are the names of 

those close to me.” The strength of its initial tirade had thinned to 

a gutless plea for help.

Alfred listened intently, his breathing anchoring him in the 

moment. His intuition told him that the answer to the riddle of why 

he had been summoned was about to make itself known.

“The fear of what lies beyond this world that I have known grips 

me. So I implore you, would you come with me, and lead me into 

infi nite possibility?”

Alfred visualised the spectral entity there in front of him now 

freed from its prison of loneliness, contempt and pain. It was a 
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luminous egg-shaped light, three-quarters the length of his body, 

the swirling mists of vindictive anger that had confronted him upon 

arrival at the crib had dissolved.

The old man smiled, chuckling to himself as he came to the 

realisation that this was the way he was indeed meant to pass over. 

“I am ready to leave this old body, and so I will be honoured to lead 

you back to the ocean that is God, that is love.”

The entity moved closer to Alfred, so close that it almost 

touched him. “How can you be so sure that you are ready to 

leave?” it whispered.

“I have made of this life all that it has offered to me. I have 

endeavoured to say yes to all the experiences that have presented 

themselves to me. I have travelled around the planet several times 

and visited the most exotic places. Met the most captivating people 

and enjoyed their company. Love has transpired to gift me with so 

much tenderness and grace, and now I intend to become one with 

its poignant message. For when I leave this body I will once again 

be given the gift of sight,” Alfred concluded as a tear rolled out of 

his right eye, slivering down his cheek.

There was a moment of silence and in its space echoes of com-

passion began to transform the bewildered ghost. “You are blind? 

What kind of life does one live without the chance to see the 

beauty of a sunset, or bathe in the radiance of a fl ower as you put 

a colour to the aroma? Can your other senses suffi ce to give you a 

description of what the ocean looks like in storm? Describe to you 

the magnifi cence of a sunrise?”
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The old man looked straight ahead, his eyes blinking softly. He 

reached out with his feelings to include something of a miracle. 

The luminous egg-shaped being began to expand, sympathy per-

vaded it and all pathos of dark, dense energies dwindled till the 

light overcame them.

“I will walk with you through gardens of Eden,” Alfred said, 

“each one more diverse than the next, climb mountains and yell 

from peaks where the sky coalesces to colours of my choice. See 

creatures enamoured once upon the Earth now extinct. I will intro-

duce you to old friends and old friends you have who have passed 

over – we shall reconnect with them. It is to you that I bestow my 

thanks, for you have given me reason to let this body rest, in order 

to free spirit.” As the words fl owed from his mouth he breathed 

in his last breath, expelling it as he collapsed onto wooden fl oor. 

His face etched with a grin that his body would carry till it was 

cremated. His essence began to slip out through his crown chakra, 

suspending itself next to the bright being who waited patiently for 

him to open the door to eternity.

Side by side the two luminous energies resembled a small sun 

trapped inside the crib, light poured from every crack and nook, 

every shattered window. They merged slowly together, creating a 

blinding white light that fell in on itself till it disappeared in a daz-

zling fl ash, leaving behind the old man’s body.

Some minutes later the sounds of the ocean rumbling across the 

beach drowned out the footsteps of a young man who approached 

the house. He was looking for the Hexagon Backpackers. Thinking 
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that he could get directions from one of the locals, he made his way 

down a driveway and found a cobblestone path leading towards a 

door that was slightly ajar . . .
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SUCCUMB

Silence is forgiving

For emotion expressed

Can never deny

The assertion of a memory

Harboured only to be released.

Brooklyn Hill, Wellington, Aotearoa/New Zealand, 5 May 1995, 

5.43 pm

A seagull flew overhead piercing the silence with a churning 

cry that resembled a requiem for this most sacrosanct of days 

for Harold Vaste. The years had not robbed him of the memory 

of what had happened fi fteen years before. The incident had 

beleaguered him to fi nd solace away from his mother and as a 

consequence he had not seen her since.

The years had not given the memory or Harold’s sense of guilt 

any resolve. At fi rst he had felt a sense of justifi cation and pleasure at 

what had he had done. Her verbal and physically abuse, as alcohol-

ism had fully taken over her will, became increasingly more hideous 
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in nature. The mother he once knew and loved was lost when she 

immersed herself in her own grief at Harold’s father’s unexpected 

death. Somewhere in the depths of addiction her compassionate 

nature was imprisoned and a Hyde-like monster unleashed its 

furious wrath upon her children, leaving a barren and desolate 

landscape where self-esteem and self-confi dence were parched 

and so faded away into an oblivion where fear replaced love.

In a dire moment Harold became a mirror for his mother and 

dished out what she had given to her children. At fourteen he 

could look her eyeball to eyeball and did so just the once. She had 

burst into Harold’s room, her arms fl aying like she was conducting 

an orchestra. Words spilling from her mouth in a foul tongue that 

was indecipherable, her eyes devoid of kindness. Harold stood 

up from his seat, discarding the voluminous textbooks, only for 

his knees to buckle as she slapped him across the face. Harold’s 

consummate inertia ceased as his volcanic anger accrued from 

such unprovoked assaults was released upon her. With one blow 

he struck her in the head with an open hand sending her reeling 

into the bookshelf across the small room.

He pounced on her in her vulnerable state of shock, bear-

ing down with a fury that had been suppressed for six years. 

Acrimonious venom fuelled his bravado, and he clutched her 

blouse, hoisting her to her feet. He drew back his hand, clenching 

it into a fi st cocked behind his head, the coils within his bicep tens-

ing in preparation for an aberrant fi nale. Then he saw it; the sheer 

terror in her eyes. Harold’s disdain inured in him a wanton frisson 
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that he could not channel idly. He wanted to hold her there and 

yell at her, berating her with the atrocities that she had bestowed 

upon her own fl esh and blood.

The sight of tears welling up in her eyes, though, triggered his 

sense of compassion and he dropped her onto the fl oor. He backed 

away slowly, purposely where the light from the lamp atop his 

desk could not penetrate. From the shadows he watched her get 

to her feet. Her usual cocksure drunken swagger had left her. She 

cowered as she reached the doorway, slipping into the hallway 

sobbing uncontrollably.

Harold could have gone to comfort her, for she had been 

broken again and he could have seen to it that she did not crawl 

back into a bottle. But his own tears blinded him, a sense of pride 

at what he had just done infl ated his ego. Sadly, he packed his bags 

that night and clambered down the stairs and out of the house. 

The last thing Harold saw was his little sister in the doorway crying. 

He dropped his bags on the street and went to her. Three years 

younger than Harold and mortifi ed by what she was seeing; her 

mawkish pose striking made him feel as though she had sided with 

their mother. Harold turned on his heel and strode off not looking 

back to see his sister reaching out to be embraced and carried 

away with him.
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Forever

Dereliction need not understand

The time of passing is close at hand

Where love comes to boil in a sea of broth

Concealed by vanquished hatred.

I will come to discover

Your path is illuminated by disease

Corrupting your heart’s every beat

Staging a place for your life with mine.

The night Harold abandoned his family he slept in the sound shell 

at the botanical gardens. The next morning he got a train as far 

as Levin and then wandered out on State Highway 1 and hitched 

north. Arriving in Auckland he stayed with his Aunt Bess in Mt 

Eden, explaining what had happened and his refusal to reconcile 

with his drunken mother. Reluctant and recalcitrant to listen to his 

Aunty’s pleas for him to return to Wellington, she eventually took 

custody of Harold as a minor.

On Harold’s sixteenth birthday, he moved to Bethells Beach on 
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the west coast, some distance from the central city. Here he plied 

his trade as a surfboard maker and quickly built up a clientele that 

allowed him to save enough to plan travel aboard. On his eight-

eenth birthday Harold walked into the travel agent’s in Titirangi 

Village and bought myself a one way ticket to Sydney. Over the 

next fi ve years he travelled and worked all around Australia, hitch-

hiking around the continent and its islands before fi nally getting 

a ferry across to Timor. He island-hopped his way through the 

Indonesia archipelago, surfi ng some of the most notorious breaks in 

the world. Arriving in mainland Asia he taught English for a year in 

South Korea, basing himself on Jeju Island. At the end of his tenure 

on Jeju he decided to travel overland to Europe. Six months later 

he arrived in Greece bereft of money and kilograms. He worked 

where he could till he arrived in the United Kingdom. There, he 

moved to Cornwall and returned to his vocation of building surf-

boards. Another year sped past, and Harold’s life in New Zealand 

had become a banal rumination gathering dust in the confi nes of 

his recollections. With the coming spring he decided he would 

venture across to Montreal, Quebec, Canada, and then head south 

as the winter enveloped the northern hemisphere. Chasing the 

sun became as addictive to Harold as surfi ng, and his path snaked 

through the narrow arteries of Central America and eventually to 

Venezuela.

In Caracas he met a beautiful dancer, Isabella Basteros, and all 

too soon he had reinvented himself again. That had been fi fteen 

years ago. He had sequestered himself in order to begin again. The 
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person he was now would be unrecognisable to his family, or him-

self if confronted by the child he once was. But such musings were 

wasted on him. The tapestry of his childhood had been unwoven 

and the new tableau garnering a refl ection was of ease and peace.

However, Harold sent his sister postcards from every continent 

he went, never giving his actual address and sending them on the 

day of he was to depart for a new land. He loved the phantom that 

was his sister in his memories as much as humanly possible. Thinking 

of his pestilent manufacturing of the image of her standing in the 

doorway of his mother’s house in Wellington that fateful night 

made him a sober maudlin, drowning in tears. Her image haunted 

him like a recurring nightmare. So he struggled to grasp another 

fi gment of her likeness. With little success.

Harold started the engine of the rented Toyota Corona and 

changed gears as he began to dart down the side of Brooklyn Hill. 

He had a long drive ahead of him. It would be very late at night 

before he would arrive in Auckland, potentially early morning. 

That was fi ne with him. Arriving inconspicuously in places was 

a skill he had adorned like a second skin, giving him the stealth 

to accomplish his needs without rattling the cages of the powers 

that be.

On this occasion, though, he knew his weal would be chal-

lenged by questions that he could not answer.
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Forsook

In my place is a course

Of action melded by peace

Potentates apply their rules

In order to placate my frugal cause.

One of indiscriminate disgust

Fetched by the hand that fed

Convene mouths open and deploring

That what goes in has come out again.

In Caracas Isabella had captivated Harold’s heart like the road 

had done before. Her lean bronze frame embellished with curves 

seduced Harold’s roving eye. Her jet black ringlets that caressed 

her silky skin, mesmerised him as much as the language she spoke. 

Green eyes that lay as if sunken beneath an ebony corniche as 

beautiful as the Great Ocean Road of Victoria, Australia, calmed 

his yearning to move and urged him to forget the world he had 

left behind yesterday.

When she asked him about his childhood Harold related as 
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resolutely as possible that he did not wish to delve into waters 

where tides and undertows threatened to drown his present happi-

ness. She listened intently, then said that in order to become whole 

he needed to address that which he had left behind.

It was a hot and humid day in Caracas when Harold’s past 

eventually caught up with him. Isabella and he were having their 

afternoon siesta when the phone woke them from their slumber. 

Reluctant to leave the bed and break their loving embrace they 

coiled together in a calmative union. Another insistent ringing 

followed a brief respite.

“I’m going to answer it,” she said slipping out from beneath the 

red silk sheets.

The fl aking yellow plaster walls of their bedroom gave her skin 

a sultry shade that fi lled Harold’s erection with a gusto of lust. He 

watched her hips swaying as she walked through the door and into 

the living area.

“Hola. Buenas tardes.”

There was a pause as she listened intently to the person on the 

other end of the line. “OK. I understand. One moment please.” Her 

thick accent sounded delicious when she spoke English, Harold 

mused to himself. She appeared in the doorway a moment later, her 

face displaying shock, something he had never seen in her before. 

He sat up pulling the sheets across his legs.

“Que pasa?”

“It’s the New Zealand Embassy. It’s about your mother.”

Isabella’s soft tone felt as like a scream in his ears, the words 
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echoing through his head and fragmenting his staunch core.

“OK.” It was all he could muster as he climbed down from the 

bed and walked sullenly past his beloved.

She followed him, standing feet away as he answered the call 

pacing nervously. Harold reached out towards her, his vestigial car-

nality dispelled by the message being relayed, however his need 

for her now drew from a deeper and more intimate well.

She needed no affi rmation to recognise his devotion to her, 

and she sped effortlessly across to meld her body over his to catch 

him as he fell.

“Thank you.” Harold slipped the phone down and dropped his 

head into his hands. A relentless sobbing broke into convulsive 

trembling as the walls he had erected to imprison his mother’s 

memory came crumbling down. “She’s in hospital . . . with days 

to live.”
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Valediction

Haunted for so long

By the memories now gone

Hidden by a hand of time

I have only to discover . . . what’s yours is mine.

She knew that Harold had to make this journey alone. It didn’t make 

the decision any easier for either of the lovers. Venerably, Harold 

knew that this experience would allow him to create the future 

that he had in Venezuela.

The fl ight back to New Zealand was horrendous. He slept not a 

wink, the turbulence creating a sense of grief that accentuated his 

own feelings about this journey. He was maladroit at the airport, 

giving customs ample reason to detain him and Harold was put 

under surveillance for three hours in a room with a guard watch-

ing him while he cried. Unable to speak as the years of turmoil and 

fear welled up inside, he had exploded as his energetic return to 

his place of birth had brought him into an irreversible cycle that 

yearned to be completed.

He had run away in order to leave the past behind. Now 
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confronted with it, and knowing he was about to repair the gap 

between himself and his dying mother, he was scared out of his wits. 

The customs agents waited patiently, often coming into the room 

asking if he wanted a lawyer present, thinking that he was carrying 

narcotics and was reacting to being caught. He sardonically waved 

them away several times and asked to just be alone.

All cried out, he slept for two hours before they eventually 

entered the room to grill him with their statutory questioning. 

Harold smiled meekly, waiting for them to give him a chance to 

speak. As he laboriously gave account of his life they cast glances 

at one another swallowing hard as he detailed how his childhood 

misery had driven him far from home, only for it to culminate here 

in a full circle. A long and harrowing silence fi lled the room when 

he had fi nished. Cordially, they asked Harold to step into a room 

to have a lower torso X-ray; standard procedure for detainees. He 

obliged.

Both customs offi cers were wiping away tears as he came out 

of the X-ray room.

“Welcome home,” one of them said as he walked out into the 

terminal. Through his puffy eyes he could see them waving good-

bye as he left the airport.
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Sideways Glance

Fortifi ed in dreams

I have done this before

Confronted the force that sent me away

Opening closed weighty doors.

What price will my conscience disdain

When I lever the past to light

Giving the precedence of love

A chance to discover its birthright.

123 Dominion Rd, Mt Eden, Auckland, 1 May 1995, 12.34 pm

Harold went to visit Aunt Bess, who had belayed the message of his 

mother’s demise. His immediate questions were answered before 

he could open his mouth – his sister, Ruth, had come to live with 

Aunt Bess in Auckland at the request of the Department of Social 

Welfare months after he had left the country. Ruth’s behaviour 

at school, denoting insolence and disparity, set tongues wagging 

and soon investigations were made into the state of her parenting. 

Finding her mother to be a woman destitute and riddled with 
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anger and venom, Ruth was quickly put into the custody of her 

mother’s only sister.

Bess’s attempts to rebuild Ruth’s innocence were futile. She had 

become incredibly self-conscious and her self-esteem was soon 

coyly smothered by various addictions that plagued her. As soon as 

she was able to leave the custody of her foster parent Ruth found 

solace in sex. Promiscuity gave her a sense of being needed. It 

became an affl iction that caused a drug dependency in order to 

deal with the hordes of men who fuelled her low self-worth. In and 

out of rehab for over ten years, the notion of taking her own life 

now saw her on suicide watch in a sanatorium, her wits at an end.

Bess gave Harold a car to visit her; he drove as slowly as the traf-

fi c would allow, often stopping and pulling over, trying to prepare 

himself for seeing Ruth for the fi rst time in fi fteen years. He imag-

ined what he would say to her. How could he explain why he did 

what he had done? Would he pass judgement about her life if she 

chose to bring it up? Would she blame him for its shortcomings? He 

decided that he had to simply allow her to say what she needed to.

The corridors of the Pannersen Sanatorium in Kumeu ech-

oed with demented laughter and the torturous screams of those 

affl icted with hideous dreams that berated their every moment 

of existence. The orderlies, a gigantic Polynesian and a stout 

European, ignored them as they walked towards Ruth’s cell.

Harold choked as he looked in the small rectangular window 

seeing his sister beneath the shadow of the window lying in a foetal 

position, her gown pulled down over her knees. Her strawberry 
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blonde hair had once been down to the small of her back. Cut to 

give her no opportunity to use it as a noose, it splayed out around 

a caricature of the little girl Harold had known. Her forehead was 

laced with healing scratches where she had taken to herself whilst 

in rehab. Her cheeks and eyes were a redolent mirage of health, 

hollow and jaundiced. Her lips were pale and thin, aching for a 

tender and loving kiss to fulfi l their belief in love.

“I’ll be here watching. If anything happens, I will need to restrain 

her immediately,” the Polynesian orderly explained.

“Yes, of course.”

The orderly’s words couldn’t have been clearer, but Ruth looked 

feeble, almost catatonic.

Stepping inside the padded cell, its white walls refl ecting the 

sunlight, Harold felt as though he was immersed in a dream. The 

orderly closed the door startling him. He turned around catching 

the giant’s eyes burrowing into the back of his head.

“I know why you’re here.” Her faint whisper was lifeless, haunt-

ing. “She’s dying isn’t she? I thought that I could beat her to it. But 

that’s just not going to happen is it. Not now. She’ll get there before 

me . . . but I’ll be close behind.” She started to laugh as she sat up, 

tucking her knees into her chest.

“CAN I GET A CIGARETTE?” she yelled looking over Harold’s 

shoulder at the orderly at the window outside.

He shook his head slowly.

“Asshole,” she mumbled.

Her glare slipped over Harold’s face. Its intensity unnerving him.
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“My how you have grown!” she baited. “Shoulder length brown 

hair, a chiselled jaw and succulent lips.” She pursed hers as if pre-

paring to receive a kiss. “Still got them baby-blue eyes, huh bro? 

That’s something we share you and I. MUM’S FUCKING EYES!” Her 

outburst put the guards on edge and they opened the door an inch.

“It’s OK. It’s fi ne,” Harold said, half looking over his shoulder at 

the orderlies in the doorway preparing to pounce and half peer-

ing at his sister who was crudely gesturing in their direction. They 

closed the door and he continued.

“I’m not happy to see you here,” he said moving closer to her. 

He knelt down and hugged her. She limply patted him on the back, 

then pushed him away, a vile grin etched on her face as if she had 

become possessed.

“Bess says you’re living with a Miss Universe in Caracas. Cha! 

Cha! Cha!” she said, pretending she had maracas, shaking them 

from side to side. “My, haven’t our worlds drifted apart, you the 

traveller, taking your SHIT with you . . . and me. Well, I am suffocat-

ing in the stench of it! I never left nappies really, I am still a baby. 

Needing other people to take care of me!”

His initial fear for himself transpired to fear for her safety as the 

Polynesian orderly burst through the door and prepared to seize 

her. Harold extended his arm, catching the man’s bulky midriff as 

she slammed into her brother’s chest and started to cry. He put his 

arms around her and sunk to his knees, cradling her as the tears 

welled up. Her entire body shook as tremors cracked the walls 

of torment that she had built up around her. The orderly backed 



196

away, his mammoth shadow retreating across the cell fl oor. He 

stood at the entrance and refused to go when Harold asked him 

politely to leave them alone. The other orderly also remained 

outside the door, watching tirelessly as Harold held her for an hour 

as she cried.

Pangs of guilt dug their fangs into Harold as he sat there stroking 

Ruth’s hair. How could he have deserted her in her time of greatest 

need? She had made the decision to stay the night Harold had left. 

Nothing could have been done otherwise.

“Ruthy, would you come and live with me in Caracas?” Harold’s 

question surprised even him in its frankness. He heard myself say it, 

but didn’t register it till the last syllables passed over his lips.

Doll faced she looked up at him, she had shed years of turmoil 

in that hour, now she had a semblance of strength that hadn’t been 

there when her brother had arrived.

“Cha! Cha! Cha?” she said smiling between tears.

Harold laughed heartily, looking out the window of her cell 

then back at her.

“Cha! Cha! Cha!” But his maracas movements were nowhere 

near as animated as hers, and she started to laugh.

“No, you dick! It’s CHA! CHA! CHA!” she said standing up and 

throwing her hips into the dance.

The next words that poured from Harold’s mouth brought a 

numbness to their short-lived joy.

“Ruthy. Mum’s waiting for us. I know she hasn’t got long to live. 

Bess said she’s hanging on only to see us. We have to go to see her.”
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Ruth turned to the window. Sunlight bathed her face, a mirror 

for the sun. She broke into a smile. “I’m ready to see her.”

It would be a couple of weeks before Ruth had the proper 

authority to leave the institution. That gave Harold the time to 

organise everything with Isabella and tell Bess of their plans.

It also gave Harold the chance to ground himself. For seeing his 

mother helpless, destitute and broken could awaken in him a sense 

of seeing justice take its course. Wrath had come back to destroy 

her. There was a part of Harold that was happy that this had hap-

pened and it truly repulsed him now. Isabella told him that learning 

to love yourself is the beginning of a life long romance. “Oscar 

Wilde?” he had said. She laughed heartily, then stopped short and 

made her point clear. Harold’s mother was he, and she was him.
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By My Side

Cradle me close and know this dear

I have yearned to you both near

For the earnest desire to plea for help

Never passed my lips.

Mourn not for your loss

Apathy is not yours to share

Fragmented heralded peace

Is all I am left to bear.

Allie Rosthumus Hospice, 112 Garbeld St, Berhampore, Room 112, 6 May 

1995, 4.54 pm

Harold and Ruth stood outside her room unable to move. Harold’s 

palms were clammy, his feet rooted to the spot, his mind completely 

blank. Inhaling loudly he broke the silence, “OK. Here we go.”

He grabbed Ruth’s hand, she clutched his tightly. Harold turned 

the handle and pushed the heavy door open.

Their mother lay propped up, her eyes wavering. A ventila-

tor feebly lifted as her shallow breath pushed the nightgown she 
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wore off her skeletal frame.

Harold’s memory of this woman, her taut face, volcanic anger 

and eyes fi lled with disdain, was shattered by the sight of her now. 

Her skin was pallid yellow, its texture lost. Veins protruded weakly 

from her arms and neck, around her skull and on her forehead. 

Chemotherapy had created island tuffs of hair, the rest of her head 

had blotchy holes that were the colour of bruised fl esh. Her cheek-

bones were precipices where the skin cascaded down to meet her 

jaw line. The cancer was eating her alive.

All of the vim Harold once possessed that had urged him to be 

angry at her had vanished. He stood at the foot of her bed looking 

at the woman that had carried him in her womb for nine months, 

had nourished and nurtured him through the early years of his 

childhood.

Ruth leant forward, choking on tears that Harold yearned to 

let fall from his eyes as well. He put his arm around her and pulled 

her close. His embrace bringing a rivulet from his mother’s eyes.

“I forgive you.” The words came out of Harold’s mouth with 

no encouragement needed. “I do . . . I forgive you. I don’t want to 

dwell on what you became when Dad died. I barely understood at 

the time what was happening.” The cadence in his tone had fallen 

from a feigned strength to a rapid plunge into sorrow, the tears 

were welling up inside, he was shaking.

“I didn’t understand how you could love me, and hold me when 

I was hurt or scared one day and the next beat me for no reason. I 

. . . never understood. I saw someone who I needed so badly with 
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Dad’s absence, become someone I couldn’t trust. It hurt me . . . it 

hurt me.” Harold released the years of pain and suffering he had 

hidden deep within in a few moments. He wailed like a siren, ship-

wrecking his despondency upon her wracked frame.

Morphine had kept the pain at bay for months on end, opiating 

her senses, so her mind could rerun the horrors that had brought 

her here to harvest her sorrow. With the little strength she had she 

lifted her hand and beckoned for her children to come near. Ruth 

pushed her brother ahead, her steps clumsy as Harold slid his hand 

under his mother’s, Ruth putting hers on top of both.

Wiping away tears Ruth sniffl ed, “Its taken me years to know 

why I have felt the way I have . . . y’know, I really wanted you to 

just respect me, love me, accept me. I was just a little girl. All I 

wanted was for you to treat me like one. I didn’t want to grow up 

fast. I wanted to play with dolls, dress up, skip . . . man . . . yeah . . . 

skip. You . . . you never gave me the chance to have those things. 

You tried to take them away from me . . . and you know I just 

wanted you to understand that they were mine, not yours to take. 

Not yours.”

With her free hand their mother reached up and pulled the 

oxygen mask off her face, the effort left her spent and her arm 

dropped back onto the bed next to her. She let out a deep groan 

turning her head away from Harold and Ruth for a moment.

“There is nothing I can do give you back what I took from you 

both. For this I ask you for your forgiveness.” Her voice was deep, 

raspy and hoarse. “I became sick with your father’s death. I was 
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betrayed by my own belief that I could fi nd solace without ever 

having to deal with what had happened to me. I found comfort in 

being in altered states, losing my grip on reality, and soon my own 

shortcomings came back to haunt me.”

Her eyes widened, her pinprick pupils expanding as her last 

vestige of life made its presence known. “You did not deserve what 

you received from me, I became wretched and wracked with guilt, 

unable to let the burdens I felt fi nd a way to express themselves any 

other way than through violence.”

The tears that Ruth and Harold had parted with were now long 

dried. Attentive and silent they listened.

“Oh God. I can’t take any of it back . . . I can’t. Repenting here 

and now is horrible, I could have done it so long ago. I’m . . . 

sorry. So . . . sorry.” Her frame heaved under the strain of her 

sobbing. Saliva dribbled down her chin as a sense of helplessness 

overcame her.

Ruth grabbed her brother’s arm, new rivulets coursed down her 

already streaked cheeks. “Yeah . . . never too late, to be forgiven, 

Mum.” Ruth let go of Harold. She sat on the bed, lifting the elegiac 

woman up and holding her close to her breast. “Never too late. 

Never too late,” she repeated rocking gently back and forth.

Harold walked around the other side of the bed, picking up 

the waif-like arm of his mother and placed it over his own forearm 

as he knelt next to the bed. Honesty had brought the family back 

together and given them the opportunity to see that she had not 

failed as a mother, a parent. Disease had gripped her and twisted 
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the mother they knew into a monster. In the hours that passed the 

family remained until she eventually went into a sleep that she 

never woke from.

The days between seeing each other and seeing their mother 

die changed Ruthy and Harold immensely. They found acceptance 

in each other and in their chosen paths. There was no judge-

ment, they understood that they had to deal with what they had 

experienced differently. The family unit was there for each other 

when it was needed most and that bound them. In those moments 

together with their mother they gained wisdom that would make 

everything that life would throw at them trivial. Forgiveness, love 

and compassion had made a family of three individuals again for a 

few short hours, and given all closure.

A week later, Ruth and Harold buried their mother in a little 

cemetery on the road to the Queen Charlotte Sound from Nelson, 

where she had grown up. They sold her house and cut their ties 

with New Zealand, moving to South America together.

Harold had never been fond of looking into the mirror. The 

face he saw glaring back at him was always one he desired not to 

see. So when Isabella and Ruth caught Harold staring at himself 

intently, silently, in the mirror one afternoon they inquired what 

he was doing.

“Learning to love oneself . . . is a lifelong romance,” he chimed.
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THE ARROW OF ARTEMIS

Cautionary vigils aside

Illuminated beauty in strides

Made with a sense of decorum

forge through many sleepless nights.

In your sleep you will fi nd

A haunting piece of a puzzle

Igniting dreams by the dozen

With a wick of devotion made truth . . . by your heart.

Coconino National Forest, somewhere in the Mogollon Rim district, 

Arizona, USA, 16 July 1995

The sun’s piercing rays sent shards of light through the heavy 

Ponderosa Pine forest illuminating the meandering path that lay 

ahead. Despite the concerns the local authorities had for her 

safety, Najar Edwards had headed into the forest willfully aware 

of the dangers that lay within. Mountain lions being the overly 

zealous sheriff of Mormon Lake’s major concern. She intuitively 
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felt his intentions lay elsewhere. Of Lebanese decent, Najar was a 

beauty all too rare in these parts. Her black coiling ringlets eman-

cipated emerald eyes and voluptuous lips, her cheekbones cradled 

her fl esh to attest to the smile that readily graced her face. Beads 

of sweat laced with testosterone had sluiced out of the sheriff ’s 

glands and pores elucidating the stimulation in his loins. His arousal 

was enough for her to promptly make her way out of his offi ce 

after registering his intentions. Her smile and consequent farewell 

had been enough to send him into a fl urry of well wishing and a 

clumsy attempt to see her out that ended with him walking into 

the corner of his desk and injuring his manhood. Her last memory 

of him was of a pained look upon his lean moustached faced, his 

hands cradling his privates below the desk, his torso hunched 

over. He had managed to get a cordial wave and smile out before 

disappearing from sight as she made her way out into the bright 

Arizona sunshine.

Days had passed and she had found solace in the national for-

est’s dense vegetation and small sporadic collection of lakes. She 

had left her partner of some three years in Phoenix once and for 

all. His passion for her had become a low fl ame that gave neither 

comfort nor belief in a possible future together. She had instigated 

a speedy departure, his lack of complaint signalling an end to the 

intimacy they had shared once so fervently.

Najar knew that forests were compassionate poultices that 

upon request would draw out any psychic negativity from a con-

scious fi eld of awareness and transform it into light, thus feeding 
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themselves. A gifted sensitive, her parents had recognised her 

abilities early in her life and secretly nurtured them with great 

love. As a consequence Najar had grown to become acutely aware 

of the interconnectedness of all life and her place within it. With 

every step she took fi laments of despondency were plucked by 

the Ponderosa Pines she passed. During the previous two nights 

spent camping next to lakes the lurching grasp of the pines had 

become so fervent that her heavy burden was lost and her steps 

now contained a buoyant stride of appreciation and gratitude that 

aided her sense of well-being and faith.
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Forgotten

Time has remembered our place

When we were guardians of this space

Our lives intertwined with the source

Of all that is and has been divine.

A force that moves through all that is

Giving rise to all that has come and will be

We are guardians of the land and sea

The custodians of a promise to Earth

Some hours later . . .

Twilight had crept over the land, the last vestiges of the day a 

resounding spectacle of oranges and reds, pinks and purples that 

clung to the mountain peaks far to the north. The San Francisco 

Peaks, an ancient group of volcanic summits, graced the horizon. 

A destination Najar had set her mind on. From the clearing where 

she stood looking over a valley below, dense forest gave way to 

cropped circles where lakes dotted the landscape. In the distance 

a pillar of sooty smoke broke through the dense forest warranting 
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further investigation. Wildfi res were not uncommon within the 

national forest, but this was no wildfi re. Its single stack suggested a 

campfi re and with that, human company. She hadn’t seen anyone 

for little under a week and the thought of striking up a conversa-

tion with a fellow hiker appeased her sense of loneliness.

Her slow movement down the hillside was accompanied by hues 

fading into a tidal infl ux of indigo as the night sky rolled in. She was 

in the forest and making her way through the descending gloom 

moments later. No campfi re cast its showering blaze between the 

trees illuminating her destination. As it got darker it became tricky 

not to stray off the path and get lost in the trees. Shadows ducked 

and swooned in her peripheral vision, mimicking her every step; 

standing sentinel when she looked around her. An unsettled feeling 

that she had not had for many years crept over her as the night 

fell proper. The hairs on the back of her nape tingling, rising up to 

greet the effervescent whispers she heard caressing her ears, in a 

language she could neither understand nor hear, intimidating as it 

was overwhelming. The silhouettes drew closer with every footfall, 

more courageous as the last vestiges of light were swallowed by 

the night.

Years before she had had been visited by lost souls whose clutch 

on the world they had known anchored them amongst those they 

had left behind. Often confused and frustrated, their visitations 

would precede violent poltergeist activity. The fear conjured by 

the spectacle feeding psychic parasites that attached themselves to 

wayward consciousness. Najar had learnt a technique that brought 
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peace to the lost, but she hadn’t had to deploy it for years. The 

thought crossed her mind now as ghostly hands began to invade 

her personal space, grasping at her, weakly at fi rst, but bound to 

fi nd new venom if an inkling of fear arose. She plucked her fl ash-

light from within her jacket pocket turning its light on the path 

ahead. With every wisp of air around her she thought of turning to 

face her assailants, but she felt the tide of fear moving through her.

The sight of a single kerosene lamp hanging dimly on the porch 

of a house in the distance put haste into her footfalls; a lighthouse, 

calling her to weather the spectral tempest for her harbour was just 

ahead. The strong smell of tobacco wafted past her, its presence 

all too close. She turned around, the fl ashlight illuminating nothing 

other than restless forms at the beam’s fringe that moved closer to 

her with every laboured breath.

Turning back towards the kerosene lamp she saw the outline of 

a small cabin, a porch out the front of it, the front door ajar and a 

fi gure sitting in a rocking chair, his face lit up as he inhaled from a 

pipe, the embers blazing and casting a small nova across a haunt-

ing wrinkled face. Every wrinkle splayed from around his eyes and 

mouth had swallowed light into his shadowy depths giving her the 

impression that his face was painted. Two black coals of endless 

night peered into her eyes, stunning the ranting internal dialogue 

in her head into silence. She could feel him poking around in her 

skull, scouring over her thoughts, furrowing through her motive.

With every step towards the cabin porch the apparitions grew 

more intrusive, some darting in front of her. She focused her 
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awareness on the lamplight, its subtle luminosity holding them at 

bay. She held her breath as she stepped into its embrace, exhaling 

slowly, stopping to regain her composure, turning off her fl ashlight.

“They’re caught between the world of men and the world of 

spirit. They feel like pawns in someone’s cruel game. They feel as 

though death had cheated them of the life that they could have 

only imagined themselves to have lived. These spirits see you, 

and you see them.” The words were hypnotic, mesmerising. Najar 

swayed a little, her legs buckling.

He struck another match emblazoning his face with light. He 

passed the fl ame over the pipe, inhaling deeply. Najar watched his 

eyes maintain their focus upon her, her legs still wavering.

“There are no questions for one who knows of only Oneness. 

Listen not to your head, but to your heart. Then tell me what you 

see.” The pipe tobacco smoked, his face plunged into darkness. His 

eyes only faintly visible in the dim kerosene light.

“Who are you?” she quipped.

“I will tell you in good time,” he said, not taking his eyes off the 

apparitions at the edge of the forest. “Now . . . tell me what you see.”

Najar turned to face the forest. The spectral silhouettes con-

tinued to perform their coaxing dance between the trees, some 

daringly parading in full view, illuminated by the subtle emana-

tions from the lamp, bewildering Najar, hoarding the energy this 

interaction gave them, then darting behind another tree, repeating 

the process.

She breathed in slowly, deliberately, allowing her intent to swell 
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in her heart, a fl ux of desire growing stronger with every heart-

beat. Her hands rose up in front of her face, as if by a will of their 

own. Bewilderment gave over to knowing and she let go, allowing 

her body to be controlled by a force unknown to her at the time. 

An echoing whisper resonated in her being, its rippling vibration 

bouncing off the inner cavity of her fl esh: “Trust me.”

The fi ngers of her raised hands spread like fans, then crossed 

over at the wrists, covering her eyes. Through the gaps between 

her fi ngers the forest was virtually indistinguishable from the lines 

in her palms and digits. Moving her left hand in front of her right 

and then her right in front of her left, she mimicked the dance of 

the apparitions in the forest. Their movements slowed down so 

that she could register their human shapes as they leapt from trunk 

to trunk. She increased the speed at which she moved her hands 

till they were a blur in front of her eyes, the forest behind totally 

visible. The spectral forms had stopped moving and now stood still 

between the trunks, mesmerised by her display. Row upon row of 

darkened silhouettes stood still amongst the foliage.

“Breathe.” The voice sounded as if it had come from a deep 

cavern, its resonating tone bouncing off her body’s inner spaces.

Najar stopped moving her hands and inhaled deeply.

“Give over to me. You will no longer need your eyes.”

She closed her eyes, visualising the air forming a circle around 

her heart in her mind’s eye. She exhaled; a pair of green eyes 

opened directly over her heart, their luminosity breaching the 

insipid pitch, encompassing the scene before her with a clarity 
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without judgement or categorisation.

Braves stood between the trees, some covered in the brash illus-

trious colours of war, others dressed in ceremonial regalia. Their 

faces elegiac, their bodies hunched with trepidation. Sporadically 

amongst them were women and children, sombre statues cast in 

the clothing of their daily lives. Their eyes a lucid hollow swirling 

with bemusement, caught in a plight of not knowing whether they 

were ignored by the living or were amongst the dead.

“What is it you see?” The sound of the old man’s voice caressed 

her ears as if he stood on either side of her speaking into each.

The soft haunting rhythmical tone that passed over her lips was 

not her own, but that of more ancient fem. “Vanquished by the hands 

of neither man nor beast but both becoming one, these are souls 

who wait in frustration amongst the living to enact their revenge. 

Angry . . . curious. They fear me, yet they wish for my help.”

“Can you help them?” he asked, his voice falling away as if he 

withdrew his steps with every vowel and consonant pronounced.

“Yes . . . yes we can.” A collaboration of two beautiful voices 

coiling around each other poured out of her mouth. The words 

creating a ripple that stretched the air in front of the porch taut, 

perpendicular, from the sky to the earth.

A crackling reverberation like distant thunder brought the 

elderly man up onto the edge of his rocking chair, his eyes widen-

ing to encompass a thin white beam that expanded outwards from 

its central origin. He looked over at Najar, her arms raised, her 

hands opening a chasm.
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She pulled her arms apart; the chasm widened, orchestrated by 

her will, its blinding white light sending shards into the forest like 

searchlights. The beams seemed to garner intelligence, distinguish-

ing the fauna and foliage from the spirits who stood statuesque 

amongst the grove. One by one they were illuminated. They began 

to walk towards the origin of the beams. Each stepped into the 

light creating a rippling surge of energy that gave off huge fl ares 

of blue white. The last to walk through was a squaw, her buffalo-

hide clothing torn from her right shoulder down to her left hip. A 

scar ran across her belly up to her left breast, the fl esh was serrated 

with plumes of muscle curling up from the wound. She stopped a 

foot from the light, peering into its ferocity, her face showing the 

volition she had been given by this moment. A smile began to break 

over her face, the smallest of twinkles appearing in her eyes.

“We will watch over you.” The words fl owed out of her mouth 

passing over Najar; a zephyr that blew her long back ringlets over 

her shoulders. The squaw then entered the chasm. Brilliant golden 

tentacles of light reached out in a single fl urry then receded in on 

themselves. There was a low hum followed by an implosion. The 

chasm shrunk to a ball of white light, then dissolved, plunging the 

forest back into obscurity.

The elderly man was at the far end of the porch when Najar 

opened her eyes. He stood absolutely still, frozen. She walked up 

next to him, joining him as his gaze moved to and fro through the 

forest.

“An evil has returned. Its stench precedes its presence.” His voice 
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a mellifl uous whisper. “Come, we must go inside. It’s not safe out 

here. This evil is ancient, and is concealed well. It will not make 

itself known to us . . . yet.”

He turned, lifting the kerosene lantern off its wire hook, shuf-

fl ing towards his door. He put his hand upon the handle of the 

door, stopping, turning around and peering over his shoulder into 

the forest.

“It’s closer than I thought.” The tone in his voice was unnerving.

He allowed Najar inside, then closed the door behind her. 

Placing the kerosene lantern on a pine table just to the right of the 

door, he twisted more wick through the lantern allowing the fl ame 

to brighten the room. He moved quickly to the door, bolting it shut. 

His gaze moving along the porch wall as if he was seeing through 

it, witnessing the unfolding scene outside.

A loud thud made his head cock sharply to the right. He moved 

towards a window, curtains drawn, shutters open. He gently pushed 

the shutters closed, locking them, then moved to the other side 

of the room, a calculated speed ushering his urgency. He moved 

around the table across the open plan room to the fireplace. 

Hanging from the rafters there were bunches of drying plants, their 

odours pungent, their bouquets indistinguishable to the untrained 

nose. He grabbed a bunch, splitting it as he walked around the 

room placing it beneath the windows, a low chant accompanying 

his actions. He splayed the last of it at the base of the door then 

moved over to Najar, taking her arm and leading her to a couch 

covered in animal hides next to the fi replace. She sat as he leant 
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down to throw more pine on the withering fi re. It burst into life, 

crackling, lunging up the chimney and casting eerie shadows over 

the room. He swung a kettle attached to an iron bar over the fi re 

and sat down cross-legged next to it. He sighed heavily then looked 

over at Najar, a warm grin on his face.

For the fi rst time Najar could see the elderly Indian man fully, 

immersed as he was in the warm glow of the kerosene lantern and 

the dancing fi relight. He wore a top hat with numerous feathers 

protruding from the band that encircled it just above the rim. 

Beneath his hat black hair with streaks of silver fl owed out over 

wide shoulders. A brown leather waistcoat covered a red and black 

lumberjack shirt that gave to his paunch. Old stonewashed jeans 

and a pair of dirty black cowboy boots graced his otherwise lean 

frame. His cheeks were puffy, giving him jowls that dipped around 

his deep receding eye sockets. A great sense of peace radiated 

from his face, calming her head that swam with questions.

“You have a great gift. There are many spirits that watch over 

you. In times of great need, they will protect you, assist you in your 

endeavours,” he said softly.

“I am often a witness to things that I can not explain, words seem 

to have no way to express such things. Tonight was one such experi-

ence. I remember feeling a woman’s presence within me, her power 

immense. She occupied my body, I was the witness to her actions. 

She told me that she would open a door that would guide those 

who had lost their way. Liberating them. I simply had to trust her 

. . . and I did.” Najar had been looking into the fi re the whole time 
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she was speaking. Now her soft gaze lay upon the elderly Indian.

“Yes. I have never seen this done before. I have witnessed the 

passing of spirit many times. Never have I seen spirit move through 

the living like it did with you.” The smile had left his face, his bur-

rowing glare had returned. “It was quite beautiful.”

“What happened to those people?” Najar asked.

The kettle was boiling, the fl ames evaporating the water that 

spilled out from under the lid. The Indian pulled the iron arm out 

from the furore of the fi re, lifting off the kettle with a hook and 

placing it in front of him.

“When the fi rst white men came here they brought with them 

a cursed being. Tormented by an evil spirit that would give him 

the guise of a wolfman under a full moon. For centuries this man 

walked the Earth, amongst his fellow men, unnoticed was his ail-

ment. His curse was passed onto those whom he did not kill. A single 

wound from this creature would pass on the curse.” He picked up 

the cooling kettle and poured two cups of broth, the odour remi-

niscent of Echinacea.

“This man lived in a world where his secret was becoming 

increasingly diffi cult to hide. When the Spanish came here he 

stowed away on their ships. He came ashore one night in the lands 

far south of here. Here he lived amongst our southern brothers 

and sisters. They welcomed him till his curse became apparent 

to a shaman. Ostracised from these lands he moved north. Here 

in the great wilderness his secret was safe – my Hopi, Navajo, and 

Havasupai ancestors let him be.”
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“There was a white man living here before the Spanish, French 

and British arrived here?” Najar said, looking over her tea.

“There were a few white men living here. Their impact on 

our lives was minimal. They traded with us, lived amongst us, 

they warned us of the coming invasion. Some fought beside us in 

the wars with the white men and their greed for the land. This is 

another story.” He drank from his cup then continued, “This man 

was welcome amongst the tribes of the north, until they discovered 

his secret. They chased him one night with the aid of the wolf clan 

and captured him in a cave. Here it was believed they could fl ush 

him out and kill him. They set a great fi re ablaze in the cave and 

waited outside for him to come to his death. At dawn the next 

day the fi re had died out and he had not appeared. Many braves 

went into the cave and searched for his body. They found a tunnel 

that led into the mountain. They followed it and found it led to 

another cavern and a cave entrance. He had escaped. My people 

spread the news of this man’s escape and the message was passed on 

amongst the tribes of these lands. Many people were killed, some 

eaten, others bitten. Those who were bitten were tied up and killed 

when the transformation took place under a full moon.”

“Are you talking about werewolves?” Najar asked.

“Of human and wolf. Yes. A beast whose prowess has seen him 

wander the Earth for many many moons.” The man drank from his 

cup, looking into the fi re. Finally he turned to Najar. “I believe that 

he has returned to this part of the world. He has been drawn back 

here. For a reason I am yet to understand.”
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“Do you think he was outside just a moment ago?” Najar asked, 

looking around the cabin worriedly, her anxiety billowing out from 

around her and fi lling the warm air with a chill.

The old man looked stoically at the fi re. Licks of blue-red fl ame 

gnawed at the logs that slowly disintegrated.

“I was a child when he was here last, during the Great War when 

my ancestors language was used as a code by United States military. 

He killed three people here, infecting two others with his disease. 

I was not allowed to see their execution, but I heard their screams 

as the beast within was unleashed.” He threw another log on the 

fi replace; tiny sparks of dry bark crackled, their embers fl ying up 

the chimney. “It would be safer for you to be staying with me for 

the rest of your time here. I believe . . . he has returned.”

Najar stared intently into the fl ames of the fi re, mesmerised by 

the story she had just heard. Suddenly she realised she did not even 

know the man’s name, nor he hers. “Oh! I apologise!” she said, get-

ting to her feet and extending her right hand. “I’m Najar Edwards.”

“My name is Henry Lachouche,” he said, thrusting a giant paw 

out towards her.



218

Aria

A song of life and death

Forms with every single breath

Hidden but not forlorn

By the fearless dance ahead.

Where beauty is met with peace

Heralded caution in a sleep

Whose rise and falls

Are mine for the counting.

Nights pervade the coming end

A pleasure not yours to defend

A chance encounter spent

By one whose choice is daunting

When Najar’s weighty eyelids fi nally closed, the fi re was a soft 

resonant red, the logs all but embers that emanated a warmth to 

match their colour, sending her into a nurturing sleep.

Consciousness gave way to darkness and darkness gave way 

to forest, its fl oor covered in pine needles and low ferns. Dashing 
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between trees she moved at incredible speeds; leaping over logs, 

crushing undergrowth. She stopped, skidding, sending debris ahead 

of her, her feet sinking into the soft soil beneath. Hardly recognis-

able, buried beneath pine needles and dirt, an odour caught her 

attention, its acrid smell fuelling her, giving her a sense of purpose 

that she couldn’t distinguish, its fervour sending adrenaline into 

her muscles, empowering them into great haste. In a single leap 

she crossed over two huge fallen trees. Hitting the ground running 

she sped through the undergrowth, the odour berating her till it 

fi lled her head, its maddening stench overpowering her olfactory 

sense.

A low growl reverberated through the forest when she found 

the source of her sensual torment. A deer carcass lay strewn across 

a fallen tree, its organs bore three huge slash marks and hung limply 

between its exposed ribs. She lent towards the carcass, its smell only 

perceptible at a few feet; it wasn’t the stench that had assaulted her. 

That overpowering smell was now behind her. She turned slowly, 

her heart leaping into her throat with every laboured beat.

Towering above her stood a creature she had believed only 

existed in myth and legend. Its bulky mass of muscle rippling 

beneath mottled white and black fur, its snout bearing huge inci-

sors laden with saliva whose every drip splashed upon the earth 

with a pitter-patter. Huge talon-like clawed hands and feet fl exed in 

preparation for attack. She took a step back, away from the carcass, 

but the creature mimicked her step. Backing away she put a tree 

between herself and the beast then turned on her heel and ran.
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The brute was after her a heartbeat later. Its breath easily smelt 

as she darted away blindly through the forest. Her brio gathered 

strength as she saw Henry Lachouche’s cabin in the grove. The 

beast let out a growl, a verbal strike that could stun her heart 

into stillness, but her speed quickened with every step she made 

towards the cabin. Changing course she moved at a right angle los-

ing her pursuer cleverly for a mere second; long enough to use the 

forest as a barrier as a claw tore into the bark over her head. The 

last few metres were across a clearing; here she could not afford 

to be slow or clumsy, her life depended upon it.

In two leaps she was on the porch step. She ran in through the 

open door, slamming it closed behind her. The brute slammed into 

the heavy door, buckling it on its hinges as she pushed the bolt 

across locking it securely. She stood back, looking around as all 

went silent. The cabin was dark, moonlight fi ltered in through the 

slats on the shutters. The sound of her heartbeat thudding in her 

head her only accompaniment.

Silence’s daunting presence made her feel more vulnerable than 

she had felt when she was outside. The fi replace was now a single 

red spot where the tiniest ember burned softly, she could see her 

body buried beneath layers of animal skins, her breathing almost 

imperceptible.

The elderly Indian was snoring in his bed only feet away from 

where she stood. She could hear the snarling of the beast outside. 

It moved away from the house rapidly; whatever Henry Lacouche 

had put beneath the windows and door, it sent her adversary back 
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into the woods. A bloodcurdling howl erupted from the forest.

Najar sat up immediately; looking around the room she could 

see Henry sitting upright as well.
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Alacrity

Prepare yourself for the times to come

Now we have laid eyes upon one another

There is a haste in this dance

Where we can assure each other of this.

Confrontation will take place

The question is simply this

What will become of one whose choice

Was to recognise the fate

Of an ageless viceroy of wolf and man

Whose beleaguered age has gone?

The hand of a medicine man?

Or the haunted touch of a swan?

With the morning’s arrival she awoke to fi nd the elderly Indian 

sitting out on his porch steps drinking a foul smelling brew.

“Good morning. Did you sleep well?” he enquired not turning 

to face her, his bellowing voice startling her as she stepped out the 

door onto the porch.
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The sight from the porch was breathtaking. She paused for a 

moment, her gaze encompassing the mountains far to the north – 

rising waves of aged stone frozen above a plain of Ponderosa Pine, 

its yellowish bark swathed by the long green needles that danced 

on an invisible zephyr. Directly to the left a small lake refl ected the 

majesty of the towering edifi ces overhead.

“I saw it last night.” The morning sun glimmered off the lake 

refl ecting into her eyes. She covered them, then turned to face 

the elderly Indian. “Or at least dreamt I did.”

“Come,” Henry said, getting off the porch steps and walking 

towards the lake. Najar followed, looking anxiously through the 

forest for a trace of the spectres that had followed her last night.

“They have gone,” Henry said, his comment catching Najar 

mid-step.

He knelt down next to the lake, scooping a handful of water up. 

He poured it back as a libation before washing his face.

“Tell me of your dream,” he said squatting next to the water.

“I have had dreams before when I have left my body, but this 

was unlike any dream I have ever had. It was so vivid that I truly 

believed that I was there in the forest; running, bounding, with a 

strength and agility that was beyond my waking capacity.”

“The spirit is not burdened by the limitations of the mind. It can 

accomplish the greatest feats when its intent is strong and focused,” 

he said.

“I found my way to a clearing where a deer carcass was strewn 

across a log. I turned to see a human-wolf. It must have been well 
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over eight-feet tall, its limbs gangly, it stood on its legs, legs of a 

man not a wolf. Muscle rippled beneath fur of white and black, it 

had a snout like a wolf.”

“Can you remember the colour of its eyes?” he asked.

“No . . . I didn’t take much notice of its eyes. Why do you ask?”

“When I was child I saw the creature across a lake making its 

escape as a troupe of men chased it into the cave at the base of 

the San Francisco Peaks. Its eyes were a burning yellow. If this is 

the return of the same beast, we can end the curse for all of those 

infected by this monster by killing it.” Henry suddenly stood up and 

began to walk back to the cabin, his steps quick, fi lled with purpose.

“The moon rises full in three nights.” He stopped and turned to 

Najar. “I believe that he will return to these parts.”

Najar looked puzzled. She ran up beside the elderly Indian,”If 

it wasn’t full last night, then how could the transformation taken 

place? How do you know that it’s the same beast?”

“You have had a premonition Najar. A vision of the future I 

believe.” He said smiling as he walked up the porch steps and into 

the house. “As for the knowing whether it is the beast I saw as a 

child . . . I will trust that it is!” he said without turning around. He 

had begun to pack a duffl e bag with clothes as Najar followed him 

inside.

“HANG ON!” she yelled. Flustered, she was unsure of what was 

going on. “I HEARD IT SMASH INTO THE DOOR LAST NIGHT! 

THAT CAN’T HAVE BEEN A DREAM! IT EVEN WOKE YOU!”

He turned to her, a smile riddled across his face.
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“I’m sorry for raising my voice, but I am sure that it wasn’t a 

dream. I believe it really happened,” she apologised, embarrassed.

He waltzed back to the door chortling. “That wasn’t the door . . . 

that was me falling out of bed!”
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Sequential

Debacles of duty remain

Heralded promises ascertain

To deliver the beauty I see

Lamenting the peace within me.

Curtail the choice I made

Understand I have found my way

To a place where silence will hold sway

Over the din of this eventful day.

Henry had said that Najar was gifted with serendipity. Her dis-

covery had the potential to end the suffering of many souls. She 

pondered this for three days and two nights while he left to fi nd 

reinforcements in order to capture and execute the beast.

The third day was in the last throws of twilight when Henry 

returned to his cabin and found Najar sitting anxiously on the 

porch steps.

“Would you like to join us, we are going to eat together,” Henry 

said.
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“Yes, I am famished. What’s to come of the issue?” she poked as 

she made her way down the porch steps and towards the lakefront 

where a small assembly of men waited.

“I have gathered a collection of people who understand the 

signifi cance of this event. Hopi, Navajo, Havasupai have come 

together to ease the suffering of this creature. During the day we 

have set traps, hopefully they will allow us to capture him. This way 

we can make the kill swiftly, setting the spirit free.”

“TRAPS?”

The tone of her disbelief humoured the old man and he 

laughed. “Yes. He is strong and clever. The traps are meant to give 

us a chance, to slow him down, weaken him, so that we can make 

the hunt quick, the kill fast. We are under no illusions. This is a big 

task for us. We believe that he has come back here to be set free 

from his curse. So it is an honour for us,” he said. “You will stay with 

two Hopi brothers, Harold Lancher and Cory Stold, in my cabin 

while we hunt.”

“WHAT?!” Najar stopped in her tracks.

“Your vision was strong, he has seen your face. He may be 

searching for you.” Henry stopped, his eyes anticipating her next 

words. He would have said it himself, if he felt as though she would 

not welcome its gravity.

“If he has seen me, then there is a good chance he will come 

looking for me. It would be best if I was with you and the men; this 

way we would be given a better chance at truly making good in 

our endeavour.” He stopped. His head sunk onto his chest.



228

“If there was another way, I would see it so. The danger you 

would put yourself is enormous – death or a fate far worse could 

befall you,” he said, his voice a barely audible whisper.

“I am not afraid of death so much as I am afraid of suffering. I 

feel safe with you. I trust you.” Her words brought a smile from the 

old man.

He placed a hand on her shoulder, nodding his head. “OK. 

Tonight we hunt. But there is something I must give you before we 

do. Come with me back to my cabin.”

The fi rst of the stars appeared in the velvet blackness of the 

encroaching night. In the east the spherical yellow-orange giant 

disk moon began to protrude over the horizon.
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The Arrow of Artemis

Hunter’s moon abound

She forges ahead and found

Her quarry yearns to be

Set free from a curse.

Which has dominated its life

Given it unnatural torment and strife

She will draw back her bow

Letting her arrow go

To seek its target with might

Setting its soul free tonight.

Henry was inside his cabin moments later, Najar in tow. He moved 

quickly towards his bed, stooping down he lent underneath and 

pulled out a rectangular trunk almost the length of the single bed. 

The corroding bronze hinges were caked in blue-green verdigris 

that looked like algae growing beneath the thick fi lm of dust that 

covered the entire surface.

“This has been passed down through the generations, eventually 
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to me when I was a child. I have never needed to open it,” he 

turned to look at Najar, “until now.”

A combination lock elaborately carved with a half moon 

crescent on the left and an archer, arrow drawn, bow a mirror 

refl ection of the moon, on the right held the trunk fi rmly shut. He 

twisted the dial to the left; the lid popped up pushing out rancid 

air and dust. He coughed, swatting dust away from his face. Lifting 

the lid gently he pushed it back so it rest against his bed.

“Oh my God . . .” Najar was drawn to the case, magnetised by 

the contents. “It’s beautiful.”

A recurve bow, its handle silver, lay resting inside a red velvet-

lined case. A quiver delicately carved with inscriptions in various 

languages, all talismans of protection which held silver arrows, 

the fl etchings of which were peacock feathers. The nock at the 

end of the arrows looked like bone, glistening in the low light of 

the kerosene lamp as Henry picked the quiver up. He pulled out 

a single arrow so she could see the shaft more closely. Barbs were 

strewn along it that would make any attempt at extraction deadly. 

The tip was cylindrical, solid, heavy. Its weight allowing the arrow 

to burrow deep into the body of the beast that she had seen in her 

dream the night before.

“The arrow’s fl etching is attached at a slight angle. This stabilises 

the arrow in fl ight,” he said, looking over the nock and down the 

shaft. “Do you know how to use such a weapon?” He offered her 

the arrow to hold.

She was bewildered by the sight of it, her mind racing as the 
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arrow was placed in her hands. “I . . . don’t. I didn’t think I would be 

brandishing any weapons. I just thought that I would be present.”

“You have been granted a gift, setting free those who you did 

last night was foresight for me. When I knew he had returned I 

knew that something was afoot. He may have followed you here, 

he may have come for you, I don’t know. However, your paths are 

tied together. Intricately.” He placed the bow upon the bed, the 

quiver as well.

Najar saw her distorted refl ection in the bow frame. “No I have 

never used a bow and arrow before.” Her awe made her actions 

slow, her speech slurred. She put the arrow down and picked up 

the bow with her right hand. It had an indentation in the middle 

of it, in the form of small fractured steps that curved into a rod-like 

handle.

Henry picked up the quiver and slipped it over her head, rest-

ing it on her left shoulder, allowing the cord fastened to it to sit on 

her right hip. It nestled across her back. “Pull an arrow out of the 

quiver,” he instructed.

Najar was intoxicated, her actions, though deliberate and affi rm-

ative, were not made of her own will. She was witness to what 

came next. Her actions were made with great skill and speed. Her 

left hand pulled an arrow from inside the quiver, without being 

asked she loaded the bow and pulled the bronze twine back as far 

as her new-found ability allowed. She tilted her head, cocking to 

visualise her target.

“Good. Good. Your aim will be straight and true. You will be 
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guided. You will be guided.” His words seemed far away, distant. 

The longer the weapon was in her hands the more she felt her 

conscious self slip away to become a silent witness. A phantom 

force was asserting itself in her mortal coil and she was helpless to 

fi ght its possession of her body.

Henry closed the case, pushing it under the bed. He gave Najar 

no mind as she released the tension in the string, slotting the arrow 

back into its quiver, sliding the bow over her head, resting it against 

the quiver.

He moved around the room, picking up various herbs, putting 

charms around his neck.

“Henry!” The sound of a voice outside the front door disrupted 

his fl urry.

He smiled and putting the last of his charms on, walked slowly 

towards the door. Stopping in the doorway he looked down at the 

small crowd of men gathered outside. Most were armed with guns, 

others with torches whose abating fl ames cast wavering shadows 

across the clearing. He looked over at Najar; his grin getting wider 

as he took her in as she stood in the low light, her posture becoming 

more relaxed by the moment.

“Shall we go?” he asked her.

She was already moving towards him as he fi nished his sentence.
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Nightfall

Comes with a deafening shout

When the beauty of eve comes about

Delivering the delights we share

When the beauty of choice makes us aware.

That we can transcend it here

The decision promising there

Will be a nurturing peace

When death is our fi nal release.

No one asked why she had joined the hunt, though some looked 

upon her with quick glances as she led them through the forest. She 

moved with agility that few of the men shared, her steps assisted 

by an elusive, invisible ally. Moonbeams sliced through the canopy 

ahead, shards of heavenly light illuminating sections of the forest 

fl oor, leaving patches of darkness where camoufl aged animals 

could hide.

“He’s not here,” one of the young men holding a torch whim-

pered, fear prevalent in his tone.
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“He’ll let us know where he is,” Najar whispered.

No sooner had she said this than a guttural howl broke the 

silence.

“The other side of the lake.” She sped off alone for a moment 

before the posse followed. By the time she had rounded the head 

of the lake, her nostrils picked up his scent. The group was some 

distance behind her, their torches bobbing as they ran after.

As they caught her up she walked back to fi nd Henry. “Where 

did you put your traps?”

“Mostly around the lake edge. If we managed to drive him 

towards the water, we believed we had a better chance of captur-

ing, or killing him,” he said catching his breath.

“Let’s put ourselves between him and the lake then. We need 

to fan out and get behind him, we can’t let him get away into the 

mountains. It’s me he wants, I’ll lure him here so you can get behind 

him,” she said, her tone without fear. The resounding confi dence in 

her voice issued forth looks of bemusement amongst the assembly.

The men looked at Henry. He was staring at Najar, a telling grin 

on his face. “We must follow her lead,” he said. “Split into three 

groups, each take a direction from here and move deeper into 

the forest. When you are aware of where the creature is, move in 

behind and do not allow it to pass through the line. Look for each 

other and maintain the line.”

Moments later Najar and Henry were standing alone. The 

torches of the group of men became fi ery batons darting through 

the darkness, their footsteps long lost to Najar’s ears.
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Henry scanned the forest, his eyes peering into the night dis-

tinguishing shape and shadow, differentiating the two from one 

and the same.

“He’s here.” Najar’s faint whisper made him duck down, poising 

on his haunches. “There.”

Two festering pools of yellow burned above them, atop a rocky 

escarpment just ahead. The beast had taken the higher ground.

Najar took a step backwards, Henry followed her.

“He’s got the advantage up there. If he leaps off I have only one 

shot, if I miss he will have us,” she whispered.

“You will not miss. The spirits are with you.” His hushed tones 

brought another growl from the beast, its eyes moving from left to 

right as it watched them retreat towards the lake.

Najar moved behind a tree, from here the beast lost sight of her. 

“Can you see him still?” she asked Henry.

“He has not moved.”

Her left hand reached up and plucked an arrow from the quiver. 

She armed the bow, pulling back the nock of the arrow against the 

twine. Moving ever so slightly she lined up her target, its yellow 

eyes fi xed on Henry. She cocked her head, visualising the torso of 

the beast in the darkness. Her grip on the nock in the last few folds 

of fl esh on the tips of her fi ngers. There was a thud that shook the 

earth and she lowered her aim.

“He is on the ground,” Henry said.

“He could see me.” She closed her eyes, the energy within 

her elucidating an image of the werewolf moving towards them, 
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keeping itself out of sight of her shot as it closed in on her.

“I have to double back. He’s going to put the trees between us. 

I won’t have a clear shot,” she said.

Henry did not doubt her. “It’s true. He is wily. I will go the other 

way.”

“You have no weapon,” she said, her reluctance to this plan 

apparent.

“I have a weapon.” He lifted a knife from a sheath strapped to 

his calf, its blade as long as his forearm.

“I don’t like it. If you get killed or worse . . .”

“I believe that he will not follow me. This gives me the chance 

to put doubt in his mind though. This is all you need to make good 

your shot.” He was gone a moment later, a formless shape amongst 

the trees.

She moved to her left, her stealth allowing her to see the beast 

move between the trees. She took aim again when she realised 

that it had stopped in a small clearing. An ever-present breeze had 

accompanied her since she had left the lakeside. It had swirled 

through the branches above her head often. Rustling the needles 

and undergrowth at her feet when she had remained steadfast. 

Now it had lifted her scent away from the werewolf ’s eager nose. 

The creature searched aimlessly for her, its most poignant sense lost. 

“I will guide your aim. It will be steadfast and true.”

In her peripheral vision she saw the squaw who had walked last 

through the doorway she had made for the lost spirits. Moonlight 

cast over her transparent body. Her clothes were not torn, her 
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body not graced by the huge scar from the wound Najar fi rst saw 

her with. She was whole, purposeful.

“You,” Najar whispered. In the moment she realised that the 

squaw had been the draught following her, the very gust that 

defi ed the werewolf the ability to exercise its powerful sense of 

smell. She was at Najar’s side and Najar felt the apparition’s grip on 

the bow, moving it a hair’s breath away from the tree.

The next few moments moved at incredible speed. The were-

wolf turned and charged Najar, his eyes not failing him as his nose 

had, her slight movement picked up by his peripheral sight. Najar 

let the arrow fl y, it sped across the distance between them and bore 

deeply into the beast’s neck. The impact drove all its vigour from 

its lunging run and it fell and skid on the forest fl oor stopping at 

Najar’s feet. The silver began to burn, small fi bres of the tip meeting 

the beast’s bloodstream and setting course for his heart. She pulled 

another arrow from her quiver and armed the bow again. Aiming 

at the beast’s heart, a sense of ruthlessness fi lled her.

The creature writhed in pain at her feet. It could have easily 

attacked her as she stood steadfast at its side, her arrow poised 

over its chest. But suddenly the fury in its eyes passed, it stopped 

fl ailing and panting and looked up at Najar, meeting her gaze. She 

was swimming in tears as she watched it transform back into a man 

unable to maintain its form as the silver bombarded its heart.

Seconds later a young man lay naked on the ground, his body 

scarred and blood oozing from his neck wound. His face was 

bearded, his eyes still a wild yellow.
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“Finish this.” His Castilian accent was broken by the pain that 

he carried. Hundreds of years of solitude, the memories of ridi-

cule and atrocities that he had carried out upon humans who had 

trusted him. His disease only curable by death. It had eluded him 

for centuries, now with it so close, he wished for it to be swift.

Najar let the arrow go. It passed through his chest and deep 

into the earth beneath him. He stopped moving, his eyes closing, 

his mouth breaking into a smile.

The gusto that she had felt when she fi rst picked up the bow 

began to leave her, lifting away and out of her. She tossed the bow 

aside, falling onto her knees. The Indian woman had gone when 

she was helped to her feet by Henry. He looked over the corpse 

at his feet.

The horde of men were only moments away, they swarmed 

around, looking at the twisted smiling body of the young man.

“Take her away, she needs to rest,” Henry said as he knelt over 

the body sprinkling herbs over the cooling corpse. He lit some sage 

and began to pass it over the body, a low chant was the last thing 

Najar heard before she passed out, falling onto the forest fl oor.
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Abound

Timeless caress of now

Herald my call

I pray for a time

When the beauty I know

Touches one and all.

“How did I get here?” Najar had awoken to fi nd herself in the bed 

she had slept in when she fi rst arrived at Henry Lachouche’s cabin. 

He sat in a chair next to her.

“You were carried here. You needed your rest. When spirit 

moves through you, your body uses a lot of energy.” He elabo-

rated, “The spirits of those who wielded the weapon you used 

last night recognise the forgiving and compassionate heart. When 

you picked it up I knew that they would come to you, giving you 

power that you needed to accomplish the task. It was the night on 

the porch when we fi rst met that showed me that you were indeed 

the one to bring this curse to an end.”

“Did you know he was coming back?” she asked weakly.

“There are no coincidences in this world. The Great Spirit has 
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a plan for everything. I believe he followed you, whether he was 

aware of your part in his life or not, it need not matter,” Henry said 

leaning forward on his chair, “his spirit yearned to be set free.” He 

moved his chair closer so that he could whisper. “The case and the 

weapons you used were passed down from generation to genera-

tion of shaman. With the arrival of the fi rst white men came a great 

hunter. He was unlike any other white man that had come before 

or has come since.” His eyes widened, the expression on his face 

enlivening, giving the story its legendary merits. “He had chased 

this wolfman all his life, slain many of the cursed creatures that this 

one man had created. But age caught up with him and eventually 

he grew unable to continue his task. He came here to the lands of 

the Hopi, Navajo, Havasupai, and lived amongst us for the remain-

der of his years, a guest. He left the case with the shaman with the 

hope that one day it could fi nish the task he began. It has waited 

for someone who can wield its power.” He sat back on his chair, his 

face relinquishing its earlier fervour. A smile lit up his face.

Najar turned her head staring out the small front window of the 

cabin. The evening before had been surreal. A witness to forces 

that occupied her body, committed to an ageless quest to end the 

life of a creator of a living nightmare.

“Was it the brother that was inside me? The moment I picked up 

the bow I became the witness to actions that I could never have 

done myself.”

“He was inextricably tied to his weapon. He and it became one 

on his death. It was him,” he said.
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“I felt such sadness when I shot the last arrow through his heart.” 

She turned to Henry, tears welling up in her eyes which pooled 

in crevices next to her nose. “My own and his brother’s . . . it was 

fi nally over, and they could both rest,” she paused.

Revelations are not unlike the deepest lakes, the light of truth fi lters 

through the hyaline of the surface yearning to elucidate the depths 

with its touch. If you dive deeper you will discover imaginings, like 

rungs of a ladder, that will lead you to its elemental veracity.

“They were brothers.” She had just hit the sandy bottom of the 

lake.

“Yes. They were,” he nodded. “They are now together, at peace, 

at rest.” He got up from his seat. “You must get yours.” He patted 

her hand, his massive paw warm, fl eshy.

“When you are feeling stronger you can continue your journey 

to Diichili Dzil, Abalone Shell Mountain,” he said.

“San Francisco Peak?” she said quizzically.

“Yes,” he nodded. “I will pack provisions for your journey.”

“Henry?” Najar’s tone became softly inquisitive.

He had taken a few strides towards the door, his tobacco pipe 

awaiting a match. “Yes?”

“What will become of the body?”

“He will be cremated and his ashes sprinkled across the sacred 

mountain Diichili Dzil.” His eyes gleamed in assurance of her next 

question.

“Am I to take his ashes?” Najar already knew the answer to 
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the question but asked anyway.

Henry nodded silently. “Yes. It is your destiny.”

As he closed the door behind him he tipped his hat. Najar wiped 

away the rivulets that streamed down her cheeks. Tears not of sor-

row, but tears formed by earnest devotion given with gratitude.
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VINDICATE

Those who have been promised a chance

Compromised deliverance of reverence

That reveals a choice is made by all

To suffi ce the distance in our hearts

From minds worrisome, forlorn.

Congealed in the motive to heal

Is a choice now made alone

To gather the love that unites all paths

Then fathom its web now cast

To touch each and everyone.

Queen Mary Hospital, Hamner Springs, Hurunui District, Canterbury, 

South Island, Aotearoa/New Zealand

Friday, 26 September 2002, 11.34 am

“It’s a unique part of our district’s heritage . . .”

He lost the unrelenting voices whose torment rummaged in the 

swill, the nurse’s intrusion mustering a smile to grace his face.
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He’d heard her rendition countless times before, but never 

grown tired of the sound of Nurse Alice Munroe’s serenade.

“. . . Originally the site of a sanatorium in 1897, this particular 

building was built by the Department of Defence in 1916.” She 

paused her construal as she glided closer to his side; in his periph-

ery her movements were a dance, a gait fashioned in a ballet. Notes 

from the string section of an orchestra cushioned her soles as she 

crept over the concrete.

“Two hundred sufferers of neurasthenia and shell shock found 

solace in two octagonal-shaped rooms connected by a corridor 

that passed between them.” She was by his side now. He couldn’t 

help but close his eyes as she continued. Flutes ebbing and fl owing 

to the syllables and vowels that spilled over her lips.

“Both rooms had central nurses’ stations and a lantern roof that 

allowed the healing rays of the sun and fresh air into the ward.” 

She gently clasped his hand and gave a slight tug upon it. Urging 

him to open his eyes and follow her lead as his arm became taut, 

“However, it is the garden that is the most distinguished feature of 

the Hospital grounds.” He surrendered his body to her lead. Her 

grip on his hand imbuing the sense of trust garnering the fostered 

connection they had made.

Percy Everheart had been in out and of Queen Mary Hospital 

since he was a teenager. Addiction was a curse that had been cast 

into his ancestor’s gene pool and he had become the recipient of 

its alluring dredge.

Psychological assessments made by shrinks gave rise to the 
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attitude that the catalyst for his behaviour lay in sexually molesta-

tion carried out by his neighbour at an impressionable prepubescent 

age. That and a homophobic violent alcoholic father whose ten-

dency for verbal assaults soon grounded itself in a more physical 

sense. It was a truth well hidden in the depths of his psyche, only 

brought to light under regulated sessions of hypnosis.

Percy repeated what he had been through with his neighbour’s 

children not defi ning his actions in anyway as wrong. Society had 

other ideas and when one of the children relayed his discom-

fort about what went on in the garden shed at Percy’s place, Mr 

Everheart was the fi rst to know. The ferocity of the verbiages was 

like lashings of a whip that fl ayed away his sense of self-esteem and 

his forming self-identity with every decibel that rumbled through 

his quaking frame. The violence escalated in torrents as his father 

entertained the idea of beating the homosexual tendencies out of 

him. His mother a silent fearful witness to the atrocities eventually 

heeded the call of Percy’s school principal and explained why their 

son came to school resembling a punch drunk prize fi ghter.

Percy was immediately taken into foster care, but the damage 

had been done. The trauma Percy encountered compartmental-

ised his mind and created new personalities that appeared when 

certain words, situations or people triggered his alter ego’s into life.

Incessant teasing at school brought about the pummelling of the 

school bully into a sobbing infant, his hulking frame curled into a 

ball horrifi ed by the sight of the monster he had unleashed. Three 

teachers struggled to hold Percy back as his fi sts connected with 
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sinew and bone. The once jeering crowd stood in baffl ement as 

the raining blows gathered haste with no sign of relenting. When 

reprimanded, Percy had no recollection of the incident to the 

shock of his teachers and foster parents.

At night he would awaken to any sound, only to “come to’ in the 

morning under his bed positioned directly beneath the middle of 

frame so that no prying hand could seize a wayward limb.

“These rhododendrons and azaleas”, Nurse Monroe ushered 

Percy’s hand onto the fl owers, “are thought to be over 100 years 

old.” Her green eyes held a serenity that Percy had learnt to culti-

vate with her assistance. He held her gaze till the last minute then 

breathed out till his stomach lurched up under his diaphragm. He 

paused, holding his inhalation for as long as he could. The world 

around him began to slow down, each sound omitting itself till he 

could only hear the sound of his heart thumping against his chest. 

His head throbbed and patterns of a black and grey checkerboard 

began to form over his eyes, his knees weakening under the strain 

of denying his body that which it craved. His gawp now had turned 

to fl ower in his fi ngertips its lucid pink quickly losing its vibrancy.

Percy closed his eyes and then began the slow draw of breath 

into his lungs, the aroma like a nectar alleviating all the fi delities 

construed within the parameters of the moments before. There was 

a part of him that wanted to maintain this feeling, hoard it to his 

heart and in such an act heal his tormented soul. He nourished it 

for the few remaining moments of his inhalation, opening his eyes 

to see the frond of fl owers around his face.
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“I’d like a fl owery plant to be planted over my cadaver.” He said, 

as he stood upright.

Nurse Monroe turned away bowing her head to wipe away a 

tear, “Come on Percy.” She said sniffl ing, rubbing her hand under 

her nose. “Time for lunch.” She gently laid her hand upon the small 

of his back, his gown strewn with grass from his morning nap on 

the lawn.

Percy rubbed the stubble on his face, “What’s today? Friday?” 

He mused. “Fish and chips.”

“Hapuka I believe is the fi sh of the day today Sir.” Nurse Monroe 

quipped.

“Well . . . I’ll have mine grilled with a dash of lemon gently 

squeezed over its textured carcass.” He rubbed his hands together, 

a beatifi c grimace making his companion giggle.

The Entrance to Queen Mary Hospital

Thursday, 9 October 2003, 9.54 am

He’d not fallen off the wagon. He’d driven it into a crevice and 

it had tumbled through the air, dragging him along with it for a 

numbingly long plummet. Heroin was the catalyst. Alcohol and 

solvents were soon lost to the annals of a remote past with his 

fi rst taste. His inability to maintain a semblance of what society 

demanded of him evaporated in the initial plunge.

He’d left Hamner Springs clean, resourceful and replenished 

only six months ago. He’d addressed his experiences as a child as 
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simply that, experiences and in doing so no longer felt like a victim. 

He’d moved to Melbourne and there got a bar job immersing him-

self in the crux of his last addiction. No beverage tempted him, and 

he grew in stature as he became more comfortable in his own skin.

Then he met Mandy. Of Italian descent with ebony locks that 

flowed over her shoulders like beckoning fingers towards her 

seductive blue eyes, that set his heart racing in a new way that he 

conceived as healthy.

She walked into the bar ignoring all men who tried to apply 

their charms and wares upon her with her every step. Their ambi-

tions brushed aside with a reserved countenance, her eyes never 

leaving Percy’s.

It was as if Giovanni Lorenzo Bernini’s St Teresa had risen from 

her ecstatic siege and voyaged on the back of her angel to plunder 

the heart of one man; that being Percy.

“Stella Artois please.” She grinned, her face lighting up as her 

maw stretched over her olive skin across her jaw line. “Can I buy 

you a drink?” He had watched her lips move, her clavicles and 

breastplate, her breasts and hips beneath the black silken dress that 

strapped over her shoulders. Mesmerised as she had shifted her 

weight from left to right then lent forward towards him.

Percy placed the beer in front of her. “I’ll have a lemon, lime 

and bitters.”

“Reformed alcoholic huh?”

He said nothing, just standing there till a smile crept over his 

face. “You’re perceptive.”
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“You’re single?”

Her reply made him laugh hysterically.

She chuckled then took a swig of her beer her eyes never leav-

ing the contours of his face.

Seduced, he had allowed her to take him back to the entrance-

way to Queen Mary Hospital in that fi rst interaction. Arriving at 

her apartment in St Kilda, she had casually underdressed in front 

of him and then disappeared behind the veil that surrounded her 

bed. A parting glance over her shoulder a rumination that Percy 

knew all too well.

She returned with a panacea for all his nightmares. Under 

the guise of sex under its infl uence she coaxed him to join her 

in her escape from a past she too would rather usher as belong-

ing to someone else. Percy had subconsciously known another 

addict when he saw her venture into the bar. His mind though had 

lurched in submission as his heart took over. He loved her for all 

her weaknesses, her faults and longings. Mandy was after all his 

refl ection.

Percy found the strength to leave her when death began to 

rattle the cage he and Mandy had built around themselves. The 

hits needed to be bigger and more frequent in order to chase that 

initial quasar of absolution they had initially enveloped themselves 

in. He felt no sorrow, no regrets in packing a bag and leaving 

while she shopped for another taste. He boarded the plane for 

Christchurch spending his last few dollars on the taxi fare and fl ight 

across the Tasman.
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He hitched to Hamner from the Airport, his trepidation all too 

apparent to the driver who took him there.

“Goin to the Hospital?”

Percy looked away. “Yeah.” He gulped hard holding back the 

tears. His movements fl ustered, awkward, uneasy.

The driver nodded, saying nothing more for the rest of the 

ninety-minute journey.

“Thank you very much.” Percy clambered out of the car raising 

a smile.

The driver nodded again this time with some advice to go with 

his actions, “See it through mate.”

“I will.” Percy whispered closing the door.

He watched the car drive away, following its path along the road 

till his eyes caught the sight of the tree trunks of the giant Redwoods 

lining the street. Solace lay in the fi fteen-hectare property these 

guardians cradled. On one side, the Hot Springs on another.

He shuffl ed to the gate leading into the hospital grounds, a 

shadow of the man he was when he had left months ago. He had 

lost a third of his body weight as he need for heroin surpassed his 

need for food. Whittling away his inner resolve so heavily that 

he no longer trusted his will to live. This would be his last visit to 

Queen Mary. If he failed to quell his tendencies once and for all 

now, he would fi nd peace in death.

“Percy?”

The familiar auditory poultice of Nurse Monroe’s voice brought 

a tear to his eye. It sluiced down his cheek, followed rapidly by 
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another and then another till the dam burst and he dropped into 

her nurturing arms.

“I’m so wretched Alice . . . so wretched.”

She stroked the back of his head, “Not to me you aren’t Percy.” 

In her arms his waif like frame shuddered with every sob.

“Will you help me please?” Percy asked deliriously.

Nurse Monroe lifted his head up cradling his jaw. “Yon never 

need ask this of me Percy. Ever.” She held his squinting gaze, a 

glowering look coming over her face. “I only ask one thing of you 

Percy.”

He sniffl ed a reply. “What’s that?”

She moved closer to him so that their foreheads were touching, 

her eyes burrowing into his. “You never give up on me.”

Percy dropped his bag onto the ground and threw his arms 

around her, his convulsions rocking them both till Percy dropped 

to his knees. Nurse Monroe pulled him into her lap as she caught his 

weight entering into a crouch that saw her knees meet the ground.

Patients who had been walking around the grounds began to 

converge around Nurse Monroe, drawn by hysterical wailing they 

could hear coming from Percy.

One by one they placed their hands upon him, their touch a 

reassuring memento to the ties they all shared. Some were people 

he recognised through his tears, others he had never seen before.
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Saturday, 25 October 2003, Queen Mary Hospital Gardens, 1.13 pm

Here he was again. It was harrowing to be in the same spot again 

the motions all too familiar. The feeling of helplessness as con-

suming as much as before, but now a noose of expectation cast 

its shadow over his head; it’s grubby halo ever so welcome days 

before. Now a vigilant distraction to valiant promises to avoid its 

beckoning allure.

He lent forward his nose magnetised by the aromas rising up 

to greet him. Inhaling . . . exhaling, holding his breath he closed 

his eyes and plunged his face into congregation of azaleas ahead.

“I DON’T CARE MARTIN! IT’S JUST NOT RIGHT!”

“Lesley . . . there isn’t a lot we can do. The government isn’t 

going to step in and save this place.”

Percy’s moment was lost. He opened his eyes and lent back to 

catch a glimpse of one of the senior nurses holding her head in her 

hand, her other propped against a doctor comforting her.

“THEY SAVE AIR NEW ZEALAND WITH $885 MILLION 

DOLLARS . . . BUT THEY CAN’T STEP IN AND SAVE THE 

ONLY RESIDENTIAL INPATIENT DRUG AND ALCOHOL 

REHABILITATION FACILITY IN OUR COUNTRY!”

The doctor dropped his head giving a heavy sigh, his shoulders 

slumping, his back becoming concave. “It’s a sad day Lesley. One 

that I would rather recollect as a mere fi gment of a horrible dream 

that from any moment now I could awaken from.”

Percy turned and started to walk in their direction. “Excuse me”, 

the words lolled off his tongue catching the two out. “Do my ears 
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deceive me, and please tell me that they do.” He was at their side 

now, his gown billowing around his knees from the quick stroll over. 

“Is this facility going to be closed?”

The nurse backed away her face cradled in her hands, insistent 

sobs becoming more frequent as she ran back through the court-

yard of patients and into the wing behind them.

“Yes I am afraid it certainly is.” The doctor lifted his head. A 

furrowed brow lurched up above his glasses.

Percy felt the fi rst rumblings tremors of a tsunami of helplessness 

approaching the hospital grounds. His sturdy legs buckling as his 

throat became tacky. “How long do we have till we . . .” he looked 

around at the other patients in the courtyard who were encroach-

ing in, “. . . are out on the street?”

The doctor took in the sight of the crowd gathering, his own 

sense of despair hidden by a gossamer veil. “If we are fortunate a 

month.”

“A MONTH!?” A voice piped out from the crowd.

The doctor turned away from Percy facing his audience, his 

sullen frame defl ating with every moment. “Some of the nursing 

staff have already left.”

Percy’s ears pricked up. “I’m sorry Doctor. Could you repeat 

that?”

“A handful of nurses left yesterday.”

“Alice . . .” Percy’s legs garnered strength that before had left 

him. He pushed his way through the crowd making his way across 

the courtyard and into the wing. He took a moment in his haste 
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to remember where the nurses’ station was. He turned right and 

bolted along the corridor. Bounding along he was at the station 

moments later. Three nurses were gathered together busying 

themselves, their silence another refl ection of the mood holding 

sway within the hospital.

“Alice Monroe?” Percy bleated. “She still here?”

Two of the nurses moved away down the corridor past Percy 

ignoring him.

The other a young Samoan who had started working at the 

hospital about three months ago shook her hand then lifted the 

folder she held in her hand off the station desktop and strode off 

holding back the tears.

“Alice . . .” Barely an audible whisper, he repeated it. “Alice.”

The serene string introduction to Beethoven’s Piano Sonata 

No.5 in E-Flat Major started to play over the hospital stereo system 

with a haunting precision as he called her name for a third time. 

“Alice . . . no.”

Piano came next its nuance stripping away the severity of the 

situation with a tenderness imbued in every delicate wafting note. 

Percy lifted his leaden legs from where he had taken root and slug-

gishly moved down the corridor to his room. Promises made now 

seemed to be in vain. She had been an anchor to life and with her 

departure it had been pulled up unceremoniously. He expected 

death to be waiting in his quarters. Pacing anxiously, noose sus-

pended from the rafters, hung at the height to grace Percy’s throat.

She had left without a trace of a farewell and this more than 
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anything else suffocated him. He lost control of his legs and fell to 

the fl oor when the thought inconsolably fl oundered him. Splashed 

out he peered up to see he was at the doorway to his room. No 

noose hung from his ceiling, no silhouette blocked out the sunlight 

streaming through his window. It was as he had left it hours before. 

A piece of paper fl itted under his bed, lifted by a zephyr coming 

down the corridor, its current swirling around his room.

“What . . .” Percy crawled along the fl oor and snatched the 

paper up. It was a printed page with a hand written paragraph 

down the margin.

Percy turned the paper round reading out aloud, “I’ll not say 

my goodbyes Percy for I will never leave you. I always believed in 

you and your determination to succeed in the face of the greatest 

adversity. Time is of the essence, hurry.”

He turned the page around, “Ho‘oponopono by Dr Ihaleakala 

Hew Len. A Hawaiian Healing Process.” Percy sat up propping his 

back against the bed and read on. “ ‘Ho‘oponopono’ means to make 

right. It means to make things right with those you have relation-

ships with, to make things right with your ancestors. This is called 

the Hawaiian Code of Forgiveness. In its most advanced form the 

process takes total responsibility for everyone, for a force that Jung 

called the Collective Unconscious connects us all.”

Percy got up from where he sat walking the few paces to the 

entrance of his room and the corridor outside. He peered to the 

left, then the right taking in the movements of patients, their lives a 

culmination of experiences that had led them here in order to heal, 
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cope and eventually move back into the world equipped with tools 

to allow them to function without the pressing need to fi nd escape.

The compassion that once siphoned through the hospital had 

given way to a sadness that pervaded all movements ruminating 

from the doctors and nurses who made their ways along the wing.

Percy closed his eyes listening intently to the same cries he had 

heard from the octagonal shaped buildings at the entrance to the 

hospital grounds, their soft ebb had now been joined by a escalat-

ing weeping erupting from rooms along the corridor as the sense 

of helplessness gathered speed.

Opening his eyes he walked back into his room and closed 

the door. Pausing, he felt the hairs on the back of his nape rise 

sending pulsing shards of electricity through his nervous system. 

Invigorated, he walked over the window placing the piece of paper 

down on the ledge and read on.

“Everything you hear, taste, touch or in anyway experience is 

your responsibility because it is your life. Quantum Mechanics has 

shown us what eastern esoteric knowledge has always known. The 

world we experience is a projection from within us. If you want to 

heal the world, you must heal yourself.” Percy felt overwhelmed. 

The concept was hard to garner, the truth even harder.

He knew though that Alice was right, he did have the valour to 

overcome extraordinary adversity. He read on.

“By healing the part of you that created the outer circumstances 

in your life that are not in alignment with the spirit of love and 

compassion you heal the world you live in.” As he read the next 
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sentence he began to laugh, laughter that resonated through him 

freeing his mind of any sense of comprehending the absolute sim-

plicity of the healing process of Ho‘oponopono.

“The process is as simple as visualising the person whom you 

are healing, then saying with conviction, ‘I love you’, ‘I’m sorry’.” 

Laughter riddled his reading, could it be so easy to have such a 

profound effect on people’s lives?

There was only one way to fi nd out. Percy pulled the chair 

stationed in the corner of his room under the window and sat. He 

put the article on his bed and got comfortable. Relaxing his body, 

his laughter still incessant he visualised the person whom had been 

so infl uential in his time at Queen Mary, Nurse Alice Munroe. The 

laughter stopped immediately as he saw her standing in front of 

him through his minds eye.

“I love you”, Percy had inhaled deeply allowing the spirit of love 

that had come so easily in her presence to fulfi l him, the connota-

tion was without insincerity, his devotion real. “I’m sorry.”

The feeling of elation was instant. A wave of light its fi laments 

tingling through his bloodstream decanting through his pores, 

covering his skin.

“Whoa.” He pushed himself back into his chair as the rush grew 

in intensity. “Ok . . . ok.”

He gripped the arms of the chair and steadied himself. Dr Len 

had not seen any of his patients, he had merely read over their 

fi les and healed them from his offi ce, using repetition to cure his 

patients.
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Percy felt a vigour that he had never felt before in his life, its 

force he believed came from the power of the visualisation he 

had had with Alice. She was itched into his mind and heart. Taking 

from that, he felt that each curing would be made more powerful 

by seeing those he healed.

He got to his feet and put his hand on the door handle. Pausing 

he stopped poising himself for what he was about to do. He turned 

the handle and opened the door. The corridor was empty, but 

a sombre wake fi lled the air. He walked across the hallway and 

looked into the room where Clarence Storm resided. Clarence a 

violent alcoholic who fl uctuated between euphoria and depression 

as though on an emotional sea-saw hated the sight of Percy. He was 

sleeping his door slightly ajar.

Percy caught a glimpse of him through the crack and then 

walked on, closing his eyes and repeating the technique he had 

done with Nurse Monroe. The same feeling of jubilation sur-

mounted over his awareness, its current stronger than before. He 

continued walking down the corridor past Herman Schofi eld, a 

homebake addict who had checked in no more than a week ago 

who sat in his room blankly staring out the window. He had taken 

to cutting himself as the cravings grew in intensity.

Percy closed his eyes and repeated the process, again tumul-

tuous waves of elation coursed through his body. He continued 

up and down the corridor unnoticed by those in their rooms, 

repeating the process till over the loudspeaker came the calling 

for dinner. He went to the corridor entrance that lead to the mess 
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hall, and there waited for his fellow patients to meet him. Percy 

saw then the spells he had been casting. There was effervescence 

in everyone, lightness in his or her beings that had not been there 

earlier in the day. A smile crept over his face and he followed in the 

horde down to the hall all the time repeating the process silently 

in his head for all those he saw around him.

As he sauntered into the hall he recollected the faces of all he 

could, he gathered his food and then sat in a position where he 

could see everyone present in the area. As people ate, their heads 

bowed down, their postures huddled he continued, chewing as 

he visualised and repeated the process. One by one the masses 

dispersed signs of his work prevalent everywhere, laughter and 

conversation fi lling the once dreary building. Percy went back to 

the food station getting cups of peppermint tea and returning to 

tables where people still congregated, silently continuing his work. 

He was the last to leave, but followed the trail to the television 

room. He sat at the back and sipping his tea continued his diligent 

devotion.

Wednesday, 5 November 2003, 8.57 pm

Percy had been vigilant. No one had escaped his healing venture. 

Doctors, nurses, and patients all alike had been the recipients of 

the healing process of Ho‘oponopono. Little did he know that in less 

than twenty-four hours the staff at Queen Mary would be unem-

ployed. The sacrifi ces made by those who worked at the hospital 
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in order to keep it open had not been made in vain, and Percy’s 

determination had been of great assistance to that cause.

The rue that had hung like a thick fog wherever one went had 

dissipated and in its place a warm glimmer of hope remained. 

Doctors and nurses marvelled at the attitudinal developments not 

only in the patients, but also in themselves towards the inevitable 

closure of the facility. Gratitude paved the way for the changes tak-

ing place. People strode down the hallways commemorating each 

other on a successful rehabilitation and a successful life outside of 

the hospital. Patients left with the blessings of the practitioners who 

had feared for the worst weeks before.

Percy kept practicing even when bidding farewell to friends 

who had been fellow addicts who were leaving the hospital.

As the days got closer to the longest of the year, Percy had taken 

to walking in the gardens, drawing inspiration from the imperma-

nence of the fl owers. Like them his time here would soon enough 

be up. He had healed the world within and so without, but left 

his own family till the very last. The verve he needed heal now 

bolstering his heart.

He closed his eyes like he had done countless times before and 

visualised his father, a creation of his ancestry, his conditioning and 

then opened his heart like the fl owering blossoms surrounding him.

“I love you.” A shard of light shot from Percy’s heart piercing his 

father’s chest and a moment later he was enveloped in a burst of 

light. “I’m sorry.” With the words the light that had enveloped his 

father grew in intensity and Percy felt a rush like culmination of 
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all the healings he had performed drown him. His legs gave way 

and he dropped into the azaleas at his side.

Thursday, 6 November 2003, 10.06 am

“He’s awake everyone!”

Percy stirred, looking up from his bed. “Hey.”

The room was full of doctors, nurses and patients. At his side sat 

Alice Monroe, her hand holding his.

“I passed out in the azaleas didn’t I?

Laughter fi lled the room with his dreary comment.

“Seems as though you did,” Doctor Thursten said, moving 

through the crowd to his bedside.

“We found this next to your bed Percy when we brought you in 

here.” Head Nurse Eloise Mayfi eld presented the article that Alice 

had left with him weeks before, a smile coming over her face.

Percy looked around the room; everyone had beatifi c grins on 

their faces. “Am I in trouble?”

Giggles became hysterical laughter, Percy joining in.

The room fi lled to the brim with it, spilling out into the corridor, 

its echoing reverberation encompassing the gardens, the buildings, 

and eventually swarming the octagonal shaped buildings where it 

past through the solid walls and infused with the horrors left like 

vibrational fi ngerprints from souls infl icted by the ravages of war. 

As tempered ailments merged with joy the healing was complete. 

In their place a peaceful serenity began to lull.
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“Is there something you want to tell us Percy?” Clarence Storm 

asked politely.

Percy looked around the room. All present knew what it was he 

had laboured so intensely for. The spell he had cast was stronger 

than the affl ictions they had been under.

Percy looked over at Alice, her green eyes glimmering with 

pride as a tear sluiced down her cheek.

He squeezed her hand. “I love you . . . and I’m sorry.”
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

The Light Guides the Way is the opposing literary force to The Darkness 

Holds Sway, and an analogy for the turning of the energetic tide 

that was happening on a microscopic level (to me personally) and 

macroscopic level (to the planet) when I wrote it. An age of igno-

rance was coming to an end; the true nature of reality, the control 

system and all that remains hidden from the masses was cast into 

the light for all to see. The creation of the lineage of the tohunga 

(a NZ Maori warrior/healer/visionary), from which Pablo Wairua 

comes, is an interpretation of the rise of the indigenous humans 

coupled with the conscious living entity that is the planet and their 

role in this paradigm shift. Pablo’s empowering fables offer some 

balance to Buford’s nightmarish narratives.

Pha Lysander

September 2013
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