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The 5th Scroll –
Bleue


The fifth angel sounded
his trumpet, and I saw a star that had fallen from the sky to the
earth. The star was given the key to the shaft of the Abyss. When
he opened the Abyss, smoke rose from it like the smoke of a
gigantic furnace. The Sun and the sky were darkened by the smoke
from the Abyss. And out of the smoke locusts came down upon the
earth and were given power like that of scorpions of the earth.

 


- Chapter 29
-

 ‘Okay I admit defeat,’ says Paula,
‘but I would have won if it wasn’t for your “marathon.”

‘You know it
only came to me looking at that photo of you and Gwyneth, running
that marathon.’

‘You are so
tinny!’

‘So what were
the scores?’

‘It’s not
enough to know you won?’

‘No, the
satisfaction comes from knowing how much I won by!’ I tease.

‘You’re as bad
as cousin Gwyneth – four hundred and twenty points to three hundred
and eighty, happy now?’ Paula snaps sarcastically.

‘Now you’re
beginning to sound like Whiny,’ I tease as I attempt to pack up the
letters. Paula throws one of her remaining tiles at me.

‘Poor Gwyneth,
she hated that nickname – I think Henry started it because of that
lisp he had with all ‘TH’ sounds.’

‘And he
stuttered when he tried to pronounce the “GW” it was just easier
for him to say Whiny.’

‘It was rather
fitting, she did whine about everything!’ says Paula laughing.

‘Anyway, I
should make a start on making lunch then?’

‘Great, that
means I can have a quick shower,’ Paula quips as she quits her
sulking to disappear into the bathroom. I finish packing up the
scrabble board, and tidy it away back in the cupboard. When I
return to the dining room, I realise I still had to put away the
photograph album. I was about to close it, when one of the
photographs caught my eye. The album was open, at a photograph of
all of us younger kids, minus Suzy, and Nikki who were all grown up
by then. Rachelle too had already left home, after serious
altercations with both our parents.

We are standing
outside the jeep, Mum looks tired, I am looking sad or dreamy,
Henry moody while Paula and baby Jane appear both to be smiling at
the camera. We were about to embark on one of our family vacations,
I felt a chill travel down my spine as I quickly return the album
to the top shelf of the cupboard, there was something about that
time, something strange perhaps something I had repressed –
something that instinctively I did not wish to recall.

I was making
sandwiches for our picnic lunch, trying to shake the chill I felt
penetrating to my very bones. I was no psychic, anyway any proof
was always so sporadic, and I was always too shy to broadcast my
clairvoyant abilities, but sometimes I had to admit my uncanny
sense of timing did come in handy, and had even saved lives!
Perhaps it was simply my belief in some sort of higher power, or my
Guardian Angel. If I was honest he was always there, from the very
beginning, always watching over me. Like on that day on the bridge,
the Jeep, the crash the carnage, and my Guardian Angel was there
waking me from the dream...
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I was ten years
old when our father began working and commuting from Wellington.
This put an obvious additional strain on our parents’ relationship.
It was the mid-term break of 1991, and our father had decided we
should all get away for a holiday up North at the Bach. Spend some
quality family time together.

It was late,
almost 3 o’clock in the early hours of this wintery morning. There
is a frost that waits beside the verge of these deserted roads. Our
family’s beaten up old jeep manages only 70km/hr on the open road,
pulling the heavy caravan behind it. Suzy and Nikki have opted to
stay home, and Rachelle is no longer with us. We remain a broken,
divided family after what happened; no one for certain wants to
label it. The horror, the truth of our situation, but love remains
and slowly we have pieced together our family, and our mother has
been returned to us. There was always hope, the hope of this
vacation, but lurking shadows never rest.

A dark shape
waits for us below the bridge, as our Jeep looks to be slowing
down, moments away from butting horns with this angry troll. I
startle from my dream. Everyone else remains asleep; including
Jonathan – my father asleep behind the wheel!

‘Dad, Dad...
Wake up!’ I shout. He quickly comes to his senses, has a hell of a
fright, as does the rest of the family as he slams on the brakes.
The Jeep skids on the gravel coming to a complete stop, only inches
from crashing into the bridge’s side barrier. Wispy tendrils of
black vapour caress the car bonnet looking like the skeletal
fingers of a giant hand, before retreating once more below the
bridge to lurk within the nightmare shallows.
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‘So what’s for
lunch?’ asks Paula.

‘Shit you
frightened me!’ I exclaim jumping as she enters the kitchen.

‘Why are you so
strung-out today? Haven’t you just had a mellow four month
holiday?’

‘You can’t have
been listening to a word we said last night. It was hardly a
holiday in the traditional sense of the word. India, Thailand and
Cambodia for the most part were anything but mellow.’

‘Not mayonnaise
and tuna fish sandwiches?’ asks Paula peeling back a corner of one
the sandwiches.

‘What’s wrong
with tuna and mayonnaise?’

‘It’s gross,
disgusting that’s what it is,’ says Paula opening up the fridge.
‘Look there is ham, tomato in here, and even some lettuce.’

‘I love tuna –
mayonnaise.’

‘Yeah but your
weird, make us a hot drink – coffee please just the way I like it,
and leave me to make my own picnic lunch, you cannot be trusted!’
teases Paula.

‘Sure-thing,
talk about fussy, prissy, Princess P!’ I tickle her before
switching on the jug and taking a seat at the breakfast bar. ‘Do
you believe in trolls?’ I ask my younger sister.

‘Like when I
was five, and was still afraid of the dark!’

‘I thought you
were still afraid of the dark?’

‘Yeah so,
what’s your point – trolls are for fairytales! They aren’t real
Jack.’

‘I know,’
trying to convince myself of this fact.

‘And Angels, do
you believe in them?’

‘Well I guess.
I sometimes even imagine having conversations with my Guardian
Angel out loud – Ariel.’

‘What, you too,
now who’s weird?’ But then how could we both believe in one and not
the other, I thought. If we had friends on high, one might also
conclude that we probably also had inadvertently made enemies with
the wraiths from lowly places, demons from the realms of
shadows.

‘You know Jack
that spiritual talk – I admit, gets me kind of spooked, I hate it!
Don’t get me wrong I love you and Rachelle dearly even when you’re
freaking me out! The thought of other beings walking around living
amongst us unseen and influencing our lives makes me feel
powerless. I don’t want to believe in such things. I like living in
the here and now, embracing nature, animals, and the very solid
physical reality of life.’

Paula must have
been pleased when we flatted together that I was not averse to
doing my chores, the dishes or dirty laundry.

‘You must have
been relieved when I stopped being such a religious fanatic.’

‘Yes, those
were the days when you brought me breakfast in bed, Jack you
spoiled me with all your small acts of kindness. That’s why no man
will ever measure up.’ Paula drops her head in despair. ‘You’ve set
the bar too high, and I’ve never seen a toilet bowl so clean!’
laughs Paula. ‘You were hardly the “clean freak” while growing up –
that had always been my thing.’

‘Well I guess I
had to channel my religious fervour somehow,’ I explained
remembering back to that time when cleaning had taken on a deeply
profound almost spiritual meaning.

‘Not that I
minded another “obsessive compulsive” – clean freak in the flat, in
fact I enjoyed the company,’ says Paula laughing sweetly. ‘I still
remember that day I visited you at that restaurant – Fisherman’s
Table. Talk about religious fervour – you threw yourself into your
work!’

‘How do you
mean?’

‘Every plate of
food, and drink was placed before the patrons with such
beneficence. You could be forgiven for thinking Jack you were
serving the King or Queen of England,’ Paula laughs, but that was
exactly what I was doing. ‘But it was pretty uncanny the way you
guessed our order.’

‘I told you
about that?’ I asked.

‘Great party
trick, she says opening her wallet – I kept it,’ she says passing
me the docket.

I shook my head
as Paula presented to me the old tatty – food docket with the
Fisherman’s Table logo at the top.

‘You don’t
remember the game you played?’ Nine out of ten times I had boasted.
‘You presented me this meal docket before taking our proper order,
how did you do it though? Did you swap them over?’

I shook my
head, ‘I didn’t swap them – that was the docket.’

‘You can’t be
serious I guess a good magician never gives away his secrets.’

‘You never did
mention a word to your friends of the duplicate order sealed away
in your jean pocket.’

‘Why would I,
they would never understand. I didn’t want them thinking my older
brother was a freak.’

‘I know this is
the duplicate Paula, because there were only four of you that
evening.’

‘So!’

‘Look at the
docket again.’

‘Oh there are
five orders here, so you’re not a psychic!’ exclaims Paula.

‘I had to write
down two orders for you. You were too indecisive, but I knew it was
either going to be the chicken tenderloins or the rib-eye steak,
you ended up choosing the tenderloins. Do you still think I’m a
freak?’

‘No... Jack, I
just don’t understand...’

‘Trust me,
either do I!’ I exclaim, knowing that for the most part nowadays I
kept my mind disciplined and trained on only rational thoughts.

I finished
making her coffee. ‘Just the way you like it, strong with a little
milk but no sugar.’ I curtsied placing it before her.

‘Perfect.’
Paula takes her sip, ‘Now can you find me a man like that, strong,
dark and handsome?’ she laughs.

‘You don’t like
your men sweet?’

‘No I don’t
want me a sissy man. I want a real man!’ Paula replies, I wondered
in which category Paula pegged me. Real or sissy, and what was a
“real man” anyway? As a young boy I had always felt more at home in
the kitchen than outdoors. I had definitely enjoyed painting or
sewing, even knitting over the physical manual labours that my
father had subjected me to from time to time. Dad had never once
tried teaching Paula how the engine of a car worked; tried teaching
her what the spark plugs did, how to change a battery or how to do
that oil and filter change. In hindsight I was at least grateful
now for his tutelage, although I must have been the most
uncooperative apprentice.

‘Ahhhh!’ I
grunt. ‘Where’s my food woman,’ I demand just the way I imagine a
caveman might.

Paula laughs.
‘You are so butch!’

I poured myself
a cup of herbal tea, and tried to swagger just like a cowboy as I
joined Paula at the breakfast bar. She was soon in hysterics. I had
sat down – all stiff, with a disgruntled frown in an attempt to
make me look more serious – more “manly!”

‘Don’t worry I
don’t think you’re a sissy Jack. You’re a real man in my books.
Quit that,’ giggles Paula jabbing her index finger into my
ribs.

‘What!’ I
protest, but I knew she was referring to my manly posture.

‘You look like
you have a carrot stuck up your ass!’ she guffaws.

‘Well that’s a
relief,’ I tell her adopting a slouched relaxed posture once more,
while exaggerating my effeminate airs by letting both pinky-fingers
protrude out from the mug as I took another sip of my herbal tea. I
am batting my eyelids and smiling sweetly, but Paula appears to be
ignoring me as she helps herself to a half teaspoon of sugar.

‘What are you
doing, I thought you didn’t like sugar...’

‘Yes, but it’s
a woman’s prerogative – to change her mind. Maybe I do like a
little sweetness in my men too. If only you weren’t my
brother.’

‘And
gay...’

‘That too,’
laughs Paula. ‘My love life sucks at the moment Jack!’

‘So what
happened with Daniel?’

‘You know on
again off again – this time I think we are really over, besides
it’s been 3 months, he’s dating other people and I guess I should
too,’ says Paula almost in tears. I wrap an arm around her
shoulders and she begins to cry, folding herself into my embrace.
After a short while, I pull away gently wiping away at her
tears.

‘So we are
packed and ready for this picnic?’ I ask.

‘I think so,
but maybe we should grab some fruit, some apples and oranges.’

‘You sound just
like our father,’ I laugh.

‘I did, didn’t
I,’ says Paula laughing along with me. ‘He definitely had a thing
for fruits!’

‘Pity it didn’t
extend as far as his own son.’

‘Oh Jack, he
did love you! He just wasn’t very good at expressing it, but he did
in his own way. He made sure all our lunches were packed with fresh
fruit in the mornings before he sent us off to school.’

‘I never
thought about that. Or the fact that there were so many photos of
us kids growing up, all taken by Dad.’

‘You’re right.
He was perhaps there more often than not, but always quietly in the
background.’

We finished our
drinks and began our walk to the domain.

It was an
overcast day, not to hot but mild. Twenty minutes had passed asI
unpack the blanket, spread it out under the shade of one of the
large weeping willow trees near a pond.

‘Jack are you
sure this is a good idea?’

‘What do you
mean?’

‘There are a
lot of geese around, they might attack us!’

‘I thought you
liked animals, and being close to nature? You can’t be serious?’ I
asked in jest.

‘Geese are
nasty creatures, and they can bite especially if you don’t feed
them,’ says Paula looking around frightened at the large white
geese, and the few black swans.

‘I don’t think
they could care less about us Paula.’

‘Just you wait,
as soon we start eating our sandwiches...’ says Paula as a large
goose flaps its wings territorially. Paula shimmies over on the
blanket a little closer to where I was sitting. Her fear of these
beautiful white winged feathered creatures seems completely
irrational, although I can see in her face the fear was very real.
I had to laugh remembering back to a time when I felt that same
kind of irrational fear, when I still believed in stories of cosmic
proportions, battles between Good and Evil – and I was the main
character very much in the thick of it!

I passed her an
apple, and found myself an orange. Paula nervously bit into her
apple, as I began peeling away the rind to reveal the soft sweet
flesh. I was always amazed how an orange was perfectly segmented
into bite-sized portions. I looked up as one of the birds waddled
over, contrives only marginal interest in the orange before
waddling off in the direction of the pond. He vanishes between the
reeds, before we hear the inevitable final splash. The pond reminds
me of another, one from my childhood in which I had spent a large
majority of time fishing with friends besides its quiet waters. We
had also spent some wonderful times BMX biking, tree climbing,
swimming, but in truth there was nothing that I liked better than
going fishing with my mates. I wondered if there were any fish in
this pond, probably only eels perhaps a few carp.

A young boy
perhaps twelve or thirteen years old crosses the bridge ahead of
us, he flaps his arms to scare away all the Geese, giving us a
respite from the flock for a time. He finishes crossing the bridge
and then appears to walk towards us with that vacant look. My heart
begins to race. I want to run to hide but this irrational fear
froze me in place. It was twenty years ago the spring of 1988, but
I can still feel the vice like grip, fingers like cold tendrils of
ice wrapping around my neck, choking me to death.
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‘So did you
catch any fish?’ asked David.

‘Yes, would you
like to have a look?’

‘It’s a bit
small!’

‘So it is. I
should put it back!’

‘But it’s
dead.’

‘No it’s not,
it’s just sleeping.’

I take the fish
and place it back in the water. Slowly the fish re-animates, as I
knew it would with the water washing over its gills. Its fins begin
to flex, its back tail suddenly whips and cracks along the water’s
surface. There is a flash of silver scales, before it vanished into
the murky depths of the pond.

‘Wow, did that
really just happen?’ asks David, gobsmacked. ‘I was sure that fish
was dead. I’ll be right back, got to go take a leek.’ I was left
alone underneath the weeping willow tree as I felt a shiver pass
down my spine. I looked up expecting to see him, but I was only
imagining things. Everything appeared calm as before. Only my
pacing heart was warning me something quite different. These were
both the worst and the best years of my life. I had been named
pupil of the year at my intermediate school, but this small
notoriety had also attracted the unwanted attentions of the “school
bully!” I could handle the teasing – the jibes, but he had taken
things a little too far. In my mind he appeared around every
corner, I didn’t even want to go to school anymore, because he was
there – lurking in the shadows, always waiting to humiliate me!

On this
particular day I was especially vulnerable without an entourage of
friends. He stormed towards me taking me by surprise, my nemesis –
only a year older than myself, but he was so much taller, and
broader. Effortlessly he pulls me clear off my feet with only his
right hand, and with his left he takes hold of my fishing rod, and
throws it into the pond.

‘What do you
want?’ I reply trying desperately to sound brave. The other boy’s
eyes flash an efflorescent red, as a pure hatred emanates from the
very depths of this boy’s vacant soul. It reminds me of another
twisted face that still haunted my nightmares. A cold shiver slowly
trickles down my spine, as the adrenaline kicks in.

‘Fucking
faggot, poofter – ballet dancer!’ comes the first of the jibes.

‘I don’t dance
anymore – I quit!’ I shout in my defence, as he steps towards me
grabbing and twisting my tee-shirt.

‘Doesn’t change
the fact you’re a wimp, but you think you’re so great! With all
your girlfriends – I don’t know what they see in a sissy weakling
like you!’ I try to pull away but he is too strong, he pulls me
back into a deadlock wrapping his arm and bulging bicep around my
neck in a chocker hold.

‘Help, David –
Help!’ I yell twisting free as I try to get away. What girlfriends
was he talking about – I wasn’t even interested in girls. As I
cross the bridge the troll was just too quick, on the far side he
caught up with me pushing me off the bridge.

I try
scrambling up the side of the embankment, but with a crazed look on
his face, he’s taken hold of me once more. With only one hand he
pulls me back off the embankment throwing me into the swampy mud,
as if I was as light as a feather. He was jealous of me, because of
a stupid school play, a play he was too afraid of joining because
of what other people might say, might think. “Valley of the
Voodons,” he would have made a great zombie, with that crazed
expression, the hollow look behind those poisoned eyes. I was
afraid, so very, very – afraid.

‘Please don’t
do this!’ I plead. ‘Look let me introduce you to my girlfriends.’
But it seemed so hopeless. I would have such a hard time convincing
anyone to start hanging out with this tyrant. ‘Perhaps you could
join the play next year, you’re bound to meet lots of girls that
way too,’ I try reasoning with him.

He had to have
some good qualities that girls would be attracted to. When he
wasn’t beating someone up, or calling people names, he was almost
handsome. He was already becoming a man, his top lip and chin
covered in fine down like hair, he needed to shave.

‘What and be a
poofter like you – dancing on stage, no thanks! The girls all hate
me, everyone hates me!’ he cries out like a wounded animal.

‘That’s not
true – I don’t hate you!’ I said simply, I was however shit scared
of him. He stood over me, leering with his hands on his hips his
legs spread far apart. I saw my one and only chance then to break
free. There was nowhere else to go – but to dart between his
legs!
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‘Quick run,’
shouted Paula, just as I began eating my tuna-mayonnaise
sandwiches.

The geese must
have thought it was feeding time, as they swooped in to devour my
sandwich taking it out of my hand. I stood up and fled along with
Paula to the safety of another neighbouring tree, leaving the geese
to our picnic feast. My heart was racing, as I began laughing.

‘Well that was
exciting.’

‘So much for a
nice quiet picnic lunch in the park – I told you those geese were
evil!’ says Paula laughing, clutching to her breast her ham and
lettuce tomato sandwich. ‘What you looking at?’ she chides.

‘Well it looks
like that I’m not the only one fond of mayonnaise-tuna
sandwiches.’

‘Yeah but geese
are weird too! Come on then,’ she softens offering up her sandwich
to me. ‘Take a bite, and let’s head home.’ Paula looks over at the
geese fighting over the scraps of food with contrition, as I take a
large bite of her sandwich.

‘Thanks,’ I
mumbled with my mouth full.

‘Its fine, you
finish it off. I’d already had the other half.’

‘What were you
thinking about, you had such a dreamy expression, a far away look
in your eyes,’ asks Paula. ‘You hardly seemed aware of the
impending geese attack until it was almost too late.’

‘I was thinking
about intermediate school and being bullied.’

‘I remember
that awful boy, he tormented you!’

‘Did I ever
tell you he tried to kill me, before beating up poor David Mann
within an inch of his life?’

‘Are you
serious?’

‘Well yes, I
think so...’

‘You never said
anything!’

‘I don’t think
I told anyone, I was too scared – too embarrassed, too
ashamed.’

‘What
happened?’ asks Paula as we packed up the blanket and remnants of
the picnic feast, with the geese scattered.

‘First he tried
to crush my head open with a log, then he strangled me half to
death.’

‘He did what,
why? What had you ever done to him?’

‘Nothing,’ I
reply. As we walk home I tell her the story, of the crazed
expression on the other boy’s face, before David came to my
rescue.
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I was paralysed
with fear, staring at the other boy’s black sneakers, as he loomed
larger than life over me. Only a boy, but then he did something
quite incredible, something I would never forget. He picked up a
felled tree lying besides the water’s edge. It was easily the girth
and twice the height of any man. As if possessed with the strength
of ten men, of “Goliath,” he manages to swing it over his head, as
if it weighed nothing!

My frightened
expression was soon replaced with one of awe at the boy’s
superhuman strength as I scrambled to my knees to pray. Mesmerized
I watched dumbfounded as he swung the log in the air just above my
head. With only a split second to spare I dodged as the tree came
crashing down inches away from cracking my skull open.

‘Help...’ I
cried hysterically. My voice had not quite broken yet – it sounds
like a cross between a croaking frog and that screeching cat. I
felt mortified, too paralysed with fear to even attempt to fight
off my assailant, as his hands wrap around my throat. I no longer
call for help I cannot breathe with his cold fingers biting into my
flesh.

David upon
hearing my cry for help came running. Completely blindsided with
rage, and his own hatred, my assailant was taken by surprise by
both David’s flying fists, at least at first. I could hardly
breathe, let alone shout for help. I was released to watch on
helplessly as the bully with his superior strength and longer
arms-reach begins to sport my friend like a punching bag. I was
frantic. I had to find someone, anyone to help. Just when I thought
all hope was lost, an innocent bystander heard my pathetic cry not
more than a hoarse whisper. I grab his arm, pleading with my eyes,
trying to explain with sign language as my voice fails me – mute
with panic. He follows me reluctantly at first, but when he sees
what the older boy is doing to my friend, who is now covered in
blood, he quickly runs to intervene in breaking up the fight.

With his back
turned for only a minute inspecting David’s cut upper lip and
broken bleeding nose, the devil makes his mad dash and runs
away.

‘Are you Okay?
Would you like me to call an ambulance?’ asks the Good
Samaritan.

‘No, we’re
fine,’ says David bravely managing a smile.

‘You’re not
fine, you might have a broken nose, that boy could have killed
you!’

‘We really have
to go,’ says David, itching to get home and away from there.

‘Here’s my
number just in case you need a witness, that lunatic boy should be
prosecuted for this, or locked away in an asylum!’ says the man
handing me his business card.

‘Thanks Mister,
I don’t know what we would have done without you, if you hadn’t
showed up,’ I tell still in a horse whisper, but my voice was
slowly returning. I wiped the tears from my eyes, as the gentleman
patted us both on our backs, before leaving.

‘David, are you
really okay?’ I ask once we were alone.

‘Do you think
my nose is broken?’ David asks in a funny voice, as I tilt my
friend’s head back and pinch his nose to stem the flow of
blood.

‘Keep your head
titled back like this, pinch your nose here. I’ll be right back.’ I
race to the nearby toilets, retrieving a swab of toilet paper in
the palm of my hand and returning to place this over my friend’s
twisted and broken nose. I feel the warm healing energy, not
unfamiliar passing through the palms of my hands, curbing the
bleeding as if miraculously.

‘How’s
that?’

‘I think it’s
stopped bleeding. I’ll be fine in a moment. I just need to sit for
a bit. Did you see that queer look in his eyes!? However did he
manage to lift that log over his head? Did you see the size of that
thing? I honestly thought he was going to kill you Jack. It was as
if he was possessed!’

‘You’re going
to have a real shiner tomorrow David,’ I tell my friend.

‘Cool! Proof,
and something to brag about back at school tomorrow. I did Okay eh?
I landed a few punches of my own.’

‘Yeah, you did,
you were amazing.’

‘I could teach
you to fight Jack.’

‘I don’t like
fighting David,’ I whispered. ‘I’ll fetch our bikes and fishing
rods. Hey, thanks David for everything!’

‘What are mates
for!’ he says, but with half of his face swollen now it looks more
like a grimace.
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‘That boy was a
real psycho. That must have been awful for you Jack.’ Paula enters
the house first, carrying the small shopping bag of essentials. ‘I
had no idea it was that bad, and it must have been around the same
time as Mum’s second breakdown,’ says Paula as we heard footsteps
on the stairs.

‘Hi Mum you’re
home.’ Had Mum overheard our conversation? The last thing either of
us wanted to do was to upset her. Her depression at one time had
seemingly taken up permanent residence. Like grey storm clouds
rolling over the horizon. Thankfully she could no longer even
remember the madness.

‘Hi Jack.
Paula. Of course I’m home it’s four o’clock.’ Mum reached over
kissing us both tenderly on the cheek. ‘You’ve done some
shopping?’

‘Not really we
only stopped in at the supermarket on the way home to buy lemons
and icecream.’

‘Lemons?’ asks
Mum.

‘I had Jack
promise to make me, with some coercion on my part – a lemon
meringue pie.’

‘Oh what a
fantastic idea,’ says Mum.

‘How was
teaching?’ I ask.

‘It was great.
I had a lovely new-entrance class of kids. They were simply
adorable.’ Mum enters the kitchen and switches on the jug. ‘So what
would you kids like to do tonight?’

‘We were
thinking of going to the movies, want to join us?’ asks Paula.

‘What are you
going to see?’

‘Not sure yet,’
I reply.

‘You should
call Thomas.’ Mum suggests. ‘See if he wants to come to the movies
tonight?’

‘That’s a great
idea, but he probably won’t be home for another hour at least.’

‘How about a
rematch in scrabble then, Mum do you want to play?’

‘Sure... but
something to drink first?’

‘And when am I
going to make this lemon meringue pie?’ I ask Paula.

‘Later...
coffee for me Mum.’

‘Herbal tea for
me, the red zinger thanks,’ I call out, returning to the lounge to
set up the scrabble.

 


 


 


- Chapter 30
-

 ‘So what did you think?’ asks Jane
of Mum.

‘It was kind of
scary in parts, but very believable – I have sometimes thought I
could sense spirits,’ she replies.

‘So it wasn’t
only Mama with the gift?’ asks Paula, but Mum ignores this
question.

We had gone to
see the movie “The Others.” It was either that or American Pie II,
and both Paula, Jane and I were not sure if Mum would appreciate
the base humour, but we had no idea the movie starring Nicole
Kidman, would be covering such a disturbing subject matter so close
to home. We could have only gone one worse by suggesting we see the
“Exorcist.”

‘I wonder if
Henry is home.’ Quickly I changed the subject, dispelling the
awkward silence.

‘Who knows, he
never tells me anything,’ Mum protests.

‘Really?’

‘He needs his
father Jack, he’s always coming home late, I think he socialises
far too much – but he never listens to me.’

‘Oh Mum, I’m
sure he’s fine. He’s probably got himself a girlfriend,’ says
Paula.

We had parked
the car around the corner from the movie theatre, just opposite
that Spiritualist Church. Perhaps I would go Sunday, after all... I
thought as I held the door open for Mum.

‘What are we
going to do for dinner?’ asks Mum.

‘I’m famished!’
adds Jane.

‘We can eat
out,’ suggests Paula.

‘Or we do have
plenty of leftovers from last night…’ Mum suggests, and I’m sure my
credit card needs no further coaxing.

‘There’s maple
walnut icecream and I’ve made a lemon meringue too back at your
place.’

‘Yeah but if
Henry is home... Can we just get takeaways?’

‘Henry does
have quite the appetite, any suggestions for takeaways?’

‘KFC,’ we all
cry out in unison. We all laugh thinking in particular of our other
– our father beyond life’s curtain. He had always taken us to KFC.
It was our one affordable family treat – for dining out.

‘KFC –
really...?’ Mum asks incredulously, having never been a fan of the
greasy chicken wings.

‘For old times
sake!’ I suggest, and immediately she understood our attraction to
this comfort food. It was a way of being closer to our father.

We entered the
apartment to find Henry fast asleep on the couch – snoring loudly.
Paula switches on the TV, and tickles our younger brother’s toes as
we all sit down with the KFC. There’s nothing on – of real
interest.

‘Ha, ha what’s
going on? Oh you’re home. Where have you all been?’

‘We’ve been at
the movies,’ replies Jane, ‘and you, where have you been?’

‘Oh, I was
catching up with a – some friends,’ says Henry going a bright
red.

‘Oh really,’
says Paula reading between the lines.

‘Did you want
any KFC?’ asks Mum.

‘No hardly, I
feel chocker-block!’

‘Henry!’ I call
from the kitchen.

‘Yeah bro,
what’s up?’

‘What’s up – is
I notice you polished off all the leftovers, including half the
lemon meringue pie!’ I wanted to wring my little brother’s
neck.

‘Oh bro, did
you make that,’ says Henry apologetically. I nod my head. ‘It was
divine, I couldn’t help myself – you know what temptation is like,
I had just a little at first and then I had a little bit more. I
kept calling out to me eat me, eat me! And then I couldn’t stop
myself,’ says Henry teasing me obviously about our church family
picnic. I would never live it down. ‘At least I left you half!’
says Henry laughing, showing off his superior self-control. I dish
up the remaining lemon meringue pie and maple walnut icecream that
had also been decimated by the younger brother.

‘So what did
you see?’ asks Henry.

‘The Others –’
replies Mum, ‘it was kind of disturbing and a little frightening at
times.’

She thought
that was disturbing, I found this slightly amusing. The movie did
not come close to describing the terror we felt while growing up.
It was nothing like the hell we went through watching her go
through two mental breakdowns becoming this crazy person we could
no longer recognise as our own mother.

‘Oh good,
because I want to go see American Pie II, anyone want to join me
maybe tomorrow night?’ Paula, Mum and baby Jane all shake their
heads.

‘I’m heading
back to Tauranga tomorrow,’ offers Paula as her timely excuse.

‘I’ll give that
one a miss,’ says Mum politely.

‘We saw the
shorts for it Henry, it looks like crap!’ says Jane honestly.

‘Bro?’

‘Yeah for sure,
I’ll go with you – it looks like a good laugh,’ I reply and I
needed a good laugh! The movie that night had upset me on some
deeper level, and I didn’t know why. Or perhaps it was simply the
guilt I carried around – knowing I still had to share my
indiscretions of that day with Thomas. I had to tell him the truth,
otherwise this secret would begin to fester and I would never
forgive myself. I felt frightened, perhaps he wouldn’t forgive
me?

‘Why didn’t
Thomas join us?’ asks Mum.

‘I think he was
just too tired, he suggested we catch up Sunday instead.’

‘Well I’ve got
to get to bed, school tomorrow, and I have a maths test, in the
morning.’ Jane takes the dessert bowls to the kitchen.

‘Yeah I’m going
to hit the sack too, but thanks bro for the lemon meringue pie.’
Winks Henry. ‘It almost makes up for the fact you stole my
bedroom,’ he teases partly in jest.

‘The bus leaves
tomorrow at 8am, are you able to drop me off at the bus station
Jack?’ Paula kisses me on the cheek.

‘Oh he won’t
have the car, I can drop you off early – I’ve been booked up to
teach the rest of the week at King’s.’

‘Thanks Mum,’
Paula kisses our mother on both cheeks. ‘Night, sweet dreams, see
you tomorrow.’

‘Goodnight,’
Mum waves to Paula then stands slowly. ‘We’ll I might hit the sack
too, goodnight sweetheart!’ She leans over to kiss me on both
cheeks.

‘Sweet dreams,’
I reply – but strangely I am not feeling tired at all. I hear Mum
climbing the stairs, as I switch off the TV. I cannot exactly stay
up watching it, with everyone gone to bed. I brush my teeth. Wash
my face, before returning to my temporary bedroom. Pandora’s Box
still perched beside my bed. As I strip butt-naked I almost trip
over it once again. I lift up the heavy box, and decide to place it
in the wardrobe closet, out of sight and out of mind. It was then
that I noticed one of the diaries on the top, was not a diary at
all, but in fact my old Bible. I hadn’t read it in years, not since
perhaps coming out as a gay man, or perhaps a little before
then.

I gingerly take
it out of box, it feels heavy – condemning. My hands begin to shake
under the pressure. I secretly hope it might still hold the
answers, the way it had once upon a time, when its pages appeared
magical, and when I truly believed it was the living word! But
there highlighted in a fluorescent pink marker was the quote –

Punishing the
children for the sins of the fathers to the third and fourth
generation…

Yes I had found
a lot more than I had bargained on in this harmless looking little
Bible. What kind of God invented curses? But then was there
something in the colloquial expression, “like father like son,” is
sin simply inherited through the genes. Even women had a fairly raw
deal of it back then too, thank God for the New Testament I thought
as I closed my eyes.

I thought back
to a time when I could have easily become one of those religious
fanatics – I wondered whether the text in the Bible highlighted in
fluorescent pink was the beginning of that turning point, back to
life, and back to reality! Yet so many people the world over from
all walks of life and faiths took these stories simply at face
value, literally. Who really wrote these so called Holy books
anyway? These words couldn’t solely be derived from divine
inspiration, some human flaws and ways of thinking must have crept
in...

‘What you say
is true, but you seem to want to separate God and Man. Why is that?
You’re too young to be so sceptical,’ says the voice inside my
head.

‘And what
happened to critical – analytical thinking?’ God, you gave us a
mind after all – wasn’t one of Jesus’ closest disciples a
sceptic?’

‘Yes, but
everything is evolving Jack. A reflection of our pasts can appear
false to a blueprint of our future, but it does not make it
so.’

‘You’re being
cryptic God, I’ve read this Bible – the world was created in seven
days!’ I scoff, ‘and Modern science has already shown this to be
complete an utter baloney,’ I tell Him testily.

‘A symbolic day
– in truth, we weren’t ready to perceive the world as round! Of all
people Jack, you should understand, with your love of creating, and
sculpting clay – things take Time,’ He says.

‘Yes, I
suppose,’ I reply.

‘It’s the
process that’s important with clay, pushing and pulling until
finally something takes shape,’ says the voice with passion.

‘Are you saying
your creation is like that?’ I ask God.

‘Yes exactly.
Our work is still a work in progress. An accomplished Architect
knows that his projects can never be finished, that there are
always improvements over time that can be made. I love you Jack!’
says my heavenly father in my dream, as the liquid mercury pools
into my eyes, His eyes! As the sun’s reflected light from an inlet
bathes my mind in His magical glow.

My body curls
under the blankets now fast asleep, but my mind remains restless
within my soul, as my wings stretch out above me, as look down at
my side, and look down at my spiritual hands and feet. They hold
the key. ‘The human condition makes us blind to the fact that we
are all still – just works in progress,’ I whisper to God.

She notices the
light on in my bedroom as she quietly knocks, opening the door. She
is making her rounds, wishing us all goodnight and sweet dreams
before retiring to her own pillow. Asleep these epiphanies remain
lost to the realm of dreams. Mum smiles, noticing I have fallen
asleep reading my Bible. Her son, her creation – beautiful she
thinks, like a precious stone in the rough, waiting to be moulded,
cut, pierced and shaped – made perfect like a gem!

She doesn’t
understand perfection is not the end, just as happiness is not a
destination called Heaven. I wanted all of life’s experiences the
good with the bad, real joy, real suffering. I wanted to know and
learn true beauty through a wizened old face, with years as
wrinkles, like portals through time. There was wisdom waiting
patiently this lifetime, ready to embrace me as an old man. Ellen
kisses my forehead, taking the Bible out of my hands, before
placing it gently on the bedside table. She notices the box that
Suzy had dropped off – now opened, and a diary on top. Jack’s
poetry from 1996, she opens the diary bookmarked with a blue
ribbon, and begins to read.

 


EASTER JESUS (1996)

A forlorn child lost in
a winter of despair,

Huddled into a corner
where boundaries contained.

Lost and forgotten in
his own world, she had created.

Oblivious to the fact
that love watched him from heaven.

 


The child knew not who
he was,

Until he fell from that
corner of the universe she had created.

Humbled to the point of
death.

Blood ran from his
body, Life drained from him

And a pool of tears
encircled him.

 


The weight of sin from
every nation,

Buried his shoulders
from the truth in his revelation,

Where was ‘Easter’ and
its salvation.

Silence had pervaded
most of his Life,

Until that day when
‘love called out,

‘Has it been so long
my lord, that you don’t recognise me and I not you!’

 


In the starved days of
the past he had come to dance with the spirit,

His dance had taken him
to a tree, where snowflakes fell.

Like doves descending
from heaven and the Architects heavenly

instrument had pierced
his side.

 


All these years
forsaken but not until then was he Sanctified,

Justified, with the
blood of the lamb.

Small in stature great
in might is the lamb.

Who on the cross that
day when he died,

She was taken from his
side.

 


Divided at last, he
will have his bride.

Brother and sisters
hear my cry

The time has come,

Thy will be done

 


Death could not hold
me

Resurrection found
me.

No longer a child
contained

Marriage has won
her

Faith, hope and love
has set him free
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It was at the
stroke of midnight on October the 1st 1995, when the mysterious
things began happening. I had always thought and on some deeper
level – always known that I was a little different. This was
perhaps initially exacerbated by the fact that I was gay, but
really it had nothing to do with my sexuality. My family however,
only began to appreciate just how different I was when I began
having these extraordinary dreams! I’m not talking about the
nightmares, which seemed to recur around the same time. The first
time it happened, I rushed into our parents’ room late one night,
waking everyone else up in the process with an unchecked
desperation.

‘Wake up. It’s
Grandpa! You have to phone them, something’s wrong.’

‘Go back to
sleep,’ replies Dad.

‘No you have to
call now! He’s unwell. He needs help!’ I shout hysterically. It was
midnight, too late normally for calling Grandparents, but something
in my demeanour made my father make that phone call.

‘Mum, is Dad
Okay?’ asks my father of our grandmother who had answered the
telephone. ‘Calm down Mum, you need to call the hospital or a
doctor,’ says Dad as the alarm bells ring. ‘I’ll call them don’t
worry. I’ll let them know what you think has happened. They will be
able to drive you both to the hospital.’

‘What’s
happened dear?’ asks Mum concerned now, as the rest of my siblings
at home gather around the telephone.

‘Grandpa has
had a major stroke. He appears paralysed down the left-hand side of
his body,’ said our father.

‘When did it
happen?’ Nikki asks.

‘Last night he
complained about some pain in his chest, but the stroke has only
just occurred – this evening. How did you know son?’ Our father’s
voice was strained sounding paper-thin.

‘I don’t know
Dad. It was just a feeling,’ I lie. Dad finishes making some phone
calls to his brothers and sister, while the rest of us return to
our respective beds, except for Nikki who was home again – trying
to save some money before her big wedding day. She follows me down
to my bedroom below the stairs, and sits on the end of my bed as I
climb beneath the blankets.

‘How did you
really know?’ Nikki finally asks.

‘I saw Papa in
a dream – although this dream was just so real. He looked almost
like he was about to die, I saw his spirit float away from his body
momentarily.’

‘Where were you
in this dream?’

I could hardly
bring myself to utter these last words – ‘I was hovering, flying
over him,’ I burst into tears and Nikki comforts me, holding and
rocking me in her arms as she had a thousand times before.

Both Mum and
Dad were still in shock in the morning, concerned not only for our
grandfather’s well-being, but they were also a little perturbed by
the uncanny coincidence of my dream, but the dreams did not stop
there.

It was perhaps
a week later, and this was truly the one dream that definitely
stood out from the rest, for its accuracy and synchronicity. It was
such a bizarre even clairvoyant dream. I was perhaps behaving –
even for me, rather oddly at the time. I kept eyeing my father
suspiciously at breakfast and then after church, over the families
Sunday lunch.

Dad could not
stand it anymore, ‘For God sake! Is something wrong son?’ says Dad
slamming his knife and fork down on the table.

‘Please don’t
blaspheme dear in front of the kids, you should be setting an
example,’ says Mum in reprimand without a moment’s hesitation.

‘Is there
something you would like to share with us?’ petitions Dad, with a
little more measured restraint.

‘I had another
dream last night,’ I whisper.

‘Are you sure
we want to hear this?’ asks our father flatly.

‘Perhaps I can
speak to you in private, we can go to your study after lunch,’ I
mumble in reply.

‘Stop being so
mysterious, just spit it out!’ Dad frowns knowing that he is no
longer in the mood for eating, but I won’t budge. After lunch I
followed my father upstairs to his study. Dad removes a pile of
papers from a chair. I sit down looking down at the floor, as I try
to gather my thoughts, while Paula and Nikki sit in the
neighbouring bedroom, listening intently from just down the
hallway.

‘I met this
woman living in Australia. She was slightly older than we are,’ I
begin.

‘But you have
never been to Australia?’ says my father looking perplexed.

‘This was in
the dream, I flew there. She told me she was living in Australia
now, she also kept telling me that she was my, our – sister!’

‘Excuse me?’
says Jonathan coughing.

‘She was
adamant, and yet I have never met her before, she was nice enough,
we chatted for a very long time,’ I try persuading him calmly.

‘Well...?’
enquired Dad as an uncomfortable pause ensues.

‘Have you ever
had an extra-marital affair?’ I blurt out.

‘No!’ says my
father angrily, his tone of voice and the intensity of this denial
makes me question whether he is actually telling me the truth, but
perhaps I have interpreted the dream incorrectly.

‘Are you sure?
Perhaps before you met Mum? Is there any possibility that you have
an illegitimate daughter out there? She was just so convincing, and
the dream was just so vivid,’ I retort returning to my original
line of questioning.

‘No!’ Dad
shouts in reply, ‘It’s impossible, and I have always been faithful
to your mother,’ he says with some bravado.

‘Okay, sorry I
asked,’ I reply weakly.

My sisters
thought I was going a little crazy at the time. They all felt
terrible about it soon afterwards, having doubted me, and my
sanity. It was a fortnight following, when our parents received a
letter from a woman living in Australia. She explained in the
letter that she had finally tracked them down after all these
years. She wrote informing them of her new life in Australia. But
the excerpt that really resonated with my dream – had both my
parents simply gobsmacked.

 


I still think of you as
my Mum and Dad. Thank you so much for being my foster parents while
growing up. I love you both dearly. Living with you Mum and Dad was
a life-changing experience. They were some of the happiest years of
my life!

 


Your foster
daughter

Love Sarah

 


Our parents had
never even mentioned this long lost sister – to any of us other
children. It was a surprise then to learn that our parents had
looked after this foster child before even Suzy was born.

‘At first we
had believed the doctors that we could never have children, that we
could never conceive naturally,’ says Mum.

‘So we had been
looking into adoption and foster parenting at the time,’ explains
our father. ‘We had loved Sarah our foster – daughter as our own
flesh and blood.’

‘But then she
was placed permanently with another family,’ explains Mum looking
sad recalling that time, but her face soon brightens. ‘Then we had
you, my seven miracle children.’

‘So I’m not
adopted,’ asks baby Jane.

‘Of course not,
what would make you ask that?’ asks our father.

‘Henry said I
was!’ Dad looks at Henry with a stern reproachful look.

Dad had been
stunned, speechless for days. He disliked all things unknown, and
just like with our mother’s breakdowns Dad needed rational
explanations, but this just had none! I was not so unlike my father
in this respect. I was scared also at this time, not really
understanding what was happening to me. Desperately I tried making
sense of these supernatural events I was experiencing in my life. I
was worried I had only a tenuous grasp on the shores of my own
sanity. It was like approaching the brink of the black abyss.

Finding Heaven
in this world was no small feat, and to most people I had lost all
sense of reality, at the tender age of only nineteen. Like my
sister Rachelle I was living by impulses, gut feelings, and pure
spirit. I guess we had both inherited our Grandmother’s gift, or
perhaps it was a curse, but during this time I felt like I had no
control over it, especially the premonitions. My dreams constantly
became a reality. I would bump into people I had dreamt about the
very night before, and each day was like “déjà vu” but ten-fold. I
could no longer see spirits, not in the same way as we had as
children. If Rachelle had been still living at home perhaps she
could have reassured me, told me about my aura, or of seeing Angels
during that surreal time.
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The rest of the
week passed quickly, I had got my CV together and the very next day
I had gone for a job interview with a company called “The Bomb,’ I
should have been weary – especially after September the 11th, but I
was simply stoked being offered the job. After going for a swim the
following day I happened by chance to walk passed a real estate
agent’s office. It wasn’t however the “to let” advertisements in
the window, but the “for sale” signs that drew my attention.

I had woken
earlier that morning, believing everything was happening just as it
should, my life was unfolding perfectly and I had true sense of
direction in my life, I hardly thought it was about to be derailed
by going to church! I was late, but the Sunday service had only
just begun, so I sat at the back, as they prayed, sang hymns, just
like in any regular church. When it came time for the minister to
do his bit however, that’s when everything changed. There was no
male minister but the female medium Gwen had mentioned the week
before – Angela De Lamer.

‘I have an old
lady here. She’s holding up a Rose. No, she’s telling me her name –
is Rose, Esther Rose,’ says the medium, as I shrank back in my
chair.

‘She’s telling
me, she’s someone’s grandmother and that George is here too – your
Grandfather. She’s very excited to have this opportunity to talk
with you. She is wearing a beautiful dress, with her favourite paua
brooch. She’s now showing me a cigarette – she used to smoke. They
both appear very happy.’ The medium paused looking around
expectantly at the small gathering of people. ‘Does this ring a
bell for anyone?’ asks the medium, not accustomed to waiting long
for the recipients of one of her readings to identify
themselves.

I look around
furtively, and when no-one appears to raise their hand I raise mine
gingerly.

‘Good,’ says
the Psychic. ‘I thought I was losing my touch!’ she laughs.

‘Esther Rose
was my Grandmother.’ I quietly reply.

‘She is the
first to come through, but there appears to be others here, that
also have messages for you. Esther says she looks out for you and
your mother from the spiritual realm. She’s like a guardian Angel
to you both.’

I can’t help
but nod my head, thinking about the number of times Mama had
appeared to me in dreams after her passing, often waking me up from
my nightmares.

‘She also tells
me, she has a message for Ellen – your mother?’

‘Yes, that’s
right.’

‘She wants you
to tell her, that she loves her,’ says the medium. I look at the
medium blankly, still in complete shock that she knew my mother’s
name.

Then I felt
something ripple through me. I could sense the spirit approaching
before the medium had even mentioned who it was.

‘There’s this
businessman walking in with a brief case, and his favourite tweed
striped business suit. He must have been quite young when he died.
He’s pointing to his heart, telling me he suffered from a massive
heart attack. He’s sorry because you never got to say goodbye
properly, it happened so suddenly.’

This had to be
Dad...

‘He looks like
a professional,’ continues the psychic ‘and he’s telling me he has
an important message for you.’

Tears began
streaming down my cheeks.

‘The
foundations are now properly laid, everything is in place!’ says
the medium. ‘That’s his message.’ My face had gone a paler shade of
white. ‘Are you involved in the construction industry?’

‘Yes, I’m an
Architectural graduate.’

‘I’m being told
too that this message has a deeper meaning!’ I wipe away my tears,
and begin trying to decipher the cryptic message.

‘Onto more
pragmatic things,’ says the psychic. ‘He was your father wasn’t
he?’ I nod my head in reply. ‘It’s strange he’s just presented me
with an orange!’ I look blankly at the medium. ‘Oh, it’s for
vitamin “C.” He’s telling me, that he’s concerned about your health
and what you are eating. Or more to the point, what you are not
eating. Have you been dieting?’

‘No, but...’ It
was not a difficult task losing weight and getting in shape while
travelling through Asia eating mainly rice and curry.

‘He says you
need more fruit and vegetables in your diet.’ There was my proof!
There was an afterlife – Dad was there, so was Papa, and Mama,
looking out for us as silent witnesses. I was blown away I wanted
to rush home to tell Tommy, to tell Mum, but Gwen had spotted me
after the service.

‘You will stay
for a cup of tea?’ Gwen asks. I nod my head in reply, I could
hardly say no to such a lovely old lady. She soon took me by the
arm and began introducing me to people.

After morning
tea and biscuits people began filing out. I was hoping too, to make
my own get away.

‘I told you
Angela was good!’

‘Very.’

‘Now I think
you and I can go, if you would still like to try hypnotherapy, to
help with those repressed memories, help banish your nightmares
Jack?’

I felt
cornered, afraid all of a sudden what might I discover.

‘Don’t worry,
you’re completely safe with me,’ says Gwen smiling sweetly as I
chase her down the hallway.

‘I don’t have
any money Gwen. I’ve only just got back from a trip overseas. How
much does this hypnotherapy treatment cost?’

‘Nothing Jack,
did I tell you I would charge you?’

‘No,’ I
reply.

‘So just
relax.’

We entered a
small office at the back of the church. She directs me towards a
comfortable reclining leather chair in the corner of the room. It
represents a means of unlocking the past, and a key for unlocking
my secret name.

 


 


 


- Chapter 31
-

 Half an hour later listening to
soothing music, and Gwen lighting candles in an attempt to help me
relax: I was so wound up like a kitten chasing its own tail knowing
I could never quite catch it, but determined to try. I was
concentrating so hard on trying to relax I only became more and
more frustrated. It was hopeless, I was a hopeless! Maybe I was one
of those people that just couldn’t be hypnotised!

‘I’m sorry
Gwen, I don’t think this is working,’ I say feeling dizzy all of
sudden as I try to get up off the chair.

‘Rubbish!
Besides, we haven’t started yet,’ says Gwen placing her hand gently
on my upper arm and coaxing me back into the chair.

‘We haven’t?’ I
ask truly bemused. Thinking, what the hell had I been doing then in
this chair, this last half hour – simply wasting time?

‘You needed the
time to relax,’ she answers as if she is reading my thoughts. ‘Now
we start, I want you to go back to before the nightmares began –
there must have been something that triggered the repressed
memories.’

I shook my
head, unable to recall anything.

‘Boy you’re
stubborn!’ says Gwen, ‘Now just relax, I want you to listen to my
voice, as I count backwards 10 – 9 – 8 – 7 – 6 – 5 – 4 – 3...’

‘I’m
scared.’

‘Where are you
Jack?’ asks Gwen.

‘Outside our
House of Straw,’ I reply in a child’s voice. Gwen has to stifle her
laughter.

‘A “House of
Straw,” like in the fairytale, is this perhaps symbolic?’ asks Gwen
still trying not to laugh, ‘Look at the other houses on the street.
What do you see?’

‘I guess it
looks no different from the rest of the houses on the street. From
the outside it’s a simple white weatherboard home with blue window
trims and sills. But on closer inspection one can see the telltale
signs of our father’s absence.’

‘How do you
mean?’

‘The lawns need
mowing, the house requires a paint job as old paint is flaking off
everywhere and there are a few rotten old weatherboards that need
replacing.’

‘Go, on.’
coaxes Gwen.

‘If you thought
that was bad, it looks even worse from inside the house, with dirty
dishes piling up in the sink, wet washing that waits for someone to
hang it up.’

It sounded like
a suburban hovel, thought Gwen. ‘Is this your home Jack?’ I nod my
head. ‘Do you know the year or date?’

‘Only that this
is hell!’ I reply.

‘What was the
date?’ asks Gwen a second time.

‘June 6th 1986
– 6/6/6,’ I whisper feeling terribly frightened.

So be warned,
thought Gwen I guess I enter at my own peril. ‘What time of the day
is it Jack?’

‘It is 11
o’clock a starry night, and we should all be in bed, but the only
ones resting are our mother and the two youngest children, Henry
and Jane.’

‘Why aren’t you
sleeping?’

‘We are scared,
we are all doing our very best to cope under the
circumstances.’

‘What
circumstances? How old are you Jack?’

‘Ten, I
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