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			Part One: Blue Marble

			Jason – Helene – Jenny 

			Everyone has three mothers: archetypal mother – cultural ideas and patterns of mothering we inherit, including our concepts and intuitions of mother earth, female gods, saints or holy women; our actual physical, human mother with all her positive and negative qualities, her strengths, her flaws; and the mother we as a particular individual need or long for.

			(Doctor Jason Winston, Lecture to psychology students on Jungian archetypes, Auckland 2010.)

			Jason

			Auckland 2036

			Sometimes I think I’ve spent my life learning how to change gear, to shift from one state of consciousness to another. And sometimes I think I’ve fallen into a no-man’s land, and I’ve spent my life wandering, ghost-like and grieving, unable to find my way home. 

			Every morning when I wake I search for anchors: an image, a sound, a smell, a touch remembered from the intensity of the sensual world. I reach for my slice of obsidian on the bedside table and hear again the imperious command of my mother’s voice, see the sunlit halo of my baby sister Helene’s auburn curls, feel the seal of my father’s warmth as he stands behind me and puts his hand on my shoulder. I recall the smell of bull kelp left behind on the rocks as the tide recedes and feel the slap of hot black sand against the soles of my bare feet. I conjure up these fragments of the past and then, for pleasure, gather more: the shimmer of blue silk sliding like water across my wife Jenny’s skin, the hearth-feel of my nephew Liam’s small body tucked against my own, the humming sound he makes as he falls asleep; the wraith-mist rising from the surf, and the tawny fronds of toetoe clumped together and rustling in front of the sand dunes. I sink, I rise, I excavate memories, I gather myself in. 

			Every morning, I blink and blink again, catching myself in reflection in time’s reptilian eye, delving into and out of the layers of my mind.

			I close my eyes. I’m ten years old. In my mother’s study is a poster of ‘Blue Marble’, that famous photo of the blue and white water-filled globe taken by the Apollo 17 crew in 1972 as they left the Earth’s orbit on their way to the moon. It’s the first colour photo of the Earth seen in full view. Underneath the image my mother, Anastasia, a scholar of ancient Greece, has written the words of Anaximenes, one of the Milesian philosophers she loved: Just as our soul, being air, holds us together, so do breath and air encompass the whole world. It’s the first time I’ve seen that photo of the Earth and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

			I blink. I shift again: I’m timeless, formless, neither awake nor asleep. I discard the present like an overcoat, allow myself to sink into memories and images bigger and greater than myself. I’m the time lizard’s archaeologist: there’s a valley with a river winding through it – the riverbed’s wide and stony and full of water from melted snow; small settlements are scattered across the land; high up in the valley, close to the bottom of a mountain range, the most distant village glistens in the early morning sun – seventy round huts with thatched roofs, a wooden bridge over the narrowest part of the river, black and white goats grazing on scrubby foothills, the rounded humps of twenty or so beehives clustered in a sloping field rich with clover; a woman, her dark hair in a single braid down her back, stands outside one of the huts, a blue shawl draped across her shoulders; although the sun’s out and the sky’s clear, it’s very cold; steam rises from the ground, from the goats as they move across the hills, and from the woman as she stamps her goatskin boots on the ground to keep warm. 

			I blink. I open my eyes. I re-enter the present. I breathe. I close my eyes again. In my mind I see my mother – she lies adrift in a rowing boat, like a pre-Raphaelite painting of the Lady of Shallott, her thick white hair unravelling on her shoulders, her pale-green dress wet and clinging to her still powerful body. She has drowned, in spite of her prowess as a swimmer. 

			Finally, there’s enough of me assembled to recognise myself. I’m Jason Philip Winston, born 1962, psychoanalyst and dream therapist. I work with images from the unconscious and the feelings and sensations that accompany them. My parents, Anastasia and Samuel, are both dead. My sister, Helene has passed too; she married my best friend, David. They had two boys, Sam and Liam. I married Jenny, a respected environmental architect. I say these things to lay bare my connections, to piece together who I am. 

			This is how we wake every morning: we throw out the net and go fishing, we draw ourselves up, we draw ourselves in. Layer by layer, we drag a sense of ourselves out of the ocean of the unconscious, out of memory, out of our dreaming selves. Out of our collective psychic inheritance. 

			And the older I get the longer it takes to arrive at the necessary level of the present. I’m not sure whether more of me is now submerged, or that, after so many years of delving and digging and sifting, the depths have risen closer to the surface.

			I’ve heard it said that in the past Jewish Rabbis used to say a dream that’s not recalled won’t come to pass. But is the opposite true? What if too much is recalled, and too much comes to pass? And is that recollection of the dreaming world the path to insight and wisdom, or is it the problem – the road to madness, the road to hell? That great god western science tells us we dream three or four times a night, that there are changes in brain physiology when we dream, that there’s a shift in how the brain works. The dreaming brain is different from the conscious one. 

			There’s a shift. 

			When I was growing up, Anastasia liked to explain that the Milesians were interested in first principles, the origins of all things. After dinner she would place her knife and fork together on her plate, wipe her lips with the corner of her napkin, and say in the same authoritative voice she used to teach at university: What could be more important than first principles? What could be more important than the origins of all things?

			As soon as Anastasia started asking rhetorical questions, Helene would shrink in her chair and ask to be excused. I stayed until the end, my legs pressed against the wooden rungs of the dining table chair. I watched the expressions on my mother’s face, her finger stabbing the air as she made a point, her neck flushing beneath her tan when she became animated. As a small boy I’d imagined her riding in a golden chariot, like the one Zeus drove in my illustrated book on the gods of Olympus.

			My favourite story of hers as a child was about Thales – the most famous Milesian philosopher and one of the founders of western science – using his own shadow to measure height and distance. Apparently, he was asked by the Pharaoh of Egypt to calculate the height of one of the great pyramids. He did so by measuring the pyramid’s shadow at the exact moment when his own shadow was the same height as himself. As I got older I always wondered at what point did Thales realise his shadow was an instrument of such accuracy. 

			First principles, the origins of all things – that’s a hell of a thing to be interested in. Whenever I think about Anastasia and the Milesians I return to Blue Marble and to my ten-year-old self, standing in my mother’s study while she was away somewhere else. I was overwhelmed by that image and the space it created in me; understanding, even at that age, I could never go back and not know what it was like to see the Earth from the outside. Realising, although I’ve never been able to put it into words adequately, that what I perceived through my physical senses was flawed. Unreliable. The real world was this extraordinary thing, hanging in space like a jewel.

			One evening in 1979 when I was seventeen, I came home late from the library. My parents sat side by side at the kitchen table. Samuel had his dark glasses on and Anastasia was reading to him from her latest article on Anaximander in The Classic Quarterly. One of her hands was stretched out towards him and Samuel’s long, thin fingers lay over hers. It wasn’t until she turned her head as I entered the kitchen that I saw her eyes were red and swollen from crying. She nodded at me and continued reading.

			I listened for a while. Her article was about Anaximander’s use of the principle of sufficient reason – a principle to explain why the world floated free in space and didn’t fall. It was a scholarly article, referring to all the preceding commentaries, highlighting obscure philosophical points. My attention floated above and around what she was saying. I’d begun reading psychology and was now more interested in Freud, Adler and Jung. 

			I looked at my father – really looked at him. In the past year he’d lost weight and suffered from increasingly frequent and severe migraines. His cheeks were pale, his skin stretched tightly across his cheekbones. His hair was thin and grey. Wraparound sunglasses swamped his face. Beside him on the table lay a large brown envelope and the stiff dark plastic of X-rays. His hand on Anastasia’s was gentle, softly stroking a small section of skin as she read.

			I left the kitchen and walked quietly upstairs. Helene’s door was closed and I guessed she was already asleep. 

			My bedroom felt small, airless. I opened the window, leaned against the sill and gazed out over the garden. It was spring and the streetlight beside the fence lit up the cherry tree, heavy with pink blossom. 

			Inside me there was a shift. As if I’d fallen down a lift shaft, or been shot into outer space way beyond Blue Marble, and some other being had taken my place by the window. I watched from a thousand miles away, as everything in the world changed gear: the cherry tree, the garden, the house, sleeping Helene, Samuel and Anastasia holding hands at the kitchen table, all of them spinning in empty space. And I couldn’t remember how everything didn’t fall apart.

			I shut the window, closed the curtains and lay down. I curled up and pulled the covers over my legs. In the darkness I clutched a pillow to my chest. 

			One night, not long before my father died in December 1980, I came upon my parents as they danced together in the kitchen to his favourite piece of music, ‘Moonlight Serenade’.

			My father’s cheek rested against my mother’s. He was as delicate as a leaf and she held him, allowing him to rest in her arms. Her hair was loose; it lay on her shoulders and shone pale gold in the lamplight. She wore a knee-length green dress with a row of sunflowers around the hem. They danced in slow motion in the centre of the kitchen. 

			I went upstairs and knocked on Helene’s bedroom door. She lay on top of her bedspread in her dressing gown, reading. I leaned against her desk.

			‘What’s up Sis?’ 

			She stared at me then returned to her book.

			I sat on the desk and counted to ten.

			She threw the book across the room.

			‘I hate her,’ she said.

			I blink, I open my eyes. I close them. Does it make a difference? Am I awake or dreaming? The net is flung out across the tide and the catch hauled in. I’m awash with memories, and with visions, only some of which seem to have anything to do with me. All my life I’ve felt I was either losing my grip or having a breakthrough. I’ve watched all those grainy black and white films about Jung and listened to interviews with him, followed his explanations of dreams and the unconscious, heard what others said about his ability to access images, his belief that images are sovereign in the mind, that the only way you can deal with the unconscious is through image. But words are all I’ve ever had and they’re a poor substitute.

			It’s one thing to work with other people’s dreams and visions, to help them understand them, and yet keep a distance, maintain a barrier, make distinctions between the conscious and unconscious mind, and quite another to be plunged into that vast ocean on your own, to be drowning instead of swimming, to know you control nothing: your mind is just a conduit for something much greater. But it’s all I’ve ever had, except for that one extraordinary image: Blue Marble. That blue and white jewel hanging in space. In the end, almost everything goes back to the moment when I first saw it in my mother’s study – she wasn’t there and my mind imploded.

			Jason

			Auckland 2016

			On Monday afternoon after I’d said goodbye to my last patient, I felt breathless, dizzy. I sat on the floor of my office with my back against the wall. My eyes were itchy, my mouth dry. Paralysis crept up my body like a noxious vine. It started in my feet, moved up my calves and thighs to my hips, into my belly and up to my chest, wrapping itself around me, preventing me from moving. I tried to wriggle my toes, stretch out my legs, but the only movement I could make was to raise my hand to my face. My skin felt thick. Damp. I slid sideways across the floor. 

			I saw Anastasia’s large, capable hands. They were wet. Light reflected off her gold wedding ring. In the distance there was a rhythmic banging. Triangles of light hovered in the air and a patch of green and yellow light patterned the floor by my feet. It hurt to breathe. There was no feeling in my arms or fingers. The banging grew louder, so loud it sounded like helicopter blades beating directly above me, beating the air into a whirlwind that lifted me like a twig then dropped me into open space. 

			Thoughts that didn’t seem to belong to me danced past, memories darted in and out. I caught hold of a late summer afternoon in 1970. Helene and I lay face down on the riverbank, watching the quick flicker of trout dart across the shallow water of the riverbed, seeking safety in deeper pools of shaded water. The fish were elegant and shadowy as dreams. The two of us spent hours watching but were never fast enough to catch one. 

			The memory vanished. A rumbling sound, like thunder, filled the room. The image of an old man in a monk’s brown robe came to me then, as it often did when panic and paralysis threatened. The monk was solid, stocky, with large hands and bunches of dried herbs tied to the rope around his waist. He sprinkled a circle of ash on the ground, raised his right hand as if to bestow a blessing then turned and walked towards a grove of cork-oak trees. I’d named him Anselmo and whispered, ‘Protect me.’ 

			I stayed curled on the floor waiting for my heart to slow and my breath to steady, for feeling to return to my arms and legs. Waiting to come back … but from where?

			That night I dreamed I was in a boat, whale watching. Helene stood in the centre of the boat with her back to the whales. Her eyes were closed as if she was sleeping or in a trance. Once the boat was out in open water, I went over and put my arm around her shoulders. We saw the whales surfacing, pushing themselves up from the seabed, coming up for air then diving back down, full of grace and ease in the water. Helene and I stood together and waited for the moment the whales slapped their tails on the surface of the sea.

			I left Helene to get my waterproof camera. When I came back she’d gone. She was sinking, her auburn hair loose about her face, her orange shirt billowing above the narrow legs of her brown trousers. Seconds later she’d disappeared and all I could see were her clothes, floating between the whales like strangely shaped autumn leaves. I lowered myself into the water, searched for her, but all I captured on film were the huge dark sides of the whales and tiny, brightly striped fish. 

			Then I was on dry land, watching a swarm of bees. More and more bees joined the swarm, darkening the skyline behind my house. They flew closer, and the air filled with a sound like thunder. The bees were the colour and shape of bumblebees; they began to grow until each insect was the size of my hand. For the split second before they bashed into my face and neck, I thought how magnificent they were. I raised my hands to protect my face, dropped to the ground and curled into foetal position. I could hear them above me, gaining strength – thousands of hives must have emptied and their bees were now a few inches above me, a mass of sting-infested rage. 

			When I woke I wrote this in my journal: 

			These are the things I know, even though many of them make no sense: my mother’s spirit still dominates me; whales dive and surface; bees are out there somewhere, gathering; Helene’s in danger but I can’t reach her; and I’m falling, sliding out of control, my conscious mind taken over by my dreaming mind – I’m swirling in a pool of images and dreams, hallucinations and fears. In the past I’ve been able to distance myself, work with them as if they belonged to someone else, but that’s slipping away; most of the time now I’m just swimming in a sea of panic. I cling to Jenny, and to my own work. I’ve told no one about these incidents of panic and paralysis. I know I too am in danger, not just Helene. Yet I remain silent, unable to explain, even to myself, why.

			 The following Tuesday and Wednesday nights I slid between sleep and dreams and wakefulness, but mainly inhabited another state I didn’t know how to define or name except to call it ‘the shift’. I had a constant sense of vertigo. Sometimes it felt like I was being pushed in one direction, then I lurched backwards or sideways in another.

			A vision kept occurring: I was circling the once beautiful blue and white globe in a spaceship that looked like a silver spider. But now the Earth had lost its cover of blue and white, its oceans and clouds. It was wrapped in brown and black smoke, as if fire had consumed everything – the forests and oceans, the snow-tipped mountains and the lakes and rivers that lay beneath them. 

			I was protected in the spacecraft: there was oxygen, water, and aluminium tubes of concentrated protein; vegetables fresh from the hydroponic garden; vitamins, and tonics full of iron, if I needed them. Each night I slept for exactly eight hours strapped in a narrow bunk. When I woke, I was alert and ready to work. 

			Every few hours, updates flashed on screens embedded in the walls on each deck: how many kilometres travelled; how much fuel was needed for the next hundred cycles and how much was left; the amount of water being used and recycled; the signals coming back from the surface. I read the incoming data and recorded notes in the ship’s log three times a day.

			I was absorbed in my work, searching the surface for signs of life, watching for a sudden flare of light or fire; waiting for clouds of toxic smoke to part so I could track the progress of the thin trail of water that snaked across the planet. 

			After each episode of this vision I went into my study to write it down but the more I tried to capture the details the more mysterious they became. The central thread of narrative that had seemed so obvious was now hidden by flickering shadows. Something was happening just out of sight: a murmur of conversations above or below my level of hearing; a flash of light or colour slipping past me as quickly as the movement of a young trout. There was the background humming of worker bees doing search-and-return forays into the manuka bushes at the edge of the neighbour’s garden and an unfamiliar exotic vine growing wild over our shared wooden fence. When I finally gave up and stopped trying to record and understand the details, I realised that while I was on the spacecraft I felt nothing – I was entirely absorbed in my tasks – and I had to ask myself why I felt so numb circling the once so vibrant and fertile, and now so damaged, Earth. 

			Thursday was my half-day and after morning sessions were over, instead of writing up my notes, going out for coffee and a walk as I usually did, I sat on the office couch and stared out the window onto the street. I drifted and dozed, fell into deeper sleep then woke with a start. I was floating in a terrain of images that spoke to me, but in language I couldn’t interpret. I observed myself on the spaceship, sitting by the viewing window. The heavy layers of toxic smoke had parted, exposing sections of the surface. Powerful cameras were operating, relaying images to the screen on the wall opposite me. I looked at the almost waterless landmass of Australia and then, as the ship moved on, at sections of seabed, areas of dried out, low-lying land that had once been covered by the ocean. Just before smoke covered everything again, I saw a patch of muddy blue. It was the size of a large lake and I realized it was all that was left of the Pacific Ocean. I recorded the data, adding it to the intricate water map I was making. I was completely caught up in this task of recording and mapping the water on the planet. Once it was done I watched myself lie down on my bunk and close my eyes. And then, in a state of confusion and exhaustion, I stretched out on the couch in the office and finally went to sleep.

			On Friday, I woke in the pre-dawn greyness thinking about my patients and the dreams they’d told me over the years, many of them about water. The lucky ones came to the end of their therapy and surfed or swam through its many forms with ease. They played with dolphins, floated on their backs down rivers with sunlight playing on their closed eyelids; they paddled in the shallows with grandparents or children. The not so lucky ones stood on cliffs and shorelines overwhelmed by the size of the waves coming in, wondering when the next one would rise up and destroy them, or they sank into the murky depths of seas so vast they feared they’d never find their way back to the surface.

			It’s the sea they returned to. Always the sea.

			I thought about my own love affair with the ocean: the heat of the sand on the soles of my feet, sunlight bouncing on my shoulders as I dived, the world hissing and singing when I resurfaced, the ripe, fishy smell of seaweed, the smooth, warm surface of driftwood against the palm of my hand. 

			All those millennia as sea creatures before we crawled onto dry land. 

			I turned on my side and, like a child, imagined my arms turned into fins and my legs merged into something resembling a mermaid’s tail. 

			I slid out of bed, tucked the duvet around Jenny’s back so she wouldn’t get cold, pulled on a sweatshirt and socks and went to my study. 

			All that history in the ocean: the call of the ancestors and the weight of the past. 

			Wave after wave carrying us back. 

			In 2006 a woman came to see me. She’d been recovering from a dreadful car accident. Her legs had been smashed and she was facing the prospect of spending the rest of her life in a wheelchair. Since her accident she’d dreamed she was a dolphin. She described in great detail the barnacle encrusted bottoms of boats gliding above her, the sleek grace of her body, the feel of water against her skin as she played in the surf or swam in deep water. 

			Three years later her husband died of cancer and she’d come to share one last dream: she and her husband swam together in clear blue water, she said, rolling and diving through shoals of angel fish. During his treatment her husband had lost all his hair and in the dream his head was as smooth and waterproof as her own dolphin skin and his skin was the fresh lime-green of new oak leaves. I asked if she’d grown up on the coast. No, she’d said, inland – her childhood had been spent on a farm in Central Otago. 

			Jenny appeared in the doorway of the study, her eyes still puffy from sleep. Her blue silk robe covered matching pyjamas. In the early morning light, the fabric shimmered like water. She rubbed her forehead, ran her fingers through her short dark hair exposing streaks of grey I hadn’t noticed before. 

			‘Sorry, did I wake you?’ 

			She yawned and rolled her shoulders. ‘You were talking in your sleep again.’ 

			I put my pen down and closed my journal. ‘Gobbledygook or something interesting?’

			She came over to the desk and touched my cheek with the back of her hand. A trace of orange and vanilla perfume lingered on her skin from the hand cream she used every night.

			‘Maybe you should take a break,’ she said. ‘I could get a few days off work. We could take the dogs and go up north for a long weekend.’

			I held her hand against the base of my throat. ‘I’m fine, just a bit tired that’s all.’

			She kissed the top of my head. ‘Okay, but any more broken sleep and I’m sending you to the doctor for a check-up.’

			Helene

			Auckland 2016

			Helene pulled the curtains across the three oblong windows that looked out over the garden. All morning the light had been so bright it seemed to burn her unprotected face and stab at her eyes. Even with the curtains drawn, sticky blotches of red and green disrupted her vision, silent but painful explosions of colour that stopped her working. She sat at the piano and spread her fingers above the keys. Her hands and wrists felt swollen, her fingertips numb. She closed her eyes and let her hands fall, producing a series of minor chords, unable to pick out the melody that lay behind the swirling colours jangling in her head. 

			She closed the piano and rested her head on the lid. Words danced in her mind: Cassandra, Casablanca, castanet; elephant, oligarchy, oleander; diamante, diaphanous, discord...

			The phone in the kitchen rang. She stood up too quickly and felt dizzy. She stepped towards the door. Just as the answering service clicked on she collapsed on the floor.

			‘Hey, Sis, it’s me, Jason. Haven’t seen you for a while. Be good to catch up soon. Say hi to David and the boys. Will try again later. Ciao.’

			She lay on the back seat of the car. Her red and green rug had fallen onto the floor. She tried to lift it but it slipped from her fingers and slid under the seat. 

			The doors were locked. Rain burst against the windows. It sounded like someone throwing stones at her. She curled into a tight ball and sucked her thumb. She was cold but soon fell asleep. When she woke again her mother, Anastasia, was back, carrying two large, wet bags of groceries. 

			Anastasia picked her rug up from the floor; flicked it like a tea towel then put it back over Helene’s lap. The wet grocery bags dripped rainwater onto the seat and floor. Icy trickles seeped under her legs and soaked the side of her tartan skirt.

			‘I’m cold, Mama.’

			Anastasia sighed. She got into the driver’s seat and ran her fingers through her wet hair. 

			Helene watched drops of water fall from her mother’s hair onto the shoulders of her orange coat as she turned on the heater then wound the window down a couple of inches.

			A tail of wind crept around Helene’s neck and arms. 

			Anastasia lit a cigarette. 

			‘Mama, it’s cold.’ Helene started to cry.

			Anastasia didn’t turn her head. She took a deep drag on her cigarette. ‘Stop that,’ she said. ‘Just you stop that.’ 

			Helene opened her eyes. She was lying on the living room floor a few feet away from the piano, curled on her side, her head cushioned on her arm and elbow. Her mouth was sticky, her lips bruised. She sat up and looked at the mother-of-pearl clock on the mantelpiece. Three o’clock. How long has she been on the floor? The pain in her eyes had gone and her head was curiously light and blank. Her mind was like a breakfast table someone had come in and cleared while she’d been away, the crumbs gone, the surface wiped, the dishes removed and stacked somewhere out of sight in a room close by. A room she didn’t need to worry about, one she could enter later when she had more focus, more energy.

			When she stood up she realised her skirt was damp. Her hand flew to her mouth and she bit hard on her index finger. Not again, she whispered. No. Not again. 

			She turned and crouched down. A stain of urine was still on the polished wooden floor. Thank heaven Sam and Liam hadn’t come home from school and found her there. 

			What had she had been doing? The curtains were drawn and the piano lid closed – why had she been in here if not to sit at the piano and work? What came back to her was the headache she’d woken up with, the stabbing pain in her eyes and temples, the nausea that came when she went downstairs to make breakfast for David, Sam and Liam and the agony of the bright morning light flooding through the windows. 

			Her headaches were increasingly severe, her vision disturbed by lights and shadows, but Doctor Mercer said they were just migraines, all too common in women her age.

			‘But I’ve had migraines all my life,’ Helene had said at her last consultation two weeks ago. ‘These are – these are different.’

			Doctor Mercer had patted her hand. ‘I’ll increase your medication. Give it three months. If it doesn’t help we’ll send you for tests.’

			Upstairs she showered and changed into clean clothes. She blow-dried her faded auburn hair and pulled it into a ponytail. Her face in the bathroom mirror was pale, her hazel eyes staring back as if she was a stranger. Behind her she saw a shadowed outline. It swooped and settled, morphing into her mother. Anastasia leant against Helene’s bedroom door, smoking a cigarette. Her disappointed voice echoed in Helene’s head: Toughen up. Don’t be such a bloody baby.

			After Anastasia had dropped her at the school gate Helene walked up the concrete path to the playground. Some of the bigger girls were playing on the monkey bars, swinging from rung to rung, their maroon kilts swishing around their thighs and knees. The bell rang. One by one they let go and jumped onto the grass. No one fell over or got hurt. They walked smoothly although their bare legs were flushed with red blotches.

			During sport Mrs Thoady would haul Helene up and tell her to hold onto the bars. 

			‘Now, Helene,’ she’d say, ‘don’t be a baby. Let go one hand and reach out for the next rung. Then just repeat that and swing along to the end, just like Marcia.’

			Marcia was bigger and had stronger arms. She could do forward and backward rolls, handstands, jump on the springboard and leap over the wooden horse in the gymnasium. Helene sought out the library and the music room and avoided the playground. Miss Livingstone let her curl up on the cushions in the corner and read or practise her recorder. 

			Before she followed the other girls into class, Helene went to the toilet block at the end of the corridor. Instead of being wedged open with a small piece of wood as it usually was, the outer door was closed. She put her satchel down on the floor and tried to push it open. The door was shiny and heavy and wouldn’t move. She crossed her legs and pushed again, trying to hold on. She hit the door with the palm of her hand. 

			The hotness ran down her legs and splashed her white socks and polished black shoes.

			She heard a door open and close. 

			She took off her wet knickers and used them to wipe at the puddle on the floor, then rolled them into a soggy ball and put them at the bottom of her bag. Her socks squelched in her shoes as she walked back along the corridor, holding her skirt down with her hand.

			When she refused to take her turn on the monkey bars after lunch Mrs Thoady marched towards her. Helene ran across the asphalt and hid in the long grass at the far edge of the playground. She kicked off her shoes and spread her socks out beside them. They’d been clean this morning and now they were stained and smelly. Anastasia would be cross. 

			She made a nest in the prickly grass, lay on her back and looked at the sky. In the distance she could hear the shrieks and shouts of the other girls playing on the bars. She heard the bell and then it was quiet except for birds chirping and the occasional car driving up the road.

			She closed her eyes. 

			She and Miss Livingstone were playing chopsticks on the piano together. Then they were playing their recorders in the music room while the other children played outside, pretending to be airplanes that swooped and dived. She and Miss Livingstone finished playing and ate cake made from oranges with hundreds and thousands sprinkled on the top. They drank from special cups made from magnolia petals. Miss Livingstone held her hand and, unlike Anastasia, spoke encouragingly to her in a warm, quiet voice. 

			The following morning Helene woke with a clear head. David was still asleep. He lay on his back with one arm flung behind his head, his dark hair crumpled against the white pillowcase. She moved her head carefully from side to side. No pain. No nausea. Even though David was due to fly to Hong Kong at 11am it was going to be a good day.

			She stretched, enjoying the release of tension in her arms and legs. Her hands were a little stiff but, thankfully, yesterday’s numbness had gone. Once she’d dropped the boys at school and David at the airport, she’d do the grocery shopping and go to the plant barn for potting mix. By midday she’d be back home and then have all afternoon  to work.

			In the darkened bedroom with the heavy curtains still drawn so David could sleep for another half hour, she walked across the thick carpet rubbing the pale skin on her arms and shoulders with the palms of her hands, her ankle-length white cotton nightdress swishing against her legs. She moved carefully in the dark, reaching for her dressing gown, brushing her hair back into her usual ponytail. 

			Downstairs, she made breakfast for David, Sam and Liam in the pre-dawn greyness. The freshness of the early morning was soothing. The sky was overcast, the light gentle on her eyes. She hummed a new melody to herself, letting her mind explore its contours and trajectories as she scrambled eggs and put bread in the toaster. She prepared coffee for David, tea for herself and hot chocolate for the boys.

			‘Hurry up,’ she called up the stairs, ‘I have to get your father to the airport by nine o’clock.’

			At the airport drop off, David gave her a hug and kissed her on the forehead. ‘I’ll ring as soon as I’ve checked into the hotel,’ he said.

			‘Once you’re back we should have Jason and Jenny round.’

			David grabbed his bag from the boot. He leant in the passenger window. ‘I’m very fond of Jason but give me a few days to recover first.’

			‘Godspeed,’ she said, and watched until the automatic doors opened and he stepped inside.

			Back home she made coffee and a sandwich and sat at the kitchen table reading the newspaper. Even though it was late April, the weather was still mild and she had the back door open. When she looked up she could see the branches of the birch and poplar trees at the end of the garden moving in the breeze, some of the leaves still green, some beginning to turn brown or gold. She let her mind drift, hoping that, without conscious effort, the melody that had come to her this morning would return and defeat the swarm of images and memories that so often overtook her these days.

			Unwanted images flashed in her mind, draining her energy: her father riding a bicycle and carrying a parcel of fresh fish wrapped in newspaper under one arm; her mother wearing a pleated blue skirt and white sleeveless blouse, teaching the tango to their next door neighbours, first taking the woman’s part then the man’s so the couple could practise the dance properly; she and Jason lying on the dusty warm earth overlooking the river, hoping to spot a brown trout, rather than eels that moved lazily between tree roots; sitting at the piano, playing ‘Moonlight Serenade’ for her father, his eyes hidden behind dark glasses, his left foot tapping in time to the music; lying on the bathroom floor with a towel wrapped around her wrist to stop the blood seeping onto the white tiled floor.

			Now she saw fish, floating belly up in the stream that ran from the back of their current property into the river that had bordered her first home in Nelson. She began to count them. Soon an avalanche of dead fish flowed past her and she started to panic. Then Jason was beside her, collecting the fish, organising them into piles according to type – see, he was saying to her, these are snapper and these are cod, and those ones are hāpuka; all along the riverbank he walked, absorbed in organising and categorising fish. But why are they here, she shouted after him, they don’t belong in the river, they should be in the sea. 

			Her body jerked; her eyes flew open. She was in the kitchen and the phone was ringing. She waited for the answering machine to pick up. If it was Jason, she’d ring him straight back. 

			‘Hi, Mrs Campbell, this is Celia, the School administrator – just a reminder about the parent-teachers meeting tomorrow at 4.30. Thanks.’ 

			In the afternoon she tried to work on her new composition but her hands kept returning to ‘Moonlight Serenade’ and the arrangement she’d played at her father’s memorial service. He taught her to play a simplified version on the piano when she was eleven and she’d been developing arrangements ever since, returning to the sensuous, dreamy sadness of the music again and again. They both preferred it as an instrumental although sometimes her father sang the lyrics to her mother as they danced together in the living room. 

			Her father had played it on the stereo the night her mother returned home from her Churchill Scholarship. It was the only time she remembered seeing them dance in the kitchen. His cheek was resting against hers, his dark glasses protecting his eyes from the glare of the electric lights as they swayed together on the linoleum. Later, when they thought Helene was upstairs getting ready for bed, he told Anastasia what the doctor had said the day before and showed her the sheets of X-rays. A year at most, he’d said in a matter-of-fact tone, and she’d heard her mother’s response: Goodness, darling, as long as that?

			The last time he’d visited the specialist there had been no other patients in the waiting room and the receptionist had come and sat beside her and chatted about her studies. She asked her what she wanted to do when she left school. 

			‘I’m going to study music,’ Helene said. 

			‘Well, good for you.’ The receptionist patted her hand. She stood up, smoothed her skirt and returned to her desk. ‘You know’, she said, ‘I can tell your father’s very proud of you.’ She straightened some files, sharpened a pencil and wound fresh paper into her typewriter. Without looking at Helene, she said, ‘And your mother, when does she return?’

			Helene put her finger in the magazine to mark her place. ‘Tomorrow night.’

			‘Well that’s good now, isn’t it?’ the receptionist said. ‘She’ll be able to look after things from now on.’

			The door opened and her father and the specialist came out. When they said goodbye, the specialist gripped her father’s hand and, instead of shaking it firmly the way men usually did, he held it for a few moments in both of his own as if he didn’t want to let go. A large brown envelope was tucked under her father’s arm. 

			‘Call me any time,’ the specialist said. 

			David rang just after midnight. She’d been standing in the dark with her back to the piano looking out the living room windows, listening to Chopin’s Etude in A Minor on the concert programme. The music and the darkness calmed her and slowed her thoughts. If the music was powerful enough she got a few hours’ respite, and the tightness round her temples eased a little.

			She turned the radio off. ‘How was the flight?’ 

			‘Better than usual,’ David said, ‘there were empty seats so I was able to stretch out and get some sleep. How was your day?’

			‘I worked a little, then some gardening.’

			‘How’s the head?’

			Helene kicked off her shoes and lay on the couch. ‘A headache-free zone today.’

			‘All the same,’ David said, ‘when I get back next week I think we should see a specialist.’

			Helene smiled. ‘What would Dr Mercer say to that? Indulging your wife’s hypochondria?’

			‘He should have referred you months ago, Hel. He’s an old fool.’

			‘He’s looked after me since I was seven.’

			‘Exactly – he treats you like a child.’

			Helene rubbed the faint scars on her wrist against her cheek and changed the subject. ‘So, you have meetings all day tomorrow then?’

			The next afternoon she put on track pants and one of David’s old shirts, took her hat and gardening gloves and went to the back of the garden to pull weeds and sort the last of the bulbs for next spring. It had rained during the night and underneath the trees near the stream the ground was still damp. A mulch of fallen leaves was beginning to form around the base of the trees. A cool, spicy smell rose from the soil. 

			She wondered how full the stream was after the rain and climbed down the slope to check. Even though she hadn’t woken with a headache – the second day in a row without one, and surely that was a good sign – she moved carefully, aware her peripheral vision  was limited.

			On her right a shadow moved. It was the shape of a large cat. She took off her hat and turned to see if it was Molly, the neighbour’s large tabby. The shadow flew at her face. She cried out. Her foot slipped. She tumbled backwards, raising her arms up and out to cushion her fall. The creature clung to her face. She tried to pull it off her eyes and mouth. The back of her head hit a rock. Pain exploded in the base of her skull. 

			She curled over in the shallow water: ‘Moonlight Serenade’ was playing in the bedroom; she crouched in the corner of the bathroom clutching a dark green towel, trying to ride her nausea: her father’s face floated above her, his thin grey hair stuck to his forehead; Jason stood beside him, his face white and doughy as flour. 

			There was blood in the water, the warm metallic taste of it in her mouth. It was impossible to turn over now, her arms and legs were weighted, too heavy to move. She called out to her father but he floated away from her, his eyes closed, his hands folded across his chest. Her lungs filled with water. A final image filled her mind. She was small, three or four years old, sitting on the black sand at Muriwai looking up at her mother’s back. Anastasia was standing in front of the waves; she was a large, dark shadow blocking the sunlight. The sea was a sheet of blue water, its edges embroidered with white foam. 

			Jason

			Two weeks later

			Light rain dampened the shoulders of the two gravediggers shovelling soil back into the opened earth. I zipped up my jacket and put my hands in my pockets. Anastasia’s turquoise and silver ring rolled against my fingers. David had given it to me just before the service. ‘Helene never wore it, you know,’ he said. 

			David’s eyes were red-rimmed; his mouth collapsed in on itself as if, overnight, he’d lost all his teeth. ‘It was too big for her,’ he said. ‘Your mother had hands like a man’s.’

			The chunky triangle of turquoise encased in silver dug into the palm of my hand. Everyone else had gone. Jenny had taken David, Sam, Liam and the others back to the house for afternoon tea. She’d organised everything yesterday, leaving me with nothing to do but to stand with a glass of chardonnay in one hand and a mushroom savoury in the other, listening, as aunts and cousins, friends and neighbours discussed their theories about the cause of Helene’s death. 

			At the inquest the coroner stated accidental drowning, although he questioned David, and Helene’s doctor, at length. Had she complained to them of severe headaches or hallucinations? The autopsy had discovered a tumour on her brain.

			Doctor Mercer’s suit and manners had been formal, his voice calm. The symptoms she’d presented were classic migraine, he said. He’d been treating her for that. Nothing Mrs Campbell said at her last appointment indicated anything was out of the usual.

			David sat with his head in his hands. ‘I should have been there,’ he kept saying, ‘I should have been there.’

			I listened to what little evidence there was of Helene’s state of mind in the weeks before her death. I took notes out of habit, a semblance of detachment and focus, but, in reality, I was holding my breath behind clamped teeth, trying to rein in rising panic. As Doctor Mercer finished his summary of Helene’s medical history I saw a ginger cat curled up in the corner of the room. I dropped my pen and bent to pick it up. My hand was shaking. 

			Jenny squeezed my arm. ‘Are you okay?’ 

			I watched the gravediggers pat down the mound of raised earth with the backs of their shovels. I was trained to listen, especially to what was never said, but all I could hear now was the dull thud of shovels and one of the gravediggers saying to the other, ‘Glad there wasn’t a bloody downpour.’ 

			In my memory, when I went to identify Helene in the morgue, her eyes were wide and staring, although, if I were to go back and check the facts, her lids must have been closed. But that’s how I remembered her. She’d smelt faintly of riverbed and
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