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    To the memory of my dear first wife whose presence in my life inspired me to write the early tales in this collection, and whose influence, even after her untimely death, continued to guide my pen while I completed the collection. 
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About the Tales 
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The tales in this collection speak of birth, death, kings and commoners; love, loss, innocence and corruption; harmony and discord; exploration and discovery; fear, transformation, fulfillment and the seeking of wisdom. Animals talk, rocks live, magic and mystery abound. Some will see only the tale, others will detect an underlying intent, and still others will discover themselves mirrored in their own interpretation. Nothing is quite what it seems and yet what each tale seems to be is all that it is. Readers may wish to reflect on each tale before moving on to the next one.

“Beyond the mirage of appearances lie everything and nothing.” Lemrol-Gan
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A Prompt for Each Tale 
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Clearly, the Tales are allegorical. Each one has a surface story, intended to be dramatic, engaging and easy to follow. Hidden within each surface story, and illustrated by it, is a range of ideas about what we may experience and come to understand as we journey through life. The Tales depict how our understanding at each stage may influence what we do, how we justify our actions and what we may learn from their intended and unintended consequences. Every detail is there for a reason. The various scenes in each Tale depict wider aspects of the main theme or themes being explored.

Allegory enables stories to be open-ended, non-prescriptive, sometimes unresolved. The intention of these Tales is to intrigue, to invite the reader to interpret each Tale according to their own life experience. To first ask the question, "What does each part of this Tale mean to me? To reflect on this and only then to ask, "What did James intend me to understand? Both questions are well worth exploring. A guide to answering the second question is provided at the end of the book in the form of a brief prompt for each Tale, but note, there is more to each Tale than an exclusive focus on the prompt will reveal. It is suggested that the prompt be considered only after, and not before reading the Tale for the first time, and that the Tale might then be read again.
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Biographical Notes 
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Born one of identical twins in Melbourne, Australia in 1942, James Garnham attended a church school between 1948 and 1961, except for a year spent on an uncle's farm in South Australia in 1955. Earlier illness and persistent dyslexia (unknown in those days) saw him labelled intellectually handicapped, but that year of enjoyable on-farm 'learning-by-doing' with his uncle firmly set him on a path of improved scholastic performance. Although studying Science, while at school he began to read widely about world religions, an interest which broadened over subsequent years to include many areas of the Humanities. During the same period, via a BSc Hons (New England 1966) and a PhD (Edinburgh 1969), he established international standing in biological sciences, leading a research group in Edinburgh until 1988, then continuing in New Zealand as a university professor until his retirement in 2018. However, in 1967 at Edinburgh University he met and was captivated by a fellow PhD student. The contrast could hardly have been greater: she an Indian, a Hindu with an ancient cultural background, studying literature and philosophy, and James an Australian, a Christian-educated agnostic from the culturally young New World, studying biological sciences and their applications. Yet from the outset, this meeting of 'opposites' found expression in a deep emotional connectedness and a mutual love of learning which they shared fully until her untimely death early in 1982. Their sharing markedly broadened the compass of James' reading. Together they sought to understand why they had found crossing cultural and religious barriers comparatively easy, when many others find it so difficult. James sought knowledge of different religious and secular world views, directly through sacred and other texts, and indirectly via their myths, fables, tales and parables. He learnt that well-known mythical images can evoke deep feelings of exaltation, joy, amazement, surprise, happiness, contentment, concern, sadness, alarm, panic and terror. He also learnt that reflecting on these images can help us to understand how and why we think and act as we do. Beyond the Mirage: The Tales of Lemrol-Gan are James' attempt to reveal, using myth-like images, some of what he and his late first wife came to understand during their 15-year journey.
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Bruganu and Rabeega 
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In a land not far from here there lies a wide plain, a featureless expanse except for scattered clumps of grass, an occasional tree and a jagged rock lying within a small hollow in the dusty red soil. The air shimmers in the heat, obscuring the junction of earth and sky. Nothing moves. There is no sound. Then a hint of something emerging from the distant haze; imperceptibly at first and then with a quickening sense of urgency storm clouds form, spread, advance. There is a flash of lightning, another, the roaring crack of thunder and the sound of first raindrops hitting dry soil. The storm intensifies, the sky darkens still more and from the bowels of a black swirling cloud a shaft of lightning drives through the deluge towards the earth, striking the rock, showering splinters in a wide circle, the shock of it sending ripples back and forth across the surface of the water which by now fills the hollow. A gust of wind gathers into an eddy around the rock, spiraling higher and stronger in every moment, stirring the water in the hollow, drawing it up until the red muddy liquid bathes the rock from top to bottom. Then, as quickly as it came, the wind subsides, the sky clears and the storm passes.

Now standing in a circular pool of water is an upright figure, no longer rock-jagged, yet with a hint of the original roughness still to be seen in firm contours beneath its red skin. Two eyes survey the surroundings. Bruganu marvels at the colours, the shapes, the movements: yet there is no sound for he has been denied ears, and he cannot move, being still part of the earth of his origin. So, rooted in his place, he may see but not hear or move.

During the storm the heat of the lightning and the swirling vortex of air, water and earth and the substance of the rock splinters all combined to release a spirit in the pool. Rabeega moves with every breath of air passing her surface, glories in hearing through the air the calls of birds and feeling through the ground the tread of animals as they pass, some running, some walking. But she cannot see and unlike Burganu has no form of her own, being shaped by the hollow in which she lies.

Bruganu and Rabeega pass their days in ignorance of each other, the one seeing but not hearing, the other hearing but not seeing, each yearning for something lost yet never possessed – a sense of wholeness, of completion. 

One day in anguish Bruganu cried aloud in a voice all could hear but him, “Can light and sight be all there is?” Rabeega was startled. She did not know where this new sound came from. It seemed to come from within her. She had always been aware of the solid form at her centre, but as it was motionless it seemed to be just a part of the earth
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