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The Housesitter 

  



This is not my usual housesitting gig. I am not sure whether to be pleased or annoyed. Mind 

you, the thing with housesitting is that you were only there for a certain amount of time. This 

housesit would be for a year. 

A year? It is a little longer than usual, but not uncommon. You have to remember that I do 

not housesit in the ordinary sense, in the 21st century world of pampered cats and dogs…. 

Although I do enjoy those times. They are often only for a couple of weeks. The real meat and 

potatoes of my craft is that I housesit in the past, the present and the future; and the 

occasional different realm. Now those are my favourites, although getting to know the rules 

in some of those realms can be challenging. 

Why was this gig unusual? Well, it is a house that had been the centre of a mystery, and it 

seemed that the mystery is close to being solved. People in the 21st century seemed intent on 

finding out who did what to whom; and why. I cannot understand the obsession. The point 

being things happened for a reason and sometimes, well, most times it was better not to find 

out all the details. 

This house was being put ‘on hold’ for a year. The people in the house were given different 

pathways to follow, and that what happened here would happen; but not when it had been 

planned. I know, that is confusing. Time is like that, so let me explain. 

There is to be a murder in this house, a double murder. Two people must go; whatever their 

karma is, whatever they were meant to learn in this time has been completed, and it suits the 

Time Masters to kill them off. Which is all very well. It has happened. They have been killed 

off in the most spectacular way, and nobody could possibly figure it out. 

The Time Masters did not allow for the curiosity of 21st century people. They needed to know 

everything. And if they did not know; they would not give up until they have found out every 

tiny detail. 

The Time Masters thought that they might have a way to deal with the matter. Fortunately, 

time can be bent, it can be put on hold and turned on its head.  

This spectacular murder had happened; the Time Masters were going back in time, and 

putting the two people on a different pathway for a year.  When the Time Masters do this 

sort of thing they have to plan very carefully. Part of this plan is that the house cannot be 

sold, changed in any way, shape or form. It had to be preserved, ready for the two people to 

walk back in the door and pick up the original pathway i.e. going on to be murdered.  

That is when I was called in. I have housesat palaces in China and India; a wooden shack on a 

lake; a suburban townhouse in the 1970’s (that was an eye opener); and for many reasons. 

Some people get me to housesit so that they can reincarnate and come back to their 

property, and that it will be how they left it. There are many reasons why a house sitter is 

required. 

 

 



This one, a little odd, I must admit. A bit creepy knowing that I am ‘holding the fort’ for two 

people who are coming back to die. I cannot let that get in the way of business though. This 

job is a highly paid one. I am one of the few house sitters that are happy to take on the more 

‘interesting’ contracts. 

I did negotiate a strong contract. Yes, I am going to housesit in the late 19th century but that 

does not mean I cannot have some of the home comforts of the present and future 

centuries. 

Oh yes, there are some amazing things in the future; including chocolate that has no calories. 

Not your carob – but your full cream, full sugar chocolate. How did they achieve this? Well, it 

had to do with the cows rather than the production. A very rare cow was found in the 

backblocks of New Zealand (a very cute country to house sit in), and its milk had no calories, 

and when mixed with anything else; negated those calories as well. The cow was cloned; of 

course. The chocolate is divine. I had to have a year’s supply as part of the contract. Am I so 

shallow? Yes. Of course, I am. 

I also made sure that I had my entertainment chip with me – think mobile phone with 3 D 

holographic technology. Although we don’t use the phone part anymore. In fact, if anyone 

has a phone it is unusual. We rather look down on people who use phones, after all we have 

developed our intuition and communication skills beyond technology. It is rather naf to have 

a phone component on your chip. I am loaded with books, movies, documentaries to last at 

least two years, although the plan should be executed (pardon the pun) within the year. 

But one has to be prepared. There is nothing worse than housesitting in the middle of the 

Canadian wilderness – three weeks they said! Three weeks; and it was six months; I ran out 

of everything, and I could not get Ubertime travel to deliver food! Even Uber has it’s limits as 

to where it will travel. 

I am not so happy about the mode of transport. I am used to first class, but it seems this time 

there is not enough in the budget and I have to go by ‘common’ time travel. Which means I 

will get a damp scone and a very weak cup of tea as we go through the time warps. Superior 

travel is so much better, there is gin, ice and tiny cakes. Never mind, this was a totally 

unexpected turn of events. We are all cursing these idiots from the 21st Century who will not 

leave things alone. 

*** 

 

I am packed and ready for the ‘common’ time travel, the station is dirty, and it is time they 

did something about the derelicts that end up on the station steps. They are from all times 

and ages, and somehow lost their tickets, lost their way and all end up ‘stuck’ here. Still, the 

Masters are doing a big sweep up in the next few weeks and sending people back from where 

they came. That will upset a few people in different centuries when their wives and husbands 

turn up! There is a certain irony to time. 



Right… let’s get on with it. How, do I describe time travel. It is like a train, very basic, and this 

one is going back to 18th Century, and I have booked it for London. It will mean having to take 

a carriage out into the country, but that will be fun. Spring fields, lambs, wild flowers and 

cute cottages. One very rarely gets to see that kind of countryside any more. 

I have on my requisite blue linen dress with at least four petticoats, and a bonnet. I do not 

like bonnets; I am more of a beanie girl. But there you go. A beanie in 1810 would not really 

fit in. I have my trunk with all the home comforts and I am ready to move in. 

Of course, it is not spring fields, and wild flowers, it is dirty, foggy, muddy and grey. Not just 

in London, but traveling out of London. It is like one of those dark, mystery novels people 

write; setting the tone for a mishap. I hope there is no mishap for me! Well, of course not, I 

am protected by Time Masters, and I have my insurance policy that guarantees me safe 

return to any time I choose or to my own time. Which I am not sure I remember when that 

was. Bit like changing the colour of your hair, suddenly you forget your true colour. 

I digress, the carriage is really uncomfortable, and the rain is constant. Finally, the carriage 

stops. The iron gates are impressive, and the coachman opens them up and says he will drive 

me right to the door. It’s a long way to be walking in the rain he says; I love him already! And 

there is a huge sum of ‘tynes’ (our time currency) in my handbag ready for him. 

The house is not so impressive; it is dark, and there are oak trees everywhere. Of course, 

there will be oak furniture, and oak panelling and oak staircases. I love oak, but there can be 

too much oak. This is too much oak. Still, it is only a year. 

The door opens, and out swishes a beautiful young woman dressed in pink, a stark contrast 

to the surrounds. Of course, she cannot see me. Why? You ask? Because that will upset 

timelines, I am a house-sitter, which means I sit the house, not the people in it. Although, 

they will be gone shortly. It seems I am a little early and the ‘dramatics’ are still happening to 

set these two on a different pathway for a year. She is screaming, which is not becoming, I 

would like to slap her, but these early  1800’s women are quite the screamers and the drama 

queens. They faint at the slightest thing. This one, is going hell for leather. 

The Coachman looks at me and shrugs – he cannot be seen either. I hand him 100 tynes, and 

he smiles. Waves me goodbye and leaves me to the house of oak. 

I stand on the steps for another few minutes and out comes a rather pointy looking man. 

Pointed chin, pointy head, very thin, and a decidedly pointed nose. He screams just as loudly 

at her. Suddenly, she says ‘I am leaving’ and he says ‘no, I am leaving’. 

Within an hour, two carriages pull up, they each flounce off to their own carriage, and they 

disappear down the pathway. 

The housekeeper sighs a huge sigh of relief, everyone relaxes, and it is suggested that a 

brandy might be in order for all the staff. I think they are quite right.  

 



Over the next few weeks, there is a lot of work going on, furniture is covered and stored, 

Food stores are emptied, stables cleaned and horses sold off or sent to other stables. It has 

been ordered by the family trustees that the house is closed until these two can come to 

some kind of agreement. Of course, everyone is saying that it will never happen, they will 

never agree and the house will fall into disrepair. Which of course it will not, the trustees of 

the house will have workman come in periodically and cleaners etc. Which will be annoying 

for me; but that is part of the agreement. 

My job is to make sure that the house does not change, that nobody comes into the house to 

shift the energies or change the course of time. In one year and one day those two are going 

to come back to those steps, scream at each other, and then events can take place to make 

sure they are murdered, and that there will be no way of finding out how it happened, who 

did it, or why. 

Sounds easy. 

Not so much. The first month is fine, settling in. The cleaners and workman come in for three 

days at the end of each month; the gardeners come three days at the beginning of the 

month, so those six days are always a nuisance. I tend to go up to the tower – and let them 

get on with it. I am tempted to shift some things around, and play some silly time tricks on 

them; but that would not be fair. They have a hard enough job as it is without some bored 

house sitter messing with their heads. 

I have all the things I need to keep me amused. I have a new series of books to read – very 

old fashioned I know, but I could not resist, they are about the life and times of Donald 

Trump, who was a very weird president in t 2017 through to 2040 when he was killed whilst 

riding the most dangerous roller coaster in the world. There has been talk that the ride had 

been sabotaged. Maybe it had, but it did not really matter, his time had come and it seems 

the world was rather relieved that he had passed on. 

It is winter, and I love looking out at the snow. The house is at peace. Not even a mouse has 

put a crumb out of place. I am a strict house sitter and all the rodents know that they are 

welcome to carry on here, but everything has to stay the same. 

Every piece of furniture is still perfectly placed, and every curtain fold is in place.  

Damn… who the hell is that walking up the path? And he can see me? Nooo, that does not 

happen.  

I fly down the stairs to the front door and fling it open before he knocks. ‘You cannot be here, 

and you cannot see me’. To which he replied that he could and he could on both counts.  

‘Why are you here?” I demand.  

‘because I am house sitting up the road and heard you were in the area so I thought I would 

come an introduce myself.’ 

‘That is not how we do things’ I protested; we housesit, and that is that. It is you and the 

house, making sure time stands still or whatever the brief is. What is your brief? 



‘Ah I am housesitting for King and his Mistress, the King knows some of the Time Masters, 

and has done a deal with them regarding spending time with his Mistress.  

‘How does that work’ I ask, now intrigued. 

‘Well, whilst I am at the house time stands still – so the King brings his Mistress there, and 

they can have weeks and weeks of fun, and leave the same day. It is a bit boring though, and 

that is why I have come out for a walk. See the spire over there? That’s me’. 

I had heard that people did do deals with Time Masters, but the price is very high, but then a 

King is a King, I guess he has something the Time Masters might need. 

I suddenly come back to my senses – ‘you cannot come in here, this is one of those murder 

mystery jobs, where the people in the 21st century have nearly cracked the case, and if they 

found out how and why it all happened it would cause world chaos. So, I am house sitting for 

a year – so the man and woman will come back, and be murdered in a different way – and 

that way nobody will know…. ‘ I sort of sputtered it out in one breath. 

He took a step back, he understood completely the seriousness of the situation. 

‘I am so sorry, I don’t think I have caused any wrinkles do you?’ 

I sniffed the air and all seemed well ‘no, I don’t think so.; and I think it will be safe for me to 

walk you back to the gates’. 

A very pleasant walk,  not to be repeated, I do not like walking, but it was the polite thing to 

do, and talking to someone else other than the rodents was a blessing. We agreed we could 

meet for a walk every once in a while, and that would not upset the time fabric. 

Long story short, it has been a pleasant enough housesit, with no major upsets. Suffice that 

some travelling salesman came to the door and saw the house was empty and decided to try 

and force a window so he could stay a night or two in luxury. It was easy to get rid of him; 

blood dripping down the windows is always a good way to frighten them off; and they don’t 

even get inside the house. Very effective, and easy to clean up. 

I received a message this morning – time is up. The pointy man and the pink woman are on 

their way back. The maids, housekeeper and staff will be coming back in. It was time for me 

to go. However, I was asked if I would stay on, just to make sure the murder happened and 

everything went according to plan. This is above and beyond a house sitter pay grade, but I 

have done this kind of work before, and was happy to do so – of course with extra expenses 

and a bonus when the job was complete. 

I stayed out of the way as the house came alive; I am pleased to say there was not a thing out 

of place. The Housekeeper said it looked like the day she left it. Which is high praise indeed. 

The couple were a brother and sister; this I did not know. I had assumed they were lovers, or 

an engaged couple and they had a lover’s tiff. But that was not so, however, the pair of them 

were to kill each other off in a tragic accident/suicide mystery; I am not quite sure how – but 

it was important that nobody could solve it.  



Something to do with stitching them into each other’s bodies… sounds all too Frankenstein 

for me. 

As we know; in the 21st century there is an investigator who has focused on this murder and 

quite unexpectedly has stumbled on how it happened, well nearly. 

What is to happen now; is that Pink Lady and Pointy Man will return, have an argument on 

the steps. The argument is about the house, who it belongs to. Each thinks it belongs to 

them; and both are wrong. This is something that they have just found out, and why they 

have returned. 

There is another person who has a claim on the house. He is an enigma, and neither of these 

two know where he comes from, or where he fits in. It is quite simple; standard soap opera 

stuff; he is the bastard son of the Owner of the house. He has been educated secretly in 

colleges and schools all over Europe. Including the Vatican. He has a penchant for secrets and 

mysteries; and apparent is an excellent alchemist. He has been likened to many men across 

time – and is in line to become a very important man in history. 

His Father could not stand his other two children; and when his wife died giving birth to the 

Pink Girl he left the girl to the maids, and the boy was sent off to school. In other words, 

emotionally abandoned. No wonder the two of them are as they are. 

The Father has died. There has to be a new plan so that the bastard son can come into the 

house, otherwise inheritance laws are strict and these two would have the house, and then 

bastard son could not become important. Then you ask… as I did… how come the 21st century 

person solving the crime could change everything? That is simple – bastard son had to look 

good; had to be the good guy. And he wasn’t. He arranged the first murder. If it is solved, and 

he is found to be guilty (even though he is dead) all his work would be discredited. Work that 

is needed for the future. 

The new murder is to be carefully orchestrated, and although I am not involved, I am an 

observer. 

Finally, the pink girl and the pointy man stop arguing, and are having dinner together. 

Working on a plan to sell the house; divide the money so each of them can lead their own 

lives. It is a painstaking conversation – they are both so selfish. 

 

I sniff the air, and the energy has shifted. It is time. There is a knock at the door; and the 

Butler answers and leads a very tall, exceptionally good-looking man into the house. The 

bastard son arrives – I can tick that off the list. 

 

He is invited to join them for dinner; both brother and sister thinking he is a neighbour or 

someone traveling by and found themselves on the road late in the evening. Pink girl is at her 

flirtatious best. This is by far the most gorgeous man she has seen in a while; and because she 

is getting all this money, she does not have to worry about his financial status – she has 

enough for both. 



The evening is going well, as far as brother and sister are concerned. Dessert is served; very 

simple, but quite delicious. The gentleman remarks on the flavours of the pudding; and pink 

girl says it is mimosa and lemon; made with eggs and sugar. The last spoonful in swallowed, 

plates are cleared. The port is served. Pink girl is staying at the table as it is only the three of 

them. 

The gentleman says it is time for business. I look at the clock – we are on schedule. 

He looks at Pointy man – Bernard’ he says in a deep voice ‘this is my house, I would have you 

leave in the morning’. 

He turns his gaze to Pink Girl ‘Phenella, this is my house, I would have you leave by tomorrow 

afternoon, you have more to pack, so I am happy to give you a little more time’. 

Both start to laugh, thinking this is some joke; which of course it is not. The gentleman puts a 

document on the table. Phenella snatches it and starts to read; and immediately begins to 

wail and have a temper tantrum. 

She passes the letter to Bernard, who decides that it is all too much, and says he will go to 

bed and discuss it in the morning. Bernard glances at Phenella, and gives her a very sharp 

look and flicks he eyes up the stairs. 

She understands, I see the flick of the eyes. They both retire upstairs, and sit in Bernard’s 

room. The discussion is short. Bernard says he does not want a long, drawn out legal battle; 

and it would seem this bastard son is alone, and nobody would miss him. 

Phenella agrees, and they quite cold heartedly plan the gentleman’s demise.  

I can now tick that off the schedule. We are doing well. 

At 4am; Phenella walks across to the Green Guest room and opens the door quietly – there 

has never been a lock on this door, and that is why they chose to put him in this room. 

Nobody will ever know. You are quite right Phenella, nobody will ever know. 

At 4.30am; Bernard walks to the Green Guest room and opens the door quietly. 

The job is nearly complete, I have to oversee the handing over of the house to the gentleman 

and I can be on my way with a nice bonus. I might take a holiday – there is a music festival in 

Glastonbury 2020 that I want to go to.  

In the morning, the gentleman is seated at the dining room table. The Butler answers a knock 

at the door, and shows a solicitor into the dining room. There is kedgeree for breakfast, and 

the solicitor is more than happy to accept a large plateful with strong coffee. The solicitor 

smiles. ‘How did they take it then?” he asks the gentleman. 

‘exactly as we thought’  

‘Ah’ said the solicitor ‘so it is the set of Plan B documents then?’ 

“yes’ said the gentleman with a rather wicked smile. 



‘good, makes it so much easier’. 

Breakfast is finished; I do a time check – and there is a loud scream (I shall be pleased to be 

out of here, so much screaming). 

A tray is heard crashing to the ground. 

The gentleman and the solicitor do not move. 

The Butler comes into the dining room saying that there has been an horrific event. 

Phenella and Bernard have been found dead in the Green Guest Room. 

The solicitor passes a document over to the gentleman, and he signs it. 

‘Well, we had better do something about it then’ says the gentleman ‘and as I am now the 

owner of the house, it is up to me to do that something.’ 

Within an hour, the gentleman and the solicitor are talking to the local policeman. Having a 

solicitor in the house is convenient when someone dies; and also having a doctor in the 

house – because of course, the gentleman is a doctor as well as an alchemist, and other 

things. 

There is not a mark on either of the bodies. They are lying side by side on the bed, covered 

with a green satin coverlet. Their faces are pale (of course, they are dead!). The policeman is 

pleased to allow the gentleman to sign the death certificates – death from natural causes. 

Within the day, the pink girl, and the pointy man are all but forgotten. Their bodies sent to 

the other side of Europe so nobody could dig them up in the 21st century. The staff were 

happy to live without drama and screaming; and they came to love and respect the bastard 

son. He looked after them all, and they would do anything for him; and quite often did. But 

that is another story. 

I can leave. The wrinkle is ironed out. There is no way to find out how they were murdered; 

for of course they were murdered, murder by natural causes. 

Just one thing, very interesting; it seems that the Housekeeper made up the bed in the 

Orange Guest room for the gentleman, she thought he would like the view over the front 

lawn. She wondered for a moment why Phenella and Bernard were in the Green Guest room. 

’Still’ thought the housekeeper’ none so queer as folk’.  

 

 

 



The Last of Her Kind 

  



It seems I am the last of my kind. I find that rather difficult to believe. 

I was living in my rather gorgeous motorhome, I had found a beautiful valley in the middle of 

the King Country, and it seemed the perfect place to stay a while. I think the ‘while’ turned 

into a few years. People laughed at me – I built a small bunker underground and filled it with 

all my favourite things. 

There were boxes and boxes of scotch fingers, packets and packets of coffee; everything I 

could possibly need for a year or two. Except the Bunker had enough to last me 10 years.  

The first year was wonderful, I would order all my groceries via internet, and a rather grand 

supermarket van would come and deliver. I know what the drivers were thinking ‘batshit 

mad, that woman’. But, my money was as good as anyone else’s and I paid the delivery fee. 

The second year I noticed that when I went into town the place was becoming deserted; one 

month the post office disappeared, and then the welfare offices were boarded up. My 

pension still appeared in my bank, and each month I would take it out in cash and put it in 

the safe in the bunker. I was not sure I trusted banks. Everyone had little cards that carried 

their money, and they would swipe the cards to buy what they wanted. 

I could handle internet banking, in fact I rather liked the internet. You could say at times I was 

obsessive. I loved that you could read anything, find out anything. And yes, internet banking 

made sense. I could see it one account, and I could move it to another account or pay a bill. I 

grasped that concept easily. I loved internet shopping. My bunker is full of wondrous things I 

just had to have.  

I think it was two years later that I realized I had not been to town … to get my pension out in 

cash, and that I had not checked my banking balance. Time had seemed to wander past me; I 

was enjoying myself. Crocheting, reading, playing computer games, listening to obscure 

music, and reading the latest conspiracy stories. 

I look back now and the infrastructure was still in place, somehow. I am not sure how, but the 

internet was still working; but when I logged into my bank I noticed that my pension had not 

been paid in months. Not that it mattered, there was so much money in there, if I did not get 

paid ever again I could not spend it all. I had written a children’s book way back in the past; 

and it became a movie, and then a franchise, and everyone was wearing purple Doc Marten’s 

and tweed suits.  

It was very odd, but I did not really care at that stage of my life. I was 105 and had lived long 

past my use by date of 75 years old. I was rather annoyed about that, and that is part of the 

reason I went off by myself.  

I had always been a conspiracy theorist, and I knew that the world would not stay the same, 

and I knew it would be a good thing if I got out of the cities, out into the country where I 

would not be reliant on councils, governments etc. Oh, yes, banking. Well I had taken a 

substantial amount of cash out of the bank; and in my bunker was a leather chest heaving 

with cash. I realized that soon enough the cash would be worth nothing, and my bank 

account would be gone. 



I went shopping one last time – the supermarket I dealt with sent 5 trucks – they double 

checked that I wanted all of this stuff, and I said yes, I have paid you. Now deliver and go. 

Online I shopped until I dropped. Wool, material, crafts, colouring books, pencils, brushes, 

pens. Computer software. New computer. Everything I might possibly need. I rather enjoyed 

myself.  

It all arrived, and thank goodness I had had the bunker extended a couple of months ago in 

anticipation. When the builder came he said he thought I was being a bit ‘over the top’; and 

often think of him…. I know he over charged me; and that was fine. I wonder where he is now 

with his concrete mixer, and Mazda Ute? Am I still ‘over the top’. 

So there I was, in my mobile home; with my bunker, with everything I could ever possibly 

need, and I was not leaving the valley again. That, I had decided. Why I was still alive was 

anybody’s guess, but here I was; and I was going to be comfortable. 

I am not sure about timelines; the internet stopped one day. The news broadcasts had 

stopped many months ago; and the internet chatter was non existent. I had downloaded all 

my books, movies and tv series, so I did not need the internet – I did need power of course. I 

had solar power, I had Tesla, and I had rigged up a generator that used the river flow. Yes, I 

was a bit of a survivalist. I needed my comforts. 

Life was comfortable to say the least. I didn’t miss people, at all.  

Then one day I came out of my bunker; with a few bars of Cadbury chocolate, a jar of coffee 

and some UHT milk.  

A rather odd helicopter was hovering over my home, it landed. 

I could not see who was in the machine, it was all very foggy. Rather too dramatic for my 

liking; why not just show yourself? What did they have to hide? 

I remember sitting down with a strong cup of coffee; and one of these people (if that is the 

word for them) was pointing, and making comments in a rather guttural voice. Another voice 

came out of nowhere – and must have said to stop. A gentle voice, in English told me that I 

was the last one left.  

If I went with them I could go anywhere I wanted, and have anything I wanted. Which was 

ridiculous because I already was where I wanted to be, and I had everything. The gentle voice 

became a little strained, and said there must be something I wanted. 

I answered the voice, with a question ‘what do you want?’ 

This seemed to confuse the voice, and the people (for wont of a better word because they 

were still shapeless forms) muttered amongst themselves.  

‘we want to look at you’ 

I laughed, oh dear, I thought, if that is all they have to do; to look at an old lady, what has the 

world come to? 



Then I realized exactly what the world had come to.  

Now I saw the whole picture; the world was gone as I know it. 

These were not people – as I knew them. The world had moved and evolved without me. I 

was living my conspiracy theory.  

Curiosity got the better of me. I asked where they might take me – and it seemed there was a 

place already prepared; and they would take me, my mobile home, my bunker and the 

surrounding countryside and all I had to do was live my life. 

The Voice asked again, what would I like to do? Not that I had a choice I realized, this was the 

polite part of the process, if I said no – they would take me anyway, lock, stock and bunker.  

I addressed the voice and said I would rather have a house by the sea, with a maid, with a 

chef, and a swimming pool – heated in winter. That I had internet (as it used to be) – because 

they should be clever enough to do that. My list went on and on. Even I thought I was being 

too greedy. I stopped. I had one more request. 

The Voice asked what it was; I asked the Voice if somehow or other the mysteries of the 

world had been solved? I swear the voice giggled – ‘yes of course, we know everything’.  

‘Then I want to be able to see what happened to Princess Diana, and the Bermuda Triangle, 

and how did David Copperfield float across the Grand Canyon? 

It was agreed. 

I woke up. 

I did not realize I had gone to sleep. 

They were very clever. 

Here I was, in a house, on the beach, with wonderful smells coming from the kitchen, and a 

maid laying the table. 

The Voice asked if all was to my liking? Absolutely, it was perfect. 

‘You are the last of your kind’ the Voice said again. 

‘so you keep saying’ I replied  ‘can you tell me how come I am the last of my kind?’ 

‘No’ was the response. 

Just a single word ‘no’. 

‘Can you tell me where you are from?’ I asked thinking that there might have been an alien 

invasion – which would be the logical thing to have happened’. 

‘I am not alien’ the voice said ‘I am part of a completely new race that was activated in 2027’. 

‘activated’ now that was an interesting word. 



The Voice seemed to have decided to indulge me to a certain degree, after all who was I 

going to tell! 

The Voice went on to say that there were some serious weather bombs in 2017 through to 

2019; I remembered those I told the Voice. Very strange weather patterns, and all sorts of 

conspiracy theories about global warming, ice ages and suchlike. Was it global warming? I 

asked. 

‘not at all’ said the Voice ‘ it was labour’. 

Labour? Yes, the earth was in its third trimester of giving birth to itself. It seems the world did 

this from time to time. The Voice said it was  very natural thing, and that the world would 

heave, and thrash and turn itself upside down; and a new civilization would emerge. Last 

time the earth gave birth, the civilisation came out of Africa. 

This time it came out of Europe. This civilisation quietly and thoroughly took over the world. 

Most of the work had been done by those who had been born early to prepare the way – 

these people were the Vatican, the Illuminati, the Rothschilds.  

I could barely believe my ears – ‘so all of those conspiracy theories were right?’. 

‘Yes’  the voice seemed a little lighter, a little more relaxed, more expansive. 

‘It was the preparation time, the world had to be readied for our birth’. 

Ahhh, so the Voice was one of the new civilisation.  

Absolutely it replied. That is why you saw my people as ‘people’ because they actually have 

no particular shape; we do not need shape or form any more. You are the last one of shape 

and form; the last one who eats, does things with her hands, thinks the way you do.  

‘Where did the others go?’ 

‘Gone’. 

‘how did you miss me? How come I stayed alive all this time, and you did not find me?’ 

‘we were not looking; we assumed everyone had passed; and as to why you are still alive – 

that is why you are here, because you should not be alive’. 

Time passed and I enjoyed my life in the house; the chef was amazing – and was one of them, 

not really a person, but for my pleasure he would take the form of Gordon Ramsey and say 

Fuck Off. The Maid asked if she really needed to take this form, I said not at all, she could 

wear pyjamas for all I cared. She was really a ‘drift’ of energy. If I dropped a crumb, or spilled 

a drop – it all drifted away. 

I was ecstatic. I had the answered to all the mysteries – yes Diana was murdered, but who by 

was such a shock OMG? Why didn’t I think of that? I found out who murdered who; and who 

caused what. Revelation after revelation. 

The Voice was amused.  



We had gotten into a routine where I would sit on the verandah watching the sea smoking a 

cigar, with a glass of champagne (they did a good champagne) and the Voice would ask me 

questions. I would ask the Voice questions – if I got too close it just said ‘N0’. 

I asked where I was? I figured I was in a zoo somewhere, or on a laboratory bench with my 

little world under a microscope? 

‘No’ said the Voice ‘that would be disrespectful, you are where you are – in this place you 

asked for’. 

Days and nights drifted by. It was truly a good life; yet I was feeling weary. Not sick, or tired 

for physically I was well; but weary of this way of life; and I realized that it would soon be 

time to pass, and there would be none of me left. 

The Voice seemed to understand. There was a flurry of visitors to my house on the beach. 

Energies flying through taking samples, watching and recording. Yet they were not intrusive. 

The Voice came to talk. The Voice had news. 

‘We know why you survived’ 

‘really?’ I was shocked. 

‘Yes, it seems that your diet is the key. A certain thing called a Scotch Finger’. 

I laughed so loud, there were tears in my eyes ‘do you realize that I have been eating those 

every day since I was 60’. 

‘Exactly’ said the Voice  

‘you mean there is no fountain of youth? No spells or rituals to make us young? But that a 

simple Arnott’s Scotch Finger is the key to longevity?’ 

‘absolutely; said the voice ‘ the combination of ingredients, and your enjoyment and tradition 

of having them every morning, has given you this longevity.’ 

‘I thought of all those people who had laughed at my penchant for scotch fingers; and the 

comments when I bought two years supply at one time…. If only they could see me now’. 

But they can’t; because they did not eat scotch fingers. 

I did. 

The next morning, there were two scotch fingers on my plate, with a cup of Moccono coffee, 

made with fresh, steamed milk. I turned to the Chef who had decided he would be Marco 

Pierre White today and asked for a bowl of porridge. 

I am the last of my kind. 

I am giving up Scotch Fingers. 

 

 



The Star Woman 
  



I am not sure what I am doing here. This is a very strange place to be. I know that 

incarnations are usually started with birth, being a helpless baby and having to go through 

the whole growing process. It was annoying, and sometimes as children souls became very 

impatient, and the children they were became inpatient, naughtier and uncontrollable. These 

souls usually had picked weak parents, and it did them no good. They needed disciplined 

parents who could handle them, and give them the boundaries they needed not to protect 

them, but to protect the world from them! 

All this is going through my mind and a million heartbeats a second. I am an adult, I have not 

been a baby. I am just here. I cannot find in my mind how this happened. I have no blueprint 

in my head of my life plan. I know in past incarnations I have had the blueprint, and often 

referred to it as I grew through baby stages and childhood and torrid teenage years, it is 

always there to get back on track, to remind me of what I am here to achieve. I cannot see it. 

I am panicking. I know that I must not panic. Stop. Breath.  

Open my eyes, yes, a good place to start. Slowly, it could be very light. No, it is quite dark, 

there are curtains, I am lying down. What is that beeping? There are red and blue lights, 

square boxes with lines, and a dull light coming from outside the room. 

What is that? It is a woman, she is smoothing back my hair, telling me all is well, that I have 

been asleep for many days. How could that be? That was not in my blueprint, that was not 

my soul plan. Why have I been asleep? That only happens when we prepare our souls for an 

incarnation, or to journey to another realm. Sleep is how we infuse the energy into our being, 

how we take form. Have I missed something? Am I back home? I cannot be, I am in human 

form. I don’t feel human. I look human, but I feel ‘soul’. I should only feel soul in the realms, 

not here. 

I want to panic again, my heart is fluttering, my breathing is shallow and irregular. But she is 

not worried, she is not even noticing it, why? Can’t she see I am not well. She is telling me 

everything will be fine, that my body has healed well, and now I am awake that I can begin 

getting well enough to go home. But where is home? If I am still in my incarnation then I am 

in the Earth realm, do they want me to go to my home realm? How do they know about it? 

Has something changed. 

I am panicking again, I am crying. The tears are full of salt, its burning my skin. I feel so 

sensitive, so fragile, even where she brushed the hair from my forehead it hurts. She is 

coming back, don’t touch me, please don’t touch me. She has water, I am not sure, no don’t 

give me water. Just leave me, go away. I’m sliding back down again, just don’t touch me. 

Who is this by my side? He seems to be very concerned, but I have no idea who you are? Do 

you know me? Can you tell me why I am incarnated as an adult? Why have I not been a child? 

What is he saying? That of course I have been a child, and my parents are outside, that I have 

had an accident? And what do I mean – incarnated, what nonsense, come back to me 

darling? I am his darling?  

Should I look at him? Yes, that might remind me, might give me focus. Well he is not from my 

star family, he is not a soul I recognize, and yet I must know him or I would not have planned 



to incarnate with him. Why have I forgotten the plan? This is all very strange. The Masters 

have never said anything about this kind of thing. I feel disconnected from this body. I don’t 

know it. What? Oh yes, the man calling me darling, asking me if I remember. 

Yes, I remember, I remember getting ready to incarnate, and being excited about this 

particular life, and what I was going to achieve. And now I am here. I did not have a 

childhood, I have incarnated as an adult, and that is not right. 

What does he mean that is nonsense? He asked me a question and I answered, do they not 

tell the truth in this realm, do I need to be on my guard. Perhaps I have fallen into a different 

realm. But I am sure we had it all planned, my soul sisters and I. We were going to be 

Mothers, and live near each other, and help each other achieve our dreams of experiencing 

Motherhood.  

There was an accident? He is talking at me, not to me. He is quite frustrated, his face is all 

twisted, it is not pleasant to look at, and his soul is not pleasant. I can see it. Why did I 

connect with this soul? I cannot remember the plan. 

I will listen. The Masters always said if things were not right, to listen to what is around you. I 

shall listen. He is saying that I rolled the Jeep, but that the girls are ok, they were strapped in. 

Who are the girls? 

He is rolling his eyes at the woman in the blue dress, she is telling him that this is normal, that 

I have amnesia, and that I cannot remember my daughters or him. It does not seem to make 

a difference to him, he has no empathy with me.  

I’m drifting back down again, I want to stay but I cannot stay, I need to go and heal in my 

world it seems. The Master is talking to me, Oh how wonderful, a voice that cares, a voice 

that is familiar. Yes, I shall come home for now, I shall heal. I shall come and remember the 

plan. 

I can feel myself drifting into the healing waters, I can feel a physical jolt, the man has my 

hand, he is squeezing it tight, telling me to come back right now. I open my eyes, and there 

are other people beside him, adults, older. The woman is upset and she is touching his hand 

– telling him to not be so rough; he is shrugging her off saying that all I need is to be told to 

come back, to understand that it is not my time to go. It is a critical stage of his life, he cannot 

look after two girls and reach his goals.  

I am letting myself slip into the healing waters, I don’t feel his hand anymore, I am free of 

that place. I am adrift amidst colour and energy. My body is being infused with an indigo 

blue. I recognize this energy, it is the deepest of healing. 

 I love the sense of it deep in my bones; layer upon layer, seeping into all the cracks. My 

mind, I cannot remember though. Master, where are you? I cannot remember the plan. 

Yellow, ahhh yellow for my soul, suffusing the very core of my being, the body has healed, 

the cracks are filled, bruised tissue is whole.  

Yes Master, the yellow, it will repair the links between my soul and this body. Yes, I see. I do 

see! The plan, and such a beautiful plan. 



My sisters and I had planned this for so many centuries, we had gone through dozens of 

incarnations, preparing for the ultimate incarnation of Motherhood.  

You could not just become a mother, the Master said that to have the care of child’s soul was 

extraordinary, and so Mothers had to experience extraordinary incarnations. My three sisters 

and I experienced everything the master put our way. Every incarnation bought something to 

our soul, and evolved our souls even if we had absolutely no idea of it at the time. 

There were times we came out of incarnations and cried at the Master’s feet and asked why? 

And he would say – you want to be Mothers; that is why.  

We would get up, prepare for the next incarnation, trusting the Master. 

Not all incarnations were difficult, many were wondrous, beautiful and beyond words. The 

incarnations were not just here on earth, but in other star realms, and we experienced pro-

creation many times. But it was on Earth that the most amazing experience of birth was to be 

had. It was very different to the refined processes of other galaxies and realms. It was real, it 

was visceral and it was messy by all accounts. Every soul wanted this experience, but very few 

were able to have it.  

That may surprise you, but Earth had such a limited number of incarnations at any one time. 

Compared to other realms it was so small. 

My sisters and I decided we would come into the world at different times, so that we were at 

varying stages of Motherhood. I was to come third. I cannot give you our soul names, but as 

we incarnated, Janet was first, and had one child, living in the city, and travelling a great deal; 

some years later Anna was incarnated and had a very large family, lived in the country and 

was what they call an Earth Mother in this place. I came next with two children – daughters; 

and Frith was to come into our lives when my daughters were 9 and 10 years old.  

The plan was beautiful and perfect, it would unfold exactly as we had planned it; many 

discussions with the Master were necessary and a great deal of learning, meditating, and 

visualizing was needed. For when we incarnated we would not know where we were from. 

We would have no memory or awareness other than that when we met each other there 

would be a ‘knowing’, an attraction and a need to be together. 

Janet, Anna and myself incarnated. Our plan was perfect, we all met how we should meet via 

Janet. She was the centre of the web. Anna and I went to university, and we became great 

friends, and ended up working together at the same company, and this is where we met 

Janet. A very formidable woman indeed! But we loved her, she looked out for us. And there is 

nothing more to say about this other than the plan worked, the vision was playing out, and 

we all three had the most wonderful lives. 

 

Janet was a widow, she had the most amazing man in her life and it ended very quickly, she 

had lovers, but she chose not to marry or commit in her life again. She was dedicated to her 

daughter Marnie, and to the job. That is how it was. She guided us girls through the 

corporate maze, and we both became successful. 



We found delightful men, and we married. There are photographs of each other in each 

other’s homes, all together, smiling, happy, a froth of veils and pink candy floss hats, lace and 

silk. If we three had been able to see how the incarnation was working – we would have been 

delighted. But of course, we were not aware of all the planning, and we were not aware of 

our soul families.  

I gave birth to two daughters, the most glorious experience, yes, I remember Master I see all 

of this. But is that where I have been? 

Yes, I am telling the story of how I came here, what has gone wrong? Because I cannot 

connect the man talking at me, the woman crying and all that is going on around me to that 

plan? 

An orange colour swirls around me, different from the yellow, more intense, more about my 

soul. There is a great deal of work going on around me. I can see members of my soul family 

in their true state. Some I feel I have not seen for such a long time. But am I meant to be 

seeing them now? It does not feel like it. I feel in a place that is neither here nor there. 

A voice tells me to allow the orange to do its work, and from the orange, comes red, and 

green, and blue. They are tiny delicate energies emanating from the hands of my soul family. 

In earth realm you could compare it to surgeons gathered around an operating table. 

What happened Master? 

There is silence. 

I am told gently to open my eyes. 

It is cold, harsh glaring. This is not the soft, gentle lights of our soul realm… where am I. I look 

into those dark eyes again, demanding that I wake up, and pull myself together, there is 

nothing physically wrong with me, come on!  

I see the crying woman bend over the man and whisper once again in his ear. That the 

doctors do not know why I am as I am, that although there is no physical reason for my 

condition, there does seems to be something seriously wrong, give her time. 

‘I don’t have time’ the man mutters ‘I am supposed to be flying overseas in three days, who is 

going to look after Lottie and Emma? ‘ 

The crying woman tries to say something to the effect that would it not be a good idea to 

cancel the trip. And the man explodes, and small, flying splashes of spit land on everyone, 

and it seems to burn her skin in particular. ‘No, I have worked too hard, and too long, this is 

it, this is when it all happens, I will not cancel’. 

These beings are very lumpy Master, that is the only word for it. I have been in an earth 

incarnation before, to get used to being in this realm. And their bodies are lumpy, and very 

difficult to move in. If I was incarnated and in the state of unawareness it would be easy, you 

just become what you are. 

But to be a soul, and find yourself in a body, is not comfortable.  



Yes.. Master.. I understand. 

I will come with you, gladly. 

The process of leaving the body is not difficult, and it will not die. But for the Master to 

explain I must come home. He has tried everything to put me back where I am supposed to 

be, but he has concerns. 

I sit with him in the purple chamber, it is my favourite place and he knows this. It is where I 

am most comfortable. The Master explains that the vision and plan worked, and that all 

evolved as it should. 

However, it seemed that the man I chose to be the father of my children had some flaws, and 

this does happen. Incarnations cannot always be perfect, there is usually some price to pay or 

a lesson to learn. Mine was the ultimate lesson of protecting my children, learning what 

extent a mother would go to in protecting her own. 

Master, I see .. he is showing me a happy marriage, an ambitious man, but a possessive man 

who could not believe how lucky he was to have a wife who was beautiful, clever and came 

from a good background. At the beginning all was well, and only started to fall apart after 

Lottie was born.  

I thought I was just tired, and over sensitive, and that yes, I should pay more attention to my 

husband, and that I should support his career, for after all he was the provider. I gave up all 

of my interests, and became a housewife in every sense of the word. I also fell pregnant with 

another child and hence Emma came into the world, and I loved them both to distraction. To 

those outside of the family  it appeared I was the perfect Mother and he the perfect Father. 

Behind closed doors things were different, and the dark shadows were gathering. I confided 

in my sisters and plans had been put in place for me to take the children and start life afresh. 

It would be hard, but it had to be done to protect my children. For all my husband had not 

touched them as yet, or hurt them physically he was very demanding of them, very strict and 

would not countenance playing, loving or affection.  

Ah Master… I see. 

This day had been the day. He had come home and sat down demanding that I do not see 

Janet and Anna whilst he was overseas. I was seeing too much of them, he did not like our 

children playing with Anna’s children. They were too free, too wayward. And whilst he was 

away he preferred I only went to school with the children and to be at home. We did not 

need to go out – we had a pool, we had everything we needed right here at home. 

Apparently, I had protested and loudly, which was unusual for me in this incarnation, and he 

shoved me. I went cold. 

Yes Master, I can see… I waited until he left, and called Anna and Janet, and the plan went 

into action. This was the day I would leave and never live with him again. Anna had plenty of 

space in her sprawling farm house, and enough dogs and men around to keep me safe. She 

had left the corporate world a very wealthy woman, and married a wonderful man, who 



hunted, fished and was the earth father himself. They were perfect together. My girls loved 

their children like brothers and sisters, and of course because we were all the same soul 

family. 

So how master does it come about that my husband was not from my soul family?  

I see Master, it was a contract from a long time ago, in a realm far beyond the ken of this 

world. And this soul and I had lessons to learn, but it was difficult, and both of our 

incarnations struggled in that particular world, and we were lost totally and utterly. We had a 

choice, we always do; if an incarnation becomes too much we can leave it, but it must always 

be repeated at a different space, time and realm. And we both agreed to leave that particular 

incarnation. The purpose was to bring the two families together, but it did not work. We 

were so different.  I see Master, this was the incarnation we tried again. And the incarnation 

where I learned about protection of souls. 

I see Master. 

And I left the house, and picked up the girls, they were excited as I said we were going to 

Anna’s for a while, for a few weeks, maybe even months. We were all laughing and the girls 

were ecstatic.  

I looked in the rear view mirror to see my husband’s car behind us, he was gesturing to pull 

over. How did he know? How did he find me? That was not important right this minute, and 

the plan had been not to stop until I got to Anna’s. Not for a minute. She was expecting us, 

and it was only 20 minutes away. Stay in the car, keep driving, get the girls to safety, he is 

angry, he is more than angry…. Keep driving. 

There was an explosion. And here I am Master in the purple room with you. I know that the 

lumpy body is down there with all of those people. The crying woman is my husband’s 

mother? And the man is my husband? And the children… they are fine, they were strapped 

in.  

Anna came and got them from the scene of the accident. Hers was the last number on my 

phone with a text – and the police had called her. It was unusual as they should have called 

my husband, but for some reason the policewoman was very wary of the angry man hovering 

over his wife’s body, nothing seemed right. Thank you Master for her. 

She is Frith? Oh yes, I saw her in the corridor, her name badge, the look in her eyes as I was 

wheeled past her. She knows me. She is my sister? 

I see Master, and now what do I do? This is not usual is it. 

Yes Master, I understand, my time in this world is not done, I have fulfilled the destiny of the 

soul connection with my husband. He and his soul group will never be able to be aligned with 

ours. We can live in peace and harmony anywhere in the realms, but we cannot join together 

and be any more that what we are individually. I understand. 

I have learned my lesson of protecting children, of being a Mother.  

What now?  



Yes Master, I understand.  I have become ‘aware’ that if I go back to that body, and awake, I 

will remember this conversation with you, I will remember the vision, and I will awake with all 

the powers and intuition of a Star Woman.  

Master? That is what you want to happen? To return to the earth realm as a Star Woman in 

human form?  

TO be aware of all of this, to wake up and know all of this, all of who I am in all the ages, 

incarnations and realms past? 

It will not be easy, but I will have all of who I am and my sisters.  

Is the world ready for a Star Woman? 

Well, it would just have to get used to it the Master whispers. 

She did not open her eyes straight away, she listened to the mutterings of her husband, and 

the weeping of the crying woman. She heard a rustle and tap tap tap of high heels. She knew 

this was Janet, and behind her a swish of cotton and a gentle footstep and this was Anna. 

They came to either side of her, they would have no idea who she truly was or who they 

were. It did not matter, they were here, they inherently understood. 

Her eyes flew open, and she was looking into the dark grey, stormy eyes of her husband. 

‘See, I knew she was bluffing, she has just been lying there trying to scare us all’. 

‘Morris, no I have not, I have just woken up’ although as she spoke she had to restrain herself 

from using all of her power in that moment to destroy him. She realised she had to be 

careful. 

The policewoman walked in and asked everyone to clear the room; but Anna and Janet 

insisted on saying, and she said it was alright. They filled the policewoman in on what had 

happened. Her name was Frith, and she said she would do her best to get me to Anna’s. 

Frith sent everyone home. Morris thought that everyone had gone home. But the doctors 

and Frith had a conversation, and they all agreed on a plan.  

Frith is coming back to the bed, I see who she is, she does not recognize me, that is ok. She is 

asking me if I know what happened. 

I am telling her I had called Anna and Janet, that the time had come, he had shoved me, he 

had wanted me to stay home. I told her I packed, picked up the girls, texted Anna that I was 

coming as per the plan, and then saw him in the rear vision mirror. 

Frith is saying that I did not pull over when Morris indicated I should, and that Morris 

speeded up and bumped my car, which put it into a spin. He is denying it Frith is saying, but 

there are witnesses. And damage to the bumper that could not have happened when the car 

rolled.  

Are Lottie and Emma ok? I am assured they are with Anna’s family and everyone at the farm 

knows not to let Morris through the gate.  



Anna is helping me out of bed. I thought I was staying overnight?  

Janet is laughing and saying that is what Frith wants Morris to think, and before I know it, I 

am in Janet’s Mercedes with Anna in her Jeep, and Frith in a police car following me to the 

farm. 

My children run up to me, I see their souls. Oh, this is something we do not get to see, well 

very rarely when we incarnate. We see glimpses, but then we are not aware of what that 

spark is. But I see all of their souls – everyone’s. 

I am a Star Woman, and this is my soul family.  

Yes Master, I quite understand, it seems the world may well be ready for an incarnated aware 

Star Woman. 

  



THE RED LEATHER 

CHAISE 
  



 

Everyone was in their own little world. The children in their rooms immersed in ipads and 

imacs; her husband watching conspiracy documentaries; the Youtube series was burning up 

the bandwidth, he just increased it! She sat on her red leather chaise couch. She loved it; it 

was her reward for working hard. The children were old enough not to scratch and spill on it; 

the dog knew better than to even look as if he was putting a paw on it. 

She had a glass of a Hawkes Bay red, and was at peace with the world. She stroked the couch, 

and in her head she heard her Grandma say ‘beautiful’ in her rich, Welsh voice. She said it in 

a way that it came out ‘bee-u-t-full’ in syllables as if it were four words, not one. Her grandma 

would have loved this couch. She remembered the last time she hear her say that word. They 

were sitting on a rock wall, looking across the valley at sunset; a misty, winter twilight; 

cottages puffing smoke, mixed with Grandma’s John Player Special cigarette – her treat.  

Grandma had sighed the word… beautiful, and then turned and said ‘magic is leaking out of 

the world; moments like these bring magic back; make magic cariad’. She had tried to do that 

by making sure the children believed in Santa until they were 10 years old at least, and 

created birthday parties, and told them the old Welsh fairy tales. She had to admit magic was 

leaking out of the world. At least the red leather chaise bought a little bit back into her life. 

She heard a sound like a laugh accompanied with tinkling as if someone was toasting with 

crystal glasses. She looked behind her through the kitchen to the back door. Something made 

her get up, and she went through the kitchen (recently modernised) and opened the back 

door. The sound came again from beyond the vegie patch; well it wasn’t a vegie patch really 

although the asparagus seemed to grow amazingly well with no attention. 

She saw a light shining, phosphorous, she slipped on her Crocs and set her glass down on the 

step and stepped down into the garden. The Full Moon with the Southern Cross seemed to 

be painted on a canvas. Her struggling Totara tree stark against the moon. But just beyond 

the pumpkins was a gleam, a light. 

She moved towards it. There seemed to be a rip or a tear in the canvas of the night, and light 

spilled out from it. There was the noise of light conversation and laughter. She put her hand 

out to touch the painted night mural – but it was real. And the tear was real. 

She bent over and peered through the rent in the ether, her eyes widened in surprise;  

She blinked, and looked again.  A smile transformed her face and she sighed….. ‘‘bee-u-t-full’. 

  



  Every night since she had looked into the tear in the ether she had been tempted to go 

back. Several times a night she would glance to the back door. Her husband had noticed it 

and asked what was wrong; she shrugged it off and said she thought she heard a cat.  

It was Saturday night, 4 nights since she had slipped on her crocs. She was so tempted; once 

again he was up in the study watching something to do with a weather bomb conspiracy. 

Both the children were parked up in their rooms with dvds and games. Once again she found 

herself alone, on the red leather chaise. She heard the soft voices with the sing song lilt and 

she knew the light would be spilling out from the tear. She didn’t see people when she 

looked, but swirling energy, light and she heard music, laughter and conversation. She knew 

that if she stepped through she would see more clearly what was on the other side of this 

midnight canvas. 

She had on her jeans, a sweatshirt with a poodle on it, with spots where diamante had 

glistened; an old cardigan that her auntie had knitted, it was beige, and quite ugly but oh so 

warm. Not really what you would wear for socializing. But she could not go up to the 

bedroom and change, he husband would hear her, and want to know why she was dressing 

up. He would think it was for him, and that she wanted sex. That was the last thing she 

wanted right this minute. She reached over to her handbag and found her Dior perfume 

(another indulgence, her Grandmother said you should always have the best of perfume, 

chocolates and underwear) and sprayed herself liberally; she got out the cherryripe lipstick 

from the $2.00 shop, cheap but the best colour and applied a coat to her lips. A brush of 

mineral powder and she felt at least half decent. 

The back door beckoned, and she answered the call. It creaked as she opened it; she quickly 

shut it behind her. She slipped on her crocs and saw the tear shining brighter than ever; she 

almost scurried down the garden and dropped to her knees and looked into the tear. The 

colours swirled and she heard the voices; and there was singing this time. A tear sprang to 

her eyes, it was the sweetest voice. 

She stayed where she was for longer than last time; and she was right the colours stilled and 

stopped swirling; the mists  cleared and shapes appeared. Ladies in flowing gowns, very 

simple, but with intricate embroidery. They looked like something from an Arthurian novel; 

long sleeves with tiny bells and charms at the tips. Beautiful fingerless gloves edged in gold 

and silver. The men most elegant in what seemed like stovepipe trousers, tight fitting with 

shirts of the finest linen casually worn. Suddenly one of the women turned and looked her 

right in the eyes, and smiled. She held out her hand and said ‘you are Gwen’s granddaughter, 

we have been waiting for you, come, join us’. 

She stumbled over her words and said she could not join them, she had on old clothes and 

her crocs. The woman laughed and said that she did not know what crocs were but that she 

could certainly remedy the issue of clothes. 

 

 



The vision in front of her changed. Behind the woman was a room with a standing mirror; it 

seemed a little distorted but she realised it was polished silver not a glass mirror. There were 

chests and trunks with dresses and fabric spilling from them. It reminded her of her 

daughter’s room, quite messy! The woman held out her hand once again, and this time she 

took it, and she went through the tear into the room. 

The woman laughed with such a beautiful timbre it sent shivers down her spine. ‘Now I think 

midnight blue for you’ as she handed her the deepest blue velvet dress; then she handed her 

blue slippers embroidered with silver moons; a silver chain belt with charms of moons and 

starts; the most delicate fingerless gloves. She sighed over the gloves and the woman said 

they were the finest lace spun on spring mornings by the best lace makers. 

It all fitted perfectly. The woman brushed out her hair; and inhaled. ‘I like the perfume you 

are using, it is wonderful. What flower is it?’ Of course in this time perfume would be oils and 

waters. She tried to remember the notes of Dior and said it was ylang ylang with cinnamon 

and hints of gardenia. The woman seemed satisfied. She bid her do a twirl! The skirt flared 

out around her ankles, sweeping the floor. 

‘I think you are quite presentable’ and she realised this was high praise indeed from this 

woman who was quintessentially gorgeous.  

It was as if a screen dropped and the scene changed immediately and she was in the middle 

of the most colourful party she had ever seen. Well she assumed it was a party. There was a 

lot of food and drink. The room seemed to have no limits, everywhere she looked and 

beyond was more food, more people, music and entertainers. She remembered the phrase ‘a 

riot of colour’ and felt that described this perfectly. 

Before she could take it all in the woman grabbed her hand and spun her around and said to 

everyone ‘I present to you Gwen’s granddaughter’, now make her welcome. 

She forgot time, and she forgot the children; she forgot her husband and his conspiracy 

theories; she forgot work and she forgot the red leather chaise.  

 There was a ripple of conversation around the table. The woman stood up and raised her 

glass. It was ruby red crystal, of the style of old Russia, she had found it once in the upper 

world and it was one of her favourite things. She did not use if often, but this was an 

important occasion. 

She turned and looked directly at Gwen’s granddaughter; ‘you have been with us for nearly a 

whole moon phase; today the Moon waxes into its fullest. Today is the day you have to 

decide to stay or go’. 

It was so sudden; she had no idea time had passed so quickly or so slowly. It had seemed 

such a wonderful flow of seeing and doing wonderful things. Walking in deep forests; riding 

like the wind; talking with magnificent conversationalists. Feeling alive, feeling a part of the 

fabric of this world. She looked into the other woman’s eyes and held them for a moment. 

The woman beckoned her and they left the grand dining hall together. 

 



The woman led her to the highest tower in the city and cast her hand across the scene. ‘Well 

Gwen’s granddaughter, what are we to do?’ 

The first thing she realised is she did not know this woman’s name; in fact she did not know 

anyone’s name; and they did not know hers. How could that be? Everyone seemed to know 

everyone without naming them. ‘I need to know your name before I even start to make a 

decision’. The woman smiled, and said that indeed she must be ready to make a decision if 

she was asking such a question. ‘all of them have asked my name at some point, and when 

they know it – if they stay it does not matter; and if they leave they never forget it’.  

‘My name is Arianrhod, Queen of the Silver Wheel, I am the Welsh Goddess of the Moon and 

this palace is the Aurora Borealis. This is where you have lived these past 28 days. We count 

the nights rather than the days, it is the way with us.’ 

She was not sure what to say next, but she did not need to speak… Arianrhod continued ‘we 

have watched you since you were a young girl, your grandmother is much respected here in 

this world and was revered in your world. You carry something special that she also carried. 

You carry the magic, and that is very rare. We have seen you live a life that is ordinary; and 

we have seen you try and bring magic to the lives of those around you, although you may not 

have realised what you were trying to do.  

Your time of being a Maid is passed of course; in that time as a Maid your Grandmother saw 

you had the magic, and she passed hers to you on her passing to the Summerlands. I was 

with you on that wall all those years ago. It was a time that you could have come to us; but 

your Grandmother wanted you to have the choice and so we honoured her wish. 

You came into the time of being a Mother, nurturing your children and being a wife. Being a 

woman who has worked, who has done all that she should, and all that she can. Your children 

are independent.’….  

She opened her mouth to protest but Arianrhod raised her hand ‘in time gone past your 

children would have been able to fend for themselves, to hunt, fish and build shelter. In this 

modern world they can navigate their pathway now; they do not need you. You have given 

them all the knowledge you have, their pathways are now for them to choose. They will be 

successful without you, that we can assure you. So do not make this decision based on the 

fact that you think your children need you, they do not.’ 

She continued ‘I know what you are going to say next, that your husband is here. But is he? 

We have seen you curled up on a red leather chaise staring out of the back door towards us 

night after night. When has he come down to sit with you? When has he come to converse 

with you? To love you? In these last 28 days have you missed him? Have you missed your 

life? You have been true to yourself; treated as an individual. The next step is more 

wonderful, is more of an adventure, and so listen carefully.’ 

 

 



‘If you stay with us, you will learn the magic of this place; you will learn how to use it. And yes 

you can use it in the other world to help your children, husband and friends if you choose. 

You may choose to use it to help save their world. There are many forms of magic for you to 

discover and use. If you choose to stay then everything of this world will be available to you.  

So far you have not taken a lover. That is only allowed when one is committed to this place, 

as to have a lover here and return to the upper world is dangerous. Part of one’s mind is 

always in the other place. So it is something we are careful about. This is a world of magic, 

but also of love, philosophy, goodness and our quest is to make sure that magic stays in the 

world.’ 

‘If you choose to leave, and go back to the world and your red leather chaise; your children 

and husband you will not remember this time at all. But you will remember my name. You 

will lose what little magic your Grandmother left you, and what you hold in within yourself. 

You will be just you, with a memory of the name Arianrhod. 

‘it is your choice, and the moon is high. You have an hour. Go back through the tear. If you 

choose to return, come back to the tear at High Moon.’  

And with that she was suddenly standing at the tear and stepping through into the vegetable 

garden. 

Tears glistened at the corner of her eyes. She remembered every moment of the last 28 days. 

She walked into the house. She crept up the stairs to hear her son laughing with a friend over 

the latest War game; and her daughter was tapping away at Facebook on the ipad. She went 

silently to the study door; and opened it gently; her husband looked up and said ‘hey there, 

are you making coffee? Would love some, be down soon’. 

She looked at her iphone, it was not 28 days later. No time at all had passed. It was the same 

evening she entered the tear. How odd. She put on the kettle, and spooned in the Moccona 

coffee; she could not stand the blandness of other instants. Suddenly the aroma of a deep 

Turkish beans wafted into her nose and she recalled a rather fabulous conversation over a 

giant Turkish coffee pot with the most perfect rose petal Turkish delight. She shook herself 

quickly. You cannot go back for coffee and Turkish Delight. 

Her husband came down the stairs and grabbed the coffee, slopping it on the bench, as he 

always did. He opened the biscuit tin and frowned. ‘ 

No baking?’ and she sighed, no there was no baking, it was Tim Tams, she had been busy this 

week. ‘Oh well you have time on the weekend’ he said casually. She reached out and touched 

his arm. He almost flinched, he seemed shocked. ‘Something wrong love?’. 

‘No, nothing, I just thought you might have coffee with me, down here, on the red leather 

chaise’. 

 



‘Not on your life, it gives me a bad back; don’t know why you wanted it! And I have just 

downloaded a documentary on how the weather is being manipulated by orchardists in 

Queensland. Interesting stuff’. And he was gone. 

She sat on the red leather chaise and looked out towards the back door. There were 20 

minutes left on the clock. She waited. She made a bargain ‘if someone came down the stairs, 

any one of them and she would stay’. 

Nobody came down. 

At 5 minutes to Full Moon she washed her cup. Set it on the bench. Looked at the red leather 

chaise and smiled. She looked up the stairs and heard muffled conversations, sound tracks 

and realised in that moment that the magic was indeed leaking out of the world. 

She stepped out of the back door; this time she stayed barefoot. The grass was cold, and it 

tingled her toes; she giggled and looked up at the sky… a perfect Full Moon. 

She came up to the tear and looked inside, the light poured out; magic was afoot… 

 

 *** 

She felt as if she had been there but a day, and yet she had seen so much, done so much that 

she knew it must be years. She looked in the mirror and she had not aged a day. But then 

nobody aged here. When it was their time, people drifted off and she understood that there 

was a gateway where people made the transition to the next level of evolvement. She had 

not given it much thought; she was enjoying her life and she did not regret for a moment that 

she had stepped through the tear in the night. 

At dinner everyone was quite subdued. Not unhappy, because there was never sadness or 

unhappiness in this place; but people were quiet and she noticed all eyes on her. The Lady 

stood and rang a small bell, everyone stopped their conversation and she began to speak. 

‘You all know that it is time for our dear friend to make a choice; we have all made this choice 

at some time or other, and now it is her turn.’ 

The Lady looked at her and smiled ‘It has been five years in worldly time that you have been 

here, and tonight you have the choice to go back and see how your loved ones are, to see 

what has happened in your world. This is not an easy thing to do. They will not see you or 

discern you at all. You will be a shadow at the door, a breeze against the curtains or a 

movement at the corner of their eye.’  

You can stay from Sunset to Sunrise and then the biggest decision of all. You have one last 

opportunity to stay with them. If you take that opportunity you will appear in their lives as if 

nothing ever happened; and you will forget all of this world and lose your magic. If you 

choose to come back to us you will never be able to go back again and you will forget them 

and be totally of this world.   

Did she want to go? Of course she did. 



The Lady took her to the tear in the night and she stepped into her garden. What she saw 

made her gaze in wonder. The vegetable garden was growing, and there were neat rows of 

tomatoes, beans, peas! There was a pumpkin patch, marrows and cucumber plants. A 

glasshouse! She stepped into the glasshouse and saw an array or orchids of such colour. She 

was surprised and bewildered. What had happened in five years? 

She heard laughter from the house, and light spilled out from the back door. Her crocs here 

gone, instead there were two pairs of gumboots, one pair were obviously her husbands, the 

other pair were bright red with pink hearts. She walked in the door; people were around the 

table and looked up. She thought for a moment they could see her…. Her daughter 

shuddered and got up to shut the door ‘such a cold breeze this evening’ she remarked. She 

was beautiful. She stared at the young woman her daughter had become and how she held 

her head up high. 

Her son was smiling, and he had grown so tall, he had a rakish hair cut that made him look 

very handsome. His plate was piled with food and he was certainly making sure he ate every 

bite. At this time of night they were usually all in their separate rooms with meals on trays 

that could be eaten with just a fork, or put between two slices of bread. Yet, here they all 

were around a dining room table, talking and eating. It was then she noticed the woman at 

the end of the table sitting opposite her husband, who looked the same as he did when left, 

except for wrinkles around his eyes, and there was a sparkle in his eyes, and he was laughing 

out loud telling his daughter that the breeze was a ghost. The woman had bright red hair, it 

was not natural at all, it was out of a bottle. She surprised herself that she was so critical. The 

woman had on a red sweatshirt with a big black heart, and little heart shaped rings on her 

fingers, with ruby red heart earrings in her ears. Her mouth was as red as her hair, and her 

eyes so green. She was beautiful in a fluorescent light sort of way. It was all so bright and so 

much love emanated from her, she embraced everyone at the table with her eyes and 

announced they had better hurry and eat because pudding was on the way! 

Pudding? Nobody ever got excited about pudding in her house.  

The woman went over to the oven and took out the most massive pie she had ever seen. 

There was custard in a pot on the stove, with a ladle. She put it all on the table, handed a 

knife to her husband and said ‘do the honours’. He cut massive wedges of blackberry pie, and 

the children were ladling custard all over it. Eating, laughing and talking all over each other.  

This was not what she expected. What did she expect? She expected to walk into a house 

that was quiet, where everyone was in their room, exactly as it was five years ago. 

When she came back last time, things were exactly as they were when she left, no time had 

elapsed. It was 28 days later for her; but the same evening for her family. She had decided if 

nobody came down the stairs she would go back through the tear, they didn’t come down, 

and so she went. 

This time was different. She had been gone for five years out of their life.  

She looked over to her chaise, it was still there. There was a patchwork quilt thrown over the 

back, in shades of blue, grey and red. It matched in an odd sort of way. There was a small 



table by the side of the couch and it had pictures of her and the children; and one of her and 

her husband. They still remembered then, they still acknowledged her existence. She was not 

totally out of their lives. 

She went upstairs to the bedroom, her bedroom. It was so different. It looked like a vintage 

gypsy caravan, with fringed scarves, a beautiful hand painted screen, leadlight lamps, crystals 

hanging at the window. Her wardrobe stuffed with bright, whimsical clothes, a lot of them 

with hearts…. This woman had a thing for hearts it seemed. 

She looked to the bed, and the photo of her that used to be on his bedside table was gone. 

She looked into the drawer, and there it was, face down. Fair enough she thought, you 

cannot sleep with another woman with your wife staring at you. She felt a little angry that he 

did not let the grass grow under his feet. But then it had been five years, and she did not 

know how long this woman had been in his life. 

She went into the study. The computer screen was blank, and the lights on the modem 

winked slowly. She looked into the top drawer and found a folder with news clippings. 

Her hand shook as she took the folder out of the drawer. Should she open it, did she want to 

see what had happened? Of course she did. There they were, headlines ‘Woman Missing’; it 

seemed there had been searches, and people said that she was in good spirits, there was no 

sign that she was disturbed or would have just gone off for no reason. 

Foul play was thought to be the cause; friends and family were questioned. Her husband was 

suspected. But he was cleared quickly. The garden had been searched, the neighbours 

investigated. Every shred of her life and her family’s life had been turned over. And there was 

nothing. No affairs (of course not she thought angrily), no deep dark secrets. This was just an 

ordinary family, and the Mother had disappeared. Bank accounts intact, clothes in the 

wardrobe, no sign of anything untoward. She had just vanished. 

The clippings covered a year, they dwindled until there was a small article a year to the day of 

her disappearance going over some of the facts, and asking if anyone remembered anything.  

Under the clippings were some pages, handwritten, by her husband. A diary of sorts, well as 

close to a diary as he would get. He scribbled his feelings of anger and hurt. He went through 

every scenario. He poured his heart onto the paper, and he wrote that he regretted not 

coming down to sit on the red leather chaise with her that evening. That simple phrase 

stabbed her in the heart. She sank back into the chair. He realised. It took her to disappear, to 

be out of his life, for him to realise he should have paid attention; he should have come and 

sat on the red leather chaise and talked to her. He wrote that perhaps if he had sat with her 

that she might not have disappeared, that whatever happened, might not have happened. He 

wrote that he remembered saying that there was no baking, and now he missed the caramel 

slices and the ginger crunch, even though she tended to crystallize the toppings! She read 

through the pages, they covered some three years.  

He had torn pages out of school refills that belonged to the children and written in whatever 

pen or pencil was to hand. There was one angry scrawl in black marker pen, it was illegible, 

but she understood exactly what it meant.  



There was a letter to her in the third year. Telling her about the children, and what they had 

achieved. That he hoped he had been a good father, and that he told the children that 

wherever she was she loved them. He asked her in the letter why she left, and couldn’t she 

send some sign, from wherever she was to let him know whether she was gone, or whether 

there was hope that she was somewhere in this world still. Tears splashed down her cheeks. 

The letter poured out his heart, how he had loved her from the moment he met her, and 

how he did not realise how much he took her for granted. That he wished he had sat on the 

red leather chaise. 

Underneath the letter were some odd scraps of paper; and a ticket stub. It was to a concert. 

He loved concerts. She did not like the crowds and he would often go alone. He would come 

home singing at the top of his voice, alive and sparkling with energy. He would air guitar and 

mime the songs, and give her a show of her own. Just as he could have come and sat with her 

on the red leather chaise, she could have gone to a show with him. Would it have been such 

a difficulty? No, this was not all on him. She could have made an effort. 

She looked at the ticket stub, she wondered why he kept this one. It was for The Rolling 

Stone, their last ever trip to New Zealand, they would not come again. Of course he would 

have gone. It was dated just after the third anniversary of her disappearance, around the 

time he wrote the letter. She turned the ticket stub over, and there was a heart drawn on the 

back, and a phone number.  

That is where he met the red haired woman. So he waited three years. 

She went to put the folder back, and there was another folder, a pink one with a big red 

heart. Looking at it made her heart race, and she knew she should leave it where it was, and 

to go back to the tear, and go back to her home. She realised for a moment that she could 

make all of this go away. That she could tell The Lady that she wanted to stay. That things 

would be as they were. 

That was what she would do, and then she would put it all right. She would go to live gigs 

with her husband, and she would make puddings and insist everyone sat at the table; she 

would unplug the modem, and she would make a different life. 

A realisation came upon her, if she came back, she would not remember any of this. She 

would not be aware of what could be; her husband would still take her for granted, and she 

would still sit on the red leather chaise and drink red wine, and the children would stare at 

computer screens and they would carry on in this fragmented way. She would not remember 

and so she would not be able to change a thing. 

The folder fell open. There were postcards from around the world. The woman had been 

travelling and for quite a while. From what she could see they met at the concert and she 

flew out the next morning for China. She did not have children, she had no partner. She was 4 

years younger than her husband. She wrote short postcards, with ‘wish you were here’ on 

them, so cliché, but you could see she meant every word. From China to Russia, Europe, UK 

and across America, it had taken a year. 



There were birthday cards, more ticket stubs, drinks coasters, pamphlets. Six months of 

them. There were photos of them both. And then photos of the two of them with the 

children. There was a card from her saying how she loved meeting his children, and how 

delightful they were. 

Then it seemed he asked her to move in. A beautiful card, saying that he wanted her there 

every day, that he loved her. And she had obviously said yes. 

And here she was. With her hearts, and fringed scarves, her bright red hair. Here in her 

house. Making pudding. Laughing with her children and her husband. 

At the bottom of the folder was another letter to her. 

It was stained with water splashes. Tears she guessed. It was written on beautiful paper with 

a fountain pen. She looked on the desk, and sure enough there was the fountain pen – he 

never used ink, he used pencil stubs and broken biro pens. How things had changed. 

She read the letter 

I love you 

I always have. I have been searching for you, and I cannot find you.  

I have to give up the search, not just for myself but for the children. They need some 

happiness, they need light and laughter. I have found someone; well she found me at a Rolling 

Stones concert, she was next to me, she was alone, so we pretended that we were on a date 

and together for the evening. It seemed natural, it was so easy. She sang loudly – badly, but it 

did not matter. 

I found myself putting my arm around her as we left the concert, and I was walking her to her 

car, and she did not shrug me off. She smiled at me. She told me she was going travelling and 

would keep in touch. That when she came back if we were still in touch then it was meant to 

be. She went. I made sure I contacted her in some way every day. I sent letters ahead of her 

schedule, I skyped her when I could, I texted her and I thanked god for technology. And she 

came home. And we spent six months getting to know each other. I needed to trust her, I 

needed to know all of who she was, because I was entrusting our children to her. She passed 

every test. She came to live with us. We love her, and she loves us. 

I told her she could do whatever she wanted with the house but she had to leave the red 

leather chaise. That chaise is a reminder of what I should have done that night you 

disappeared, I should have come down the stairs and sat with you.  She has honoured that, 

and she made a quilt. It is on the back of the couch, and the children curl up in it when they 

think of you, when they need to talk to you. If someone is on the red leather chaise it is a sign 

to leave them alone, to leave them to be with you, because they are thinking of you. They 

think about you a lot. 

Today I need to say goodbye. This letter is my goodbye to you. 

 



Thank you for the years you gave me, and the beautiful children we had together. I am sorry I 

did not come and sit on the red leather chaise more often. Wherever you are on this side or 

the other you will be forever in my memory, and of course when the children marry, and have 

children of their own, I will remind them of you; and the place you have in their lives. 

Goodbye my love 

 

At that moment she knew that she could not stay. She looked out the window and realised 

time had flown. She had until sunrise which was not far off. The house was quiet, everyone 

was asleep. 

She went down to the kitchen. It was a mess. She would have cleaned up before she went to 

bed, and he would have fallen asleep, and she would have read a book….  

No, she would not stay. She would go back to the magical world that she was part of. And she 

would lose herself in the magic. For if she stayed, everything would be the same, nothing 

would change and that would be wrong.  

For life was not the same. She had chosen her destiny, and he had now chosen his. 

She looked at the Red Leather Chaise, and remembered the letter asking for a sign of her, 

and she wondered if that was possible. She knew she was not in a physical form, but could 

she influence objects around her? Well she picked up letters, and read them just minutes 

before. 

The sun was about to rise. She went upstairs, and picked up the heavy Mont Blanc pen, it was 

full of ink; and she found a piece of paper under the computer keyboard, and brushed the 

crumbs off it, it had a coffee stain. She wrote across the paper… 

 

Love her! 

She went out of the back door as the rays of the sun peeked over the horizon. She went 

through the tear into the arms of those who now loved her. She looked behind her and 

realised the tear was sealing itself. She could never go back. The Lady was there, tears 

glistened in her eyes, ‘welcome home’.  

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

LEOPARD SKIN PRINT 
  



 

Elly stood outside the building. Oh, how she loved this building. She had designed the 

entrance herself. It was like no other. But then she ran her company like no other. 

The Atrium was special, it was coloured glass, and as you walked in the doors you were 

bathed in pools of light. Around the perimeter of the Atrium were glass rooms, each themed 

a different colour, but exactly the same furniture. Light wood and steel. No computers, no 

art. Nothing. The glass meeting rooms were sound proof; each one had a glass exterior 

window looking out onto manicured gardens, and of course, the inside window looked into 

the Atrium. 

She went up to the Reception Desk, and the girl buzzed her in. A door swung open as the girl 

pressed the button and Elly walked into a vast open plan office. Again, it was her design. The 

rule of her company was that nobody bought clients into this part of the office. This is where 

people could work and be who they needed to be. Clients were seen in their own places of 

business or in the glass meeting rooms. 

When clients came to the building they knew that they would not be plied with fancy food, 

drinks. They would simply receive a jug of water and a crystal glass. Meetings took no longer 

than an hour. Many people did not like how she did business, but at the same time there 

were very few people who would not jump at the chance to do business with her! Clients had 

to like it or lump it, they usually liked it. Elly liked that they danced to her tune. It gave her a 

sense of satisfaction. As a child she had danced to her Mother’s tune, and as a Wife she had 

danced to her Husband’s tune, and now she wrote her own symphony and she liked it. 

She walked through the office; people acknowledged her, smiling and saying good morning. 

They were dressed in an assortment of clothes. She loved people to dress differently, to be 

able to dress in their own style, so that they could work in comfort. Of course, when they 

were seeing clients they had a dress code which was to dress in the clothes designed by Elly. 

But if they were here in the office, anything goes. After all this was a fashion house. She 

wanted her staff to be able to express their creativity and individuality, and you could not do 

that in a suit and tie, or a cute trouser suit from the High Street. 

As she approached her office she had to pass the Financial Controller’s desk. She did not like 

Margaret too much, but she was an excellent worker. She never showed her dislike for the 

woman, she treated her with courtesy and respect. And was accorded that courtesy and 

respect in return. But the two women would never be close, would never share a wine after 

work let alone a coffee and scone in the tearoom. And everyone knew it. Nobody could put 

their finger on it, not even Elly. It was just how it was. 

As usual Elly glanced at what Margaret was wearing; a pencil leopard print skirt, white shirt, 

black patent leather belt and stiletto shoes. Her hair was in a classic chignon, and she looked 

like something out of 1950’s vogue. How absolutely annoying thought Elly. This woman is 

older than me and can rock out leopard print. Elly had always loved leopard print, but 

whenever she wore it she felt as though she looked a little tacky. She just did not seem to be 

able to pull it off. 



The leopard print stayed with her all day. She could not shake the disappointment of not ever 

looking good in leopard print. Elly left work early. Everyone in the office quite shocked when 

she took long strides through the office to the front door. She made a stop on the way home. 

Unlocked the front door, poured a glass of wine, and took her bags upstairs. 

She sat on the bed and looked at her wardrobe, there were some lovely pieces in there; and 

some leopard print from the past. The leggings that really did nothing for her thighs, the 

chiffon blouse that made her look pale and uninteresting. Oh dear, and now what had she 

done? She pulled the pencil leopard skin print skirt out of the bag. Yes, she had found out 

where Margaret got her skirt; no, she did not ask her outright, she got one of the juniors to 

discreetly enquire. She got it from The Warehouse. Elly went to the Warehouse, and bought 

the whole outfit. It was cheap, she got change from a hundred dollar note! That was 

interesting. 

She took off her work clothes, and pulled on the pencil skirt, tucked in the shirt; and clasped 

the belt around her waist. Stepped into the plastic patent leather shoes and looked in the 

mirror. She lifted her hair up from her neck; it did not make a difference. She did not look 

elegant. She looked like a try hard cougar getting ready for a night out on the hunt. Elly took 

another mouthful of wine, and laughed to herself. Just as she took off the skirt she heard her 

daughter come in the front door. ‘Hi Mum, where are you?’ 

‘up here in my bedroom’ she replied as she jammed the skirt into the bag. But she was 

caught. 

‘Oh no Mum, not leopard print again! Really?’ she said with raised eyebrows. 

‘I know, sad but true; how was your day?’ 

As her daughter told her about her day she looked at the vibrant young woman’s eyes light 

up as she talked of fabrics, cutters and sewers. Gemma had her own Workroom, that is what 

she called it, she would not call it a sewing room, or design studio, it was a Workroom. She 

was a designer; she could cut, sew, design – the whole lot. Elly had taught her, and Gemma 

had taken to it like a duck to water. She worked with her Mother for a short while, but then 

wanted to do her own thing, and prove herself in the fashion world. She was certainly doing 

that. Elly was proud of her. 

‘what shall we have for dinner?’  

Elly came out of her thoughts and said why didn’t they go to their favourite sleazy Chinese. 

Gemma laughed, they loved that place, and it was the perfect place to go and forget about 

leopard skin print skirts and financial controllers who looked good in them. 

The Restaurant was wonderfully sleazy; it was just off Dominion Road, and not many people 

knew about it. The window was painted with garish red and gold swans with crowns on their 

heads; and when you went inside the bright red carpet screamed at you to stop and notice it. 

The walls were covered with embroidered pictures. It was exquisite, but the glass was cloudy 

and the frames a little worse for wear. There was a small altar in the corner with fruit and 

incense piled high.  



And the one thing that made an otherwise normal run of the mile Chinese restaurant most 

tacky – the fairy lights. The whole place was festooned with fairy lights. Elly and Gemma had 

been coming since Gemma was four years old, and she was now 36. It seemed every year the 

owners added more lights, and never took any down. It was fabulous. 

The tables had red plastic cloths, plastic chopsticks, and the dinnerware was red and black 

melamine plastic. It was the perfect place. 

They walked in and the owner squeaked with delight, rushed over and kissed them both on 

the cheeks, showed them to the best table in the house by the window. He asked ‘the usual?’ 

and they both said yes. A glass of champagne each appeared like magic, and they both 

settled into an evening of talk about everything and anything. 

They got home and Elly collapsed in front of the television to watch Coronation Street, one of 

her failings. She could not help herself. Gemma said she was going up to bed to read a book. 

Elly thought nothing more of the leopard print skirt. 

It had been a busy two weeks. It was Fashion Week, Elly hated Fashion Week with a 

vengeance, she would rather not be part of it; but these days you had to have a profile, 

people had to see what you were creating, and of course she was the best. Lagerfeld had 

once said that she was a rival to any designer in Paris or Italy. And she had shown at Paris 

Fashion Week, New York Fashion Week and been a guest on Project Runway with Heidi Klum.  

Elly walked into the Atrium, it was a cloudy day, so the atrium was muted and quite surreal. 

She smiled at the Receptionist while she buzzed her in. And she walked the length of the 

office. The office was abuzz with Fashion Week gossip, and Elly was happy for them all to let 

their hair down, they had done a good job. She came to Margaret’s desk and glanced down at 

her outfit, oh dear, this was not one of her best. Elly was rather happy that even Margaret 

had days when she did not look so good. The yellow skirt was garish and flared out over 

Margaret’s rather odd knees; and the cream shirt did nothing for her complexion. Her hair 

was held back with a yellow band and it all looked rather teenagerish and awkward. ‘Good’ 

thought Elly. She knew that was not kind, but it made her feel so much better. 

Elly arrived home, threw her bag on the couch, flopped on her favourite chair, then got up 

again and made coffee. She quite often was restless when she got home, not quite being able 

to settle. But once she had a coffee and a Tim Tam all was well. Her feet were bare, shoes on 

the floor, jewellry thrown on the coffee table, she felt wonderful. 

The door opened about an hour later. Gemma was home. And went straight upstairs. That 

was odd thought Elly, but did not pay too much attention.  

‘Mum, can you come up here please?’ yelled Gemma. 

‘ohhh really, I am so comfortable, come down here’. 

‘No Mum, please, it’s important’ whined Gemma and so Elly hauled herself out of the deep 

cushiony couch and went upstairs. 

‘Where are you?’ Elly said seeing Gemma was not in her room. 



‘I’m in your room’ 

Elly walked into her room, and there on the bed was a large box. It was a white dress box, it 

was from Gemma’s Workroom. All her clothes were delivered in a White Box with black 

tissue paper. 

‘Go on, open it!’ said Gemma who seemed to be just about bursting out of skin with 

excitement. 

Elly lifted the life, and pulled back the tissue paper…. 

‘Oh’ she exclaimed…. ‘oh my, Gemma, it is exquisite’. 

And it was. 

‘It’ was the most beautiful chocolate brown pencil skirt, each of the six panels were piped 

with leopard print and flared out into chiffon leopard print pleats. The jacket had ¾ length 

sleeves, piped in the print; with covered print buttons. There was a camisole, which was 

almost a patchwork of plain and leopard print pieces, highlighted in gold. 

Tears sprang to Elly’s eyes. This was perfect. It was leopard print, but her way. Her daughter 

got it perfectly right. Why hadn’t she thought of it herself? But of course, designers don’t 

think about themselves, they are so busy looking at other people around them. 

She put on the outfit, and Gemma beamed. It was perfectly fitted. It looked beautiful.  

Gemma handed over a shoe box. 

‘I got these sent in from Brazil’ 

Elly opened the box, and inside was a pair of leopard print stiletto shoes. The heel was a shiny 

bronze, and there were bronze tips on the toes. They were hand made by Elly’s favourite 

shoe designer. She could hardly stand the excitement. 

‘but wait, there is more’ laughed Gemma as she handed over an ordinary plastic bag. 

Elly opened up the bag to find a perfectly crafted bag. It was made of upholstery quality 

leopard print fabric, trimmed with bronze coloured leather, it had pockets – Elly loved lots of 

pockets. 

Elly hugged Gemma until Gemma squealed ‘I give up, you’re squashing me!’ 

‘You are the best daughter’ said Elly 

‘I know’ replied Gemma unashamedly. 

The next morning Elly dressed in her leopard print. For once she felt chic and stylish in the 

print. She had always adored leopard print. You can take the girl out of West Auckland but 

you can’t take the Westie out of the girl Elly thought. It is just who you were. 

 



She strode into the Atrium; the heels were balanced beautifully, and she could walk with 

long, fluid steps. The Receptionist went to buzz her in, and Elly held up her hand and got out 

her own key card, swiped and let herself in. The Receptionist raised her eyebrows and 

thought something has happened. 

Elly walked through the office, there was applause, everyone looked and clapped! They were 

all smiling; she realised they all knew about her battle with leopard print, and she smiled and 

did a curtsy. Everyone laughed and went back to what they were doing. 

She reached Margaret’s desk, and paused. What was she wearing today? Not that 

horrendous yellow I hope. No, she was not wearing yellow. 

Margaret got up from her desk and Elly could see a flash of leopard print. Margaret had on 

the leopard print. There was a Goddess, this is just such the perfect moment thought Elly. 

Margaret turned and saw Elly, her eyes flew wide open and her mouth set in a straight line, 

she was obviously not amused. Elly smiled at her and said ‘good morning Margaret, after we 

have gone over those budgets let’s have coffee together, I hear cook has made a batch of 

scones this morning’. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

The Ashram 
  



Margaret was delighted to get away from work. She was absolutely frustrated with Elly or Ms 

Stower as she sometimes liked to be called. You did not know from one day to the next 

whether to say Good Morning Elly or Ms Stower. Still, she was paid well, and she had an 

excellent medical and life insurance package; and being one of the senior staff she had a fuel 

card even though she did not use her car for work. It was something that Elly did for her staff, 

and nobody ever abused it. She did not put a limit on it, and never questioned the fuel bills. 

And for some reason, it worked. Although Margaret would have preferred to put everyone 

on a fuel budget, Elly always vetoed the idea, she believed that once you started putting 

limits on people that is when the trouble started. And maybe she was right. 

Margaret had got all the budgets and sales forecasts completed. No mean task because for 

once in god knows how many years she and Elly were going on holiday at the same time. For 

all Margaret knew that Elly did not particularly like her on a personal level, she knew Elly 

trusted and relied on her at work. She knew that because Elly would never allow Margaret to 

take holidays at the same time as her. Someone that Elly trusted had to be there. And that 

was Margaret.  

It was an annual pilgrimage for Margaret to visit her Ashram, she called it ‘hers’ as did 

everyone. It was home. She loved to be there and this was the reason she worked, and the 

reason she budgeted. She did not go out to lunch with the girls, and rarely went out to 

dinner. She was frugal, but lived well. She made sure she had the best food, and lived in a 

comfortable place. It was all she needed. Each year she would save her money, and look 

forward to those weeks at the Ashram in April. She would get all the tax done, clear the decks 

at work, and come third week in April she would be in a plane, flying to the Ashram. 

This year was different, Elly usually went on holiday later in the year; but she had changed 

her plans, and had told Margaret in December before they went off for the Christmas Break 

that she was taking 8 weeks in April; Margaret gasped, and said that she was having 8 weeks 

in April. Elly knew that Margaret always took four weeks, but eight? But then Elly let out a 

long breath and smiled. ‘You know what Margaret, they can manage without us for once, I 

don’t want to spoil your plans’. Margaret smiled. All would be well. But how unusual that Elly 

was taking an extended holiday in April when she usually went in September. Margaret did 

not give it a second thought, and both women worked towards the goal of having everything 

finished and running smoothly.  

One day whilst finished up the sales targets for the Reps Margaret dared to ask Elly where 

she was going for her holiday? Elly coloured immediately, and Margaret realised this must be 

a love tryst of some sort. ‘ummm it’s a personal thing’ Elly mumbled and Margaret left it at 

that. She was not used to seeing Elly off balance.  

The weeks flew by, and both women agreed that Justin, a very dapper young man could hold 

the fort. He was Manager of the Sales Team and could keep that gaggle of young women and 

men under control so they were sure he could keep the rest of it going. He was delighted 

when Elly asked him if he would like to step in.  

 



She said he would receive a major salary raise and bonus for the 8 weeks, and he could drive 

her car. His eyes lit up in delight, the black, convertible Holden was the envy of the staff, and 

many customers as well! He promised he would do an excellent job, and Elly knew he would. 

So, it was all taken care of. This was the last day before she flew out to the Ashram. Home 

was calling. She had discovered the Ashram when she had visited Bali. She was not content to 

stay in the tourist spots, instead she arrived with her backpack and accommodation booked 

for one night at a very swanky hotel. She would have her last night at the same hotel. There 

was nothing like a hot bath and room service after a long flight, and before embarking on the 

flight home. 

She remembered the day she had stepped out of the hotel in Denpasar and wandered down 

to the markets to get some street food for breakfast. She was booked into the hotel for 7 

nights, this was a package deal, she had never been to Bali and friends had told her how 

wonderful it was. She was enthralled with the people, the colours, and found herself walking 

for most of the day. This was one thing that she loved about travelling alone, you did not 

have to fit in with anyone, or do anything you didn’t want to do. She could stay in bed all day, 

or be a tourist and see the sights. Today she was just Margaret in Bali, and that suited her 

perfectly. 

She had a beautiful dinner in a café down the road from the hotel, and had met some 

Americans who insisted she eat with them, and they were the most wonderful people; open, 

gregarious and energetic. They started talking about their trip the next day, they were going 

out of the city and making their way to Ubud to see some temples and to visit a meditation 

ashram. Helen, a short and heavyset Texan laughed and told Margaret she was going to get 

this lot to experience something spiritual in this place before they went home. They all 

laughed at her, and said she was their Spiritual Bunny, and they were just hopeless and 

hapless tourists who wanted to eat, drink and have fun. But she was their friend and this is 

one thing she wanted to do, and they were going to support her. Helen had practised 

Meditation for over 30 years, and this was her Home Ashram. This was where her style of 

meditation had begun, and where the Master resided. Although he was not the originator of 

the Meditation but his successor. It did not matter, Helen was anxious to connect with a 

place that she had only dreamed of. 

The idea was that they as a group would travel with Helen to Ubud and she would stay over 

night in the Ashram whilst the rest of them explored the area, they were booked into a guest 

house. Brad, the loudest of them all suddenly said ‘Margaret, come with us, there is plenty of 

room in the bus’; Helen beamed and said ‘please Margaret I would love you to come’. And 

there was not a thing she could do about it. She was swept away with the energy of the 

group and was just as excited when they set out the next morning on the adventure to the 

ashram. 

  



The bus was garish to say the least, extremely colourful inside and out. There was air 

conditioning – open sides! Not quite what the Americans expected, Margaret had a sense 

they expected a tourist coach, but they took it in their stride and stuffed their overnight bags 

under their seats and held on for dear life. 

The countryside was beautiful, there is no way to describe it adequately. It was a misty, 

overcast day and that just added to the mystery of the place. There was a calmness out in the 

countryside that was palpable. Children waved from the side of the road, small market stalls 

were selling their fruit and vegetables.  

The bus stopped for lunch at what looked like a shack, well it was a shack. Once again, the 

Americans looked a little surprised, but Margaret had to give them their due, they smiled and 

tumbled into the shack ready to enjoy what came their way. And it was enjoyable. The most 

delicate curry with a broth that they would have raved about on Masterchef. Masterchef was 

another of Margaret’s weaknesses, she so wanted to go on that show; and she loved 

watching the Australian, American and New Zealand series. She was hooked from day one. 

The lunch was exceptional and the Americans were overjoyed at what they had been served. 

Large tips were left, souvenirs purchased from the old man out the front; in fact they bought 

out his whole stock. He blessed everyone at least five times whilst counting his cash. 

The trip continued, the bus finally heaved itself up a hill that was really a mountain, and 

teetered on the top before careening down the other side. The view was magnificent, the 

sun catching the trees when suddenly the brakes were applied. They had arrived. 

The gate was not impressive, it was an old wrought iron gate that seemed to have been 

plucked from a 1940’s Beverley Hills Mansion, it was so out of place. There was no fence, just 

the gate. The others left their bags in the bus, the bus driver would wait for them and take 

them on to the guest house for the night leaving Helen in her spiritual bliss. 

It was a short walk, but very odd, there did not seem to be anyone about, and no buildings. 

Where was the Ashram? Even Helen was beginning to look a little concerned. But there was 

no need to stress, as they walked up and over a small hill, they could see the buildings, trees, 

and a group of children laughing and running up to them with flowers and fruit. It was a 

beautiful sight, and of course the cameras were out and competition had started for the best 

photograph. These Americans were so competitive with each other – but all in good heart. 

Helen was whisked away to have her visit with the Master. Margaret was a little envious. She 

really wanted to stay overnight here, she had no idea why, she could not explain it, there was 

just this yearning to stay for a while. 

An hour later Helen came back to join them. They were all sitting under a tree drinking iced 

tea served by another American, Lucy, who had lived at the Ashram for years. It was time for 

them to go and leave Helen for the night. There was a meditation at twilight, and it was the 

most important meditation of the day, and tonight in honour of Helen the Master was going 

to lead the meditation.  



This did not happen so often these days Lucy told them, he was busy and very focused, and 

quite often travelling overseas. He believed that the younger Masters needed to have 

experience, so meditation was usually taken by one of them.  

Lucy came and sat by Margaret and looked at her with her pacific blue eyes and softly asked 

her if she would like to stay the night? Margaret was so surprised, and mumbled that it was 

Helen’s moment, and her night, and she could not intrude on that. Helen heard her, and said 

what nonsense. She would love Margaret to stay and share the experience and gave 

Margaret a big hug. The others were all surprised, but went back to the bus and a young boy 

went with them and bought back Margaret’s backpack. 

Lucy showed Margaret and Helen where they would sleep. It was a lovely room with 

mosquito nets and light blue walls, it was something out of a romantic novel. There was a 

swimming pool which surprised Margaret. Lucy explained that the Master felt that water was 

an important element in life, and seeing as though they were landlocked a pool was a good 

idea.  

They lay on their beds talking for a few minutes; then they heard the gong, it was time for 

meditation. Helen was nervous, she knew that this would be an experience for her, and felt 

that it would be one that would take her further in her spiritual work and progress. Margaret 

reached over and took Helen’s hand, it was shaking, ‘come on, you can do this’ and off they 

walked towards the sound of the gong. 

The meditation room was really a large open air verandah with a thatched roof, a beautiful 

breeze flowed through, and it seemed the heat of the day disappeared as soon as they set 

foot onto the newly swept floor. There were mats laid out in all different colours and 

patterns of batik. Margaret chose a purple one, and Helen bright orange. 

There were about twenty people sitting ready for meditation, and Margaret wondered where 

they all came from. There did not seem to be that many people there when they arrived. 

They seemed to be from all different places.  

Everything was very still, and suddenly an old man emerged from a door and sat on the floor, 

no mat. He was dressed in a very simple blue wrap around his waist, and what seemed a 

cotton shawl in a darker blue. His hair was pulled tightly back into a pony tail that cascaded 

down his back. His eyes were so clear and almost golden in colour. 

He did not acknowledge anyone. Simply sat for a few minutes. His voice startled her. It was 

perfect Queens English, with a hint of Oxford, here was a cultured and educated man. He 

started to tell them how to breathe. And for ten minutes they inhaled and exhaled, it was not 

easy. Margaret was surprised that the simple act of breathing could be so tiring, and to have 

to focus so carefully was intense.  

She did notice that she was in a very relaxed state of mind, that the world seemed to be very 

far away indeed, and she was carried along on the wave of his voice like a piece of driftwood 

in the sea. He took her to golden sands, deep into the ocean, and high into the sky; she 

followed his voice into green woods and dappled pools, and swam like a fish.  



All too soon the journey was over, and he was calling them back to the world, slowly 

beckoning them to come back into themselves, to slowly open their eyes. 

She opened her eyes to a night black sky with a myriad of stars. She felt her soul, she could 

not explain it, it felt as if her soul had been away such a long time, and now it was back laying 

over her like a blanket, comfortable, calming and peaceful. She looked into her soul and 

welcomed it back, where had it been? It did not matter, it was back. Whatever had been 

missing from her life (and she knew something was missing, but just not quite sure what) it 

was back. She looked over at Helen who had a silly smile on her face, and she was laughing 

with delight. She turned over onto her tummy and looked at Margaret and said ‘you 

understand now, don’t you?’ and Margaret agreed, she certainly did understand. 

They walked back to the room and both fell asleep instantly, not realising they should have 

gone to dinner, and joined the singing and dancing. Neither of them cared, they were still 

under the spell of the meditation. And slept the night away. 

Both of them awoke, and dived into pool, laughed and chattered. At breakfast the Master 

was there to eat with them. The conversation flowed. He told Margaret that she was right, he 

had been educated at Oxford and held three degrees. He did not say much more about his 

life suffice to say that his life was focused here now and the Ashram was his first care. 

Helen did not want to leave, she had decided to stay. When the others came back for them 

she would tell them to go and enjoy their holiday and she would see them at the airport. 

Once again Margaret was a little jealous; she would love to say. The Master seemed to read 

her mind and said ‘why not stay Margaret, is there anything you are committed to doing on 

this holiday?’ and of course there was nothing planned. Yes, she would stay. Helen was 

delighted, everyone clapped and cheered that the two of them were planning to stay. The 

Master warned Margaret it would be intense, and hard work but that he felt she was ready 

for something such as this in her life. She agreed. 

The Americans arrived, the news was given and they waved and cheered the two women and 

went on their way to visit some caves in a valley nearby and then to dinner at the beach near 

the hotel. They would see Helen at the airport in 10 days. Margaret only had four days left to 

stay, and then she needed to make her way back to the city. 

But for now, she did not care about the hotel, her work or anything for that matter. All she 

wanted to do was join the Master on the journey of meditation, and see where it would take 

her. 

At the end of her time at the Ashram the Master took her aside for a conversation; he told 

her that her progress was amazing; and that she should continue, and she agreed she would. 

She could keep in touch with the Ashram and other people who were part of it all around the 

world via facebook and the internet. The Master was happy to use technology to keep people 

connected, and suddenly she had a new worldwide family. She left the ashram with some 

sadness, but also with great joy. She would be back next year, and the year after that. 



She went back to the hotel on the last day, and ordered room service, had a hot bath and 

packed her rucksack. Helen was still at the Ashram, they had exchanged email addresses and 

skype names; they would talk when Helen arrived back in Texas.  

Margaret flew back into Auckland, it was pouring with rain, she was home. It felt very odd 

because she was home but she missed home – the ashram. 

She returned every year; she practised the meditation and rituals every day.  Her life 

changed, well part of it did. She went to work, and earned her money, but now she had a 

purpose, and that was to return every year to the Ashram and spend a month there; and the 

long term plan was to retire to the Ashram. She was saving enough to purchase one of the 

houses that were to be built over the next two years.  

The Master wanted older people to be on the Ashram to bring their wisdom for the young 

ones. He, Margaret and Helen had talked about this plan, and Helen’s son who was an 

architect had presented a beautiful vision. It would take ten years, and that was fine, it would 

all happen in good time. And each year she returned, she became more excited about the 

day she would actually come here and never have to go away.  

The plane banked over the city, and she could pick out her hotel. Within an hour she was in 

her room, having a hot bath, room service ordered. Excitement building for the ride out to 

the Ashram the next day.  

This time it was eight weeks, there was a special anniversary for The Master and he wanted 

everyone to come; she knew that there were others who visited at different times of the 

year, and she was looking forward to meeting other members of the Ashram family. 

There was a knock at the door, and it was Helen, they hugged each other, and sat down to a 

small banquet chattering over the house plans, because finally the building would begin. In 

two years Helen and Margaret would have a house each, in the Ashram that they could come 

to whenever they wished, and eventually to stay forever when the time was right.  

Both women slept heavily and deeply; they joined each other for breakfast, and then went 

out into the sticky heat and boarded the colourful bus for the journey out to the Ashram. As 

usual they had lunch at the same place – they did so every year, people knew them; 

welcomed them. They got off the bus and walked through the gate, the children welling up 

over the hill and racing down to them with flowers, and older children taking the women’s 

bags, and holding their hands dragging them to the Ashram. It had been painted and tidied 

up. The meditation area had been extended, and there were tents! Helen and Margaret 

shared the blue room. Everyone was doubling up, so many people were here and still coming. 

The older women had the rooms, and the younger people would sleep in the tents. It was 

going to be chaos, but peaceful, happy, hippy chaos. 

 

 

 



At twilight the gong sounded and everyone gathered at the meditation area, the children had 

swept it clean but this time fresh flowers and herbs were scattered between the mats, it was 

quite beautiful. Margaret slipped into the meditation so easily now, and her soul soared as it 

always did. But it was especial when she was in the ashram, hearing the Master (for it was a 

special time, and he would be taking all the meditations in the evenings) refreshed her, and 

took her deeper each time. She had truly evolved since finding this place and this way of life. 

Some of her friends did not quite understand it, and had distanced themselves from her over 

the years, but she did not mind. She had her Ashram family and that was all she needed, and 

soon she would be here permanently. Over the next two years she was planning to get 

residency and visas sorted out, and to start putting things in place to change her life. 

Dinner was a noisy affair, everyone introducing themselves, serving each other the delicious 

food, she never quite got over how amazing the food was. She always enjoyed it. They talked 

deep into the night around the table; no dancing or singing tonight; it was companionship, 

making connections and coming together as a family. There were more people to arrive the 

next day, and everyone would be sharing cooking and cleaning duties. There were more than 

enough hands to make light of the work. Nobody would have to do too much; that was how it 

was here, everyone got things done quickly so that meditation and ritual could begin; so that 

conversations could be had. 

The Master called in Helen and Margaret just before they went to their room; and he said 

that the plans had been approved by the authorities, and at the end of the week they would 

start the houses. He called them houses, but they were not quite the traditional house, 

Helen’s son had seen some wonderful homes in Sweden he had adjusted the plans so that 

each little house so it had privacy, and its own meditation space, a verandah that suited the 

landscape.  

The Master also said that he had someone who was happy to fund the project in the first 

instance, so that people like Helen and Margaret would still have a couple of years to get the 

money together; they could put a deposit on their house, and then pay it off, and this 

investor would fund the loans, so there would not have to be outside mortgages etc. 

Margaret saw the prices that they had worked on;  the houses were not as expensive as New 

Zealand, and something would be worked out about the houses going back to the Ashram if 

someone wanted to sell up or passed away. It was all there. Margaret could sign a contract 

and put down her deposit before she left. And she had the money for the deposit, in fact 

more than enough. She was so happy. She could have the house paid off before she got 

there. She and Helen planned to move at the same time.  

She went off to bed very happy, life was working out quite well. She thought briefly of the 

office, Elly and the rest of the staff. She liked her life in Auckland but she was going to love 

her life here. 

 

 



The next morning was so busy welcoming the new arrivals, lunch was made and devoured, 

and the ashram was buzzing. There was to be the usual twilight meditation, but there was 

also a special Midnight Meditation, with candles. Everyone would be there by then, and it 

was to welcome the family as a whole to the meditation energy. 

Twilight came quickly enough, and Margaret settled onto her mat, the Master was not taking 

twilight meditation, he would be doing the Midnight session. One of the younger men would 

be taking the session. It was pleasant enough, and the young man had an excellent rapport 

with them all. But everyone was looking forward to Midnight. 

Dinner was again a cacophony of conversation and laughter, sharing food and bottles of wine 

appeared out of luggage and backpacks. Not overdoing it of course, because of the special 

meditation at midnight. The night sparkled and at 5 minutes to midnight everyone made 

their way to the meditation area. It was lit with hundreds of candles, incense was glowing and 

smoking away gently, fresh petals had been scattered on the floor. 

Everyone settled on their mats. The Master came in and sat facing them, but did not start. He 

waited, and then said that meditation would be a few minutes late, as one of the family had 

just arrived and she needed to wash and change before meditation. There was a murmur 

through the gathering. You could imagine what some people were thinking. The Master held 

up his hand, and reminded us all that it was courtesy to wait, so that this family member 

could enjoy the meditation as we all would. He was right of course, even Margaret felt a little 

guilty at thinking how rude this person was holding everyone up. 

There was a footstep behind her, and a shuffle, somebody was sitting on their mat – the late 

arrival. The Master smiled. Margaret did not turn around, but got ready to focus on the 

journey ahead. It did not disappoint. With the energy of all the souls in the meditation is was 

strong and swirled around them all. They climbed mountains of gold, and flew into flaming 

sunsets, they cleansed their chakras in sacred lakes and cleared their minds of all things 

material and financial. The meditation took them into themselves and into each other. At one 

point the Master bid each person reach out and touch someone near them, and as each 

person connected the energy sang, all were uplifted, and there were gasps at the surging of 

energy through them. It was all she could have dreamed of and more. 

Coming out of the meditation everyone was elated and high. The Master said that supper 

was laid out in the dining room and to come eat with him before going to bed. Nobody 

needed a second invitation. The Supper was lovely, not loud as dinner was, but quiet 

conversation and discussion.  

  



A man that Margaret had not met before sat down and asked if she was Margaret and she 

nodded her head, and he looked across the table at Helen, and said that she must be Helen, 

and she too nodded. He was Callum, and he was going to have one of the houses, there were 

five to be built to start with, so they would be neighbours, another woman overhead, she had 

a strong cockney accent and said she was the 4th! They wondered who would have the fifth 

house. The four of them talked some more, and Callum mentioned the latecomer; and had 

anyone recognized her. Nobody had. Nothing more was mentioned. Just as the four of them 

got up to walk back to their rooms, the Master beckoned them over and asked them to talk 

with him in the morning, all four of them, about the project.  

Dressed in her best batik sarong Margaret knocked on the door for the four of them, and 

were called in. They sat at an enormous teak table with eight large chairs, there were plans 

everywhere and Helen’s son was already sitting next to the Master. The Master said that 

things were ready, and he had all the documents drawn up, and ready to sign. Each one of 

them had sent the documents to their various solicitors over the last few weeks, and 

everything was in order.  

Although Margaret’s solicitor thought she was stark, staring mad she could not see anything 

wrong with the deal, and okayed it for Margaret to sign when she was ready. And it seemed 

today was the day. 

Each of them had their documents in front of them. Helen’s son went over the plans and the 

timetable; the Master went over the financial arrangements they had each made. It was 

time. They were all very aware that the fifth house had not been mentioned, but Margaret 

thought it would be discourteous to ask, although she would like to know who her neighbour 

was going to be, as her home was right next to the fifth house. 

Someone knocked on the door, and the Master smiled, ahhhh here she is, our investor and 

your neighbour at no 5, and rose to open the door. A flash of leopard print sarong and long 

hair hugged the Master. Nobody hugged the Master, not with such exuberance and 

familiarity. The woman turned…. 

Ellly! 

Margaret! 

The Master looked from one to the other. ‘You know each other?’ 

They certainly did and Elly explained that she knew Margaret through work; Margaret 

appreciated that Elly did not say she worked for her, but intimated that they worked 

together. The Master’s eyebrows raised a little, but said it was time to get down to business. 

For a fleeting moment Margaret was going to give up the house, and not sign the contracts. 

Elly was the investor! OMG. But then she realised it did not matter, this was her dream, and 

nothing could stop her now. She signed the papers, as did everyone else, including Elly. 

 

 



They walked out into the sunlight together, and Margaret laughed – leopard print? Really? 

Elly laughed as well, and commented it was the only place she could really get away with it 

because nobody cared what she wore here. And then there was an awkward silence, 

suddenly they both burst out laughing, who would have thought? So different, and yet…. So 

much the same. 

 

 

 


