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Cast of characters —
in order of appearance

Linda Searching for answers, finds more than she bargained
for in Parrot Bay

Adele Katrina’s partner, mother-to-be of the reincarnation
of Virginia Woolf

Katrina Ex-partner of Condo, struggles with loyalty and
conflicting emotions

Zilla Clairvoyant, a big slap-happy woman who gives
advice to others but may need it herself

Martin Zilla’s partner, a rescuer and martyr

Amber Martin’s daughter

River Martin’s wacky son

Annie Zilla’s crazy sister — or is she so crazy?

Condo A wild, sexy Amazon who tantalises both men and
women

Gareth Linda’s eldest; too much his father’s son

Andrew Linda’s younger son

Derek Would-be novelist, more pivotal to the plot than he
realises

Jezanna High Priestess of Blood Mother, likes being top dog

Phyllis Jezanna’s partner, Derek’s sister — a heavy dyke
with a soft heart

Jade A member of Blood Mother; destiny is waiting

David Linda’s husband; thoroughly nasty

Mrs Proctor Adele and Natalie’s lovely mum

Natalie Adele’s gullible, judgmental sister

Eileen David’s housekeeper

Siddha Psychic healer with surprising answers

Clinton Natalie’s pastor husband, seething with righteous
lust

Tiaki Accountant who finds love and God
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1
Linda stood on  the viewing platform and looked down at Parrot
Bay. The houses and strips of road were more like a model than
a real township. To the west the expanse of sea seemed to go  on
forever, and the island looked so small. Beyond the houses miles
of park and sand-hills curved into a narrow, tree-covered point,
stretching out into the sea.

Her bracelets jangled as she pressed her hands to her diaphragm,
closed her eyes and breathed deeply. There was no  going back
now. She opened her eyes and saw the barrier fence in front of
her. Something pulled her towards it, saying, climb over, let
yourself fall, no  more agonising. It will all be finished, and
everyone will be happy. But what about the boys? How would
they feel, telling everyone their mother had committed suicide?
Would they blame themselves?

She sighed, went back to the taxi, and climbed inside.

She was surprised when she saw the steep steps leading up  to
Number 20. Zilla hadn’t mentioned them. Maybe David was right,
she thought, as she heaved her bags up the steps. Maybe she
should put herself in a psychiatric hospital. What mother in her
right mind would leave her children like this? What woman in
her right mind would leave such a beautiful home to come and
live in a cottage she hadn’t even seen, just because a clairvoyant
had told her to?

She could feel the heat of the sun on her hand as  she held the
railing at the side of the steps, and yet inside herself she felt icy
cold. Stop it, she told herself, as soon as you’ve seen Zilla you’ll
be all right. She picked up her bags and continued up  the steps.

At the top she saw the house with the tower and the cottages
perched on the hillside behind. She staggered along the broken
concrete path to the door, noticing as she went how shabby
everything looked. An old bath sat among the long grass at the
side of the house, and the house itself needed a good paint.

She knocked on one of the panes of glass in the front door. It
fell out and shattered on  the wooden step. She looked at the
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slivers sparkling in the sun and felt helpless. She knocked several
more times on the wooden door frame but no-one came. Surely
Zilla hadn’t forgotten she was coming. She looked at the path
leading up to the cottages, picked up  her bags and headed in
that direction.

It was a relief to find the door to Cottage One unlocked. She
went in. A small camping stove sat on a rickety table by the
bench. It had only one wide element which would just fit two
medium-size pots. She’d have to get a microwave as well. The
fridge wasn’t too bad, she thought, as she opened it and bent to
look inside. At least it was clean and cold. It was all so much
smaller than she had expected and not at all cute, or quaint as
Zilla had implied. She dumped her things in the bedroom that
was only slightly larger than the bed and went out on  to the
small verandah. A seagull sat on the roof of the tower, as if it
were on guard. She gazed out at the island, looking now like
some huge animal basking in the sea. Then she caught a flash of
colour on the path below. A young woman was coming up  the
path with a purple spoils bag full of books.

‘Hi.’ Her small face was covered in freckles, and her eyes were
very blue. ‘Zilla told us you were coming. I’m Adele, by the way.’

‘How do  you do. I’m Mrs . . . I’m Linda.’
‘Yes, I know. Why don’t you come up  and have a coffee with

us? We’re in Cottage Two.’ Adele pointed to the other cottage
further up from Linda’s. ‘When you’re ready,’ she said, turning
and continuing up the path.

‘I have to see Zilla,’ Linda called after her. ‘Do you know when
she’ll be back?’

Adele turned. ‘Bit hard to know with Zilla. Martin and the kids
are down there. I just saw them.’

Everything in Linda wanted to fall out through her feet. Tears,
blood, guts, everything. Then she realised Adele had been saying
something. ‘I’m sorry. What were you saying?’

‘Are you all right?’
Linda put her hand to her mouth. ‘I’m fine. It’s just that . . .’
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‘Look, these books are pretty heavy.’
‘I'm sorry,’ Linda said.
‘So you come up  when you’re ready. I’ll put the jug on.'
‘Thank you.’ Linda watched Adele walk up  the path. Then she

went back into the cottage and fell face-down on the bed.
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2
‘What’s she like?’ Katrina pulled her work shirt over her head,
then stepped into her skirt, pulled up the zip and pushed her
hands down over her thighs to smooth out the creases.

‘That shiny straight blonde hair. Blunt cut just below her ears.
You can tell she’s rich,’ Adele said, thinking how delicious Katrina
looked.

‘From her hair?’
‘Not only her hair, jewellery, designer-casual clothes. You can

tell she’s used to the best.’ Adele grabbed the damp towel Katrina
had draped over the back of chair. ‘Takes it all for granted without
even realising.’ She threw the towel into their bedroom and closed
the door.

‘You sound jealous.’
‘Maybe I am.’ Adele took the Lavender Witch’s Newsletter from

the coffee table, put it between the Woman’s Weekly and the
Listener and shoved them on the top layer of books in the
bookcase. ‘She’s not going to like living round here, I can tell
you that.’

‘She probably won’t stay then.’ Katrina stood at the mirror above
the old china cabinet and ran a comb through her long wet hair.
‘Maybe Zilla’s gone a bit far this time?’

Who  knows?’ Adele watched the muscles in Katrina’s arm and
shoulder, her firm straight back. She loved Katrina being taller
than she was; it made her feel protected. How bloody hetero,
she thought.

Katrina raised her eyebrows at Adele through the mirror and
went into the kitchen. ‘When’s she coming?’ she called.

‘Soon, so get your arse into gear.’ Adele looked at Katrina’s
knickers lying in the bathroom doorway, her jeans half falling off
the old armchair in the corner. ‘Look at all your stuff lying about,
you’re terrible Katrina.’ She slid the pile of marking out of her
satchel. It would take at least two hours to get through it.

‘Condo rang this morning.’ Katrina came out of the kitchen
eating an apple.

Adele knew she was deliberately trying to look nonchalant.
‘Oh yeah? What did she want?’

‘I think she’s in some sort of trouble.’
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‘That’s not your problem, Katrina.’
‘Yes I know, but . .
‘You’re not going to get sucked in again?’
‘Of course not. But I can’t be horrible to her. She did mean

something to me once.’
‘I thought you never wanted to see her again.’ How could

Katrina do this? Adele felt betrayed, conspired against.
‘I feel I can cope with her. Now I’m with you.’ Katrina’s face

coloured slightly.
‘You haven’t said she could come here have you?’
‘Well, she’s only calling in on her way past.’
‘Where to?’
‘I don’t know.’
Adele sighed, glanced out the window and saw Linda coming

up the path. ‘Quick, get rid of your junk. She’s here.’

Adele showed Linda into the room. Katrina appeared through
the beaded curtain that separated the kitchen from the living
area. ‘Hi,’ she said, as beads fell over her head and shoulders like
a wedding veil.

‘Nice to meet you.’ Linda sounded nervous. She glanced around
the room. ‘I like that painting,’ she said staring up  at Adele’s
painting of two women entwined in each other’s arms.

Why did she particularly have to notice that one. ‘Oh that, I did
it ages ago,’ Adele said. ‘Would you like tea or coffee?’

‘Have you got something cold? It’s quite hot, isn’t it. I’m sure
it’s warmer here than in the city, I mean it’s quite summery.’
Linda perched on  the edge of the old office chair, as if she didn’t
really want to sit on it but had no choice.

‘The further up the coast you go, the warmer it gets.’ Katrina
sat on the side of the armchair while she pulled on  her pantyhose,
then stood and lifted up her skirt to pull them over her hips.

‘A glass of wine?’ Adele glared at Katrina. Why did she have to
do that in front of a stranger. ‘We’ve still got some, haven’t we
Katrina?’

‘I’m sorry, I don’t drink.’

13



‘What about an orange and mango juice?’ Katrina skipped out
to the kitchen.

‘Thanks.’ Linda looked around the room. ‘You’ve made this
cottage lovely.’

Oh come on, thought Adele, you don’t mean that.
‘I’ll have to do  something with mine.’ She glanced around, as if

looking for ideas.
Well, you’ve got the money, Adele wanted to say. ‘You probably

need to get the feel of it first,’ she said.
‘I was surprised you knew I was coming.’ Linda sipped at her

drink and looked at them with a wide-eyed, soulful expression
that reminded Adele of Princess Di. It made her want to puke.

‘Yes,’ said Adele. ‘We’re all one big family. Zilla insists on  that.’
‘Oh, I see.’ Linda pushed her hair away from her eyes. ‘She

told you about me?’
‘Only that you were coming,’ replied Adele. ‘Nothing else.’
‘Well.’ Katrina jumped up. ‘It’s really nice to meet you but I’ve

got to get off to work.’
‘Where do  you work?’ Linda asked.
‘At Sally’s Place up  the highway. I’m a waitress.’
‘That’s what she’s chosen to do  at the moment. She’s halfway

through a law degree,’ Adele said.
‘Adele’s such a snob,’ Katrina laughed. ‘She can’t bear me being

a simple waitress.’
‘Why did you stop?’ Linda flicked her earring away from the

collar of her shirt.
‘Law is a real old boys’ network, so bloody sexist, I couldn’t

bear it.’
‘Yes, my husband’s a lawyer.’
‘Is he?’ Katrina gave Adele a knowing look. ‘What’s his name?’
‘I don't want to talk about him.’
‘Fine with me.’ Adele wondered what the bastard had done.
‘I’m sure everything will turn out okay.’ Katrina slipped on  her

shoes.
‘I left my boys.’ It seemed that Linda might burst into tears.
‘Are they with their father?’ Adele poured herself more juice.
‘He says I can’t have custody.’
‘You’ll have to fight him then,’ said Katrina.
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‘I intend to.’ Linda’s bracelets fell down her arm as she pushed
her hair behind her ear.

‘How many boys do you have?’ Adele asked.
‘Two.’
‘That’s nice.’ Adele hoped she didn’t look as insincere as she

felt.
‘What do  you do, Adele?’ Linda asked.
‘I teach at the local college.’ Adele sighed.
‘Don’t you enjoy it?’
‘Not much. I hate kids.’ She just couldn’t help saying it, even

though she wasn’t sure she meant it. She could see Linda seemed
a little startled.

‘Um . . .’ Linda looked as if she was trying to think of something
to say. ‘You mentioned Martin and children before. Who are
they? Do they live down there?’

‘They’re Martin’s kids. He was a librarian before his wife left
him and he became a full-time parent. I suppose you could say
he’s Zilla’s de  facto husband now, except that she’s more like the
husband.’ Katrina stood at the mirror again and put on some
lipstick. ‘To tell you the truth we thought she was a dyke.’

‘Have you met Derek yet?’ Adele asked quickly.
‘Derek?’
‘He lives down in the house as well. He’s writing a novel. He’s

the brother of a friend of ours, Phyllis, but they don’t get on.’
Adele could see that Linda was beginning to look confused so
decided not to mention Annie. ‘Don’t worry about it,’ she said.
‘You’ll meet everyone eventually.’
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3
Zilla put her big warm hand on Linda’s shoulder. ‘You go up
there and wait. I’ll be with you in a minute.’

‘But I just — ‘
‘Off you go.’
Oh hell, Linda thought as she made her way up  some narrow

stairs; she hadn’t come for a reading, she just wanted to tell Zilla
she was here. Be welcomed by her, hugged maybe.

She found herself in the tower, which was obviously a bedroom
as well as the place where Zilla gave readings. Along one wall
was a double bed and along the other a bookcase. A small table,
with a chair on  each side of it, sat by the window. A pair of
men’s trousers were draped over one of the chairs. Linda peered
at the books in the bookcase. There were books on  psychology,
psychotherapy, past life regressions and psychic phenomena. She
was just leafing through The Egyptian Book of the Dead when she
heard Zilla lumbering up the stairs.

‘Now then.’ Zilla took the trousers off the chair, threw them on
the bed, and settled herself at the table. ‘Come and sit down.’

‘I haven’t come for a reading. I’ve just come to tell you I’m
here.’ Linda sat opposite Zilla.

‘Oh yes, of course,’ Zilla said. ‘How have you settled in?’ She
leaned back and folded her strong, masculine arms. She was
wearing a faded green T-shirt, spotted with paint.

‘Well, it wasn’t what I was expecting. I thought it would be
bigger and . . .’

‘You don’t need too much space, that’s not what you need. I
told you that.’ Zilla pushed her glasses up  her nose.

‘And I’ve met Katrina and Adele.’
‘Ah.’ Zilla leaned forward, put her elbows on  the table and

stared at Linda over the top of her glasses, as if waiting for
something important to be  revealed.

‘They seem . . . interesting.’
‘That’s good.’ Zilla put her hand up. She seemed to be listening

to something. ‘Just a minute,’ she said. ‘They’re saying something
to me.’

‘Really?’
‘Yes. He is in serious trouble and it’s going to get worse. You
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got out just in time.’ Zilla listened again, then said, ‘Oh, I say,
there’s someone coming into your life. This person will have a
profound effect on you. That’s interesting.’ She frowned. ‘There
is danger as well, but don’t worry. We’ll do  a proper reading
later.’ Her eyes were magnified through her glasses.

‘Why weren’t you told this before?’
‘Who knows?’ Zilla shrugged. ‘Come on  downstairs and have a

cup of tea. That’ll make you feel better.’
Linda followed Zilla into the kitchen. A man stood at the stove,

stirring something in a large cauldron.
‘Martin, this is Linda.’ Zilla put her hand on Linda’s shoulder.
‘Hello.’ Martin sounded sulky, and didn’t even turn to look at

Linda.
Zilla went to the table and picked up  a teapot in a knitted tea

cosy. ‘Is this still hot?’
‘I’ve only just made it,’ snarled Martin, as if Zilla ought to know

that.
Zilla motioned for Linda to sit on the old church pew by the

table, collected two mugs from the cupboard, banged them down
on the table and proceeded to pour the tea. Then she sat opposite
Linda and stirred two teaspoons of sugar into her mug, holding
the spoon with her index finger and thumb, so that the other
fingers of her large hand fanned out like the wing of a bird.

‘I’ll need help to pour the jam,’ Martin said.
Zilla sighed, gulped a few mouthfuls of tea, thumped the mug

down again and went to stand beside him at the sink bench.
Linda looked at their backs as they ladled the jam from the

cauldron into jars. Zilla was big, square and solid, while Martin
was half the size and slender, like a long chicken bone. She
watched him pour soapy water into the cauldron, while Zilla
cleaned the bench. He turned, glanced at Linda, took off his
apron and hung it on a hook. ‘Don’t forget I’m going to that
meeting in a minute,’ he  said to Zilla.

‘What meeting?’ Zilla swung around and stared at him.
‘Parent teachers. I’ve told you ten thousand times.’
‘But I’ve got a doctor’s appointment.’ Zilla hitched her trousers

up over her slack stomach.
Martin gave a loud, impatient sigh. ‘You can’t bloody go then,
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can you? There’s no-one to mind Amber.’
‘She’s your bloody kid,’ Zilla said looking at Linda.
‘I don’t mind looking after her.’ Linda realised she had no  option.
‘It’s only Amber,’ said Zilla, ‘River’s staying with a friend for the

night.’

‘Now,’ said Zilla. ‘Make yourself at home. Go into the lounge. It’s
more comfortable. Amber is to stay here until we  come back.’
She turned to Amber, the little girl of about seven who was lying
on the floor watching television. ‘Linda will sit with you till I get
back, your dad’s going to a meeting.’

Amber rolled over. She had soft round brown eyes and wispy
blonde hair, and there was blue paint on  her nose and forehead.
‘Would you read me a story?’

‘Certainly.’ Linda looked for a chair to sit on. The best one had
an Alsatian on it, the rest had broken springs. The whole place
looked scruffy and smelt of stale cigarette smoke and dog.

‘Get off that chair, Roosevelt,’ Zilla shouted.
The dog looked displeased as he heaved himself off the couch

and slunk out to the kitchen.
Linda hoped he didn’t take it out on her. She looked at the

chair. It was stained and covered in dog hairs.
She was half way through Horton Hatches The Egg, a book she

loved and had often read to her own children, when a door
banged out in the hallway. A tall, gangly woman in a floral dress,
with a ribbon and hairclips in her hair, like a child, walked in
smoking a cigarette. ‘Hello,’ said Linda, wondering who she was.
‘I’m just keeping an eye on Amber until Zilla gets back.’

The woman looked at her, but didn’t say a word.
‘I’m Linda,’ said Linda. ‘What’s your name?’
The woman inhaled, blew a smoke ring to the ceiling, and sat

in the chair opposite Linda.
‘That’s Annie,’ said Amber. ‘She’s Zilla’s sister. Sometimes she

doesn’t talk.’
‘Oh,’ Linda said. Amber’s hair smelt musty and unwashed as

she leaned against Linda.
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As she read, Linda could feel Annie’s eyes boring into her.
Every second, it seemed, things were becoming more of a
nightmare. She decided to ignore Annie, and maybe she’d go
away. But to her horror, Annie lifted her leg and farted. It sounded
like a clap of thunder.

Linda kept on  reading and didn’t dare look above the page.
Amber cuddled into her and sucked her thumb, seemingly
oblivious of Annie.

When the story was finished, Linda said to the child, ‘Shall we
go outside and sit on the steps? It’s a nice evening.’ She guided
Amber past Annie as if she wasn’t there.
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4
Adele opened the door and was surprised to see a woman sitting
beside Katrina on the futon. They were drinking red wine. The
bottle stood on the floor between them.

‘Oh, Adele.’ Katrina seemed a little confused. ‘This is Condo.’
Before Adele could say anything, the woman jumped to her

feet and strode over with her hand stretched out. ‘I’ve heard so
much about you, Adele.’

‘Have you?’ Adele let her hand be taken in a strong grip.
‘It’s nice to meet you at last.’ Condo was statuesque and bronzed,

like a warrior princess. Her unusual blue green eyes seemed to
be challenging Adele in some way. There was no  doubt about it,
she was a bloody attractive woman. Adele felt frightened.

‘Katrina says you won’t mind if I stay a couple of nights.’
‘I said I’d have to talk to Adele first.’ Katrina clambered to her

feet, knocking over her glass and picking it up  again.
Adele narrowed her eyes at Katrina. ‘I don’t know where you’re

going to sleep,’ she said to Condo.
‘This futon will be fine.’ Condo smiled warmly at Adele.
Manipulating bitch, Adele thought as she went into the bedroom.
Katrina followed Adele and closed the door. ‘I’m sorry, Adele.

Honestly, I said I had to check it out with you first.’
Adele threw a pillow at Katrina. ‘You’re still being sucked in by

that bitch. I just can’t believe it!’
‘Please understand,’ Katrina pleaded.
Adele thought how like a child Katrina seemed, as she stood

by their dressing table; another Katrina looking distraught from a
sideways view in the mirror.

‘It was so difficult. She was so upset, Adele. It wasn’t an act, I
could tell. How could I say no? We did have a three-year
relationship. If it wasn’t for her I could still be with a man.’

‘That was five years ago. You’re not twenty-bloody-one any
more.’

‘I know that Adele.’ Katrina stood there, wringing her hands.
‘I’m not at all happy about it,’ Adele sighed. ‘But it’s your home

as well as mine.’
‘Please say you love me. I can’t bear it when you’re angry with

me.’ Katrina looked like a pleading cocker spaniel.
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‘Of course I love you.’ Adele lay on  the bed and put her hands
behind her head.

‘I’m really sorry,’ Katrina said, lying beside her.
Adele could smell Katrina’s tangy perfume. ‘What’s the problem?’
‘What?’
'With Condo? Why is she so upset?’
‘She’s been working in a massage parlour. ‘
‘Really! How  dreadful. That’s how  lesbians get Aids. From bitches

like her,’ This was getting worse by the minute.
‘She’d protect herself. And it’s good money, she says. Anyway,

some guy got heavy with her, she wouldn’t say exactly how.’
‘How do  you know that’s true?’
‘Well, she was very upset, and unnerved. That’s not like Condo,

honestly Adele.’
‘Huh,’ Adele snorted. ‘I wouldn’t believe anything she said.

Remember how she lied to you in the past. She doesn’t know
what truth is.’

‘You could be  right.’ Katrina turned and kissed Adele’s cheek.
'Thanks darling. I’ll make it up  to you, I promise.’

Adele listened as  Katrina showed Condo where things were. She
heard Condo laugh, and felt like rushing in there to  tell them this
was no  laughing matter. She even wondered if Katrina were telling
the truth. How terrible. She trusted Katrina, and had never had
any reason not to, in the whole of their relationship. She looked
at the ceiling and tried to relax. She must trust Katrina would be
able to handle Condo.  There was a disturbance inside her chest,
as  if a little black evil creature had climbed inside her and locked
the door.
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5
Linda tried to make herself feel enthusiastic as she watched Gareth
and Andrew eat their breakfast. She felt heavy, as if she had no
future; she’d come to a point where there was no  turning back,
or going forward. It was all her doing. And the boys didn’t make
her feel better. It was obvious they hated the place as well.

‘Haven’t you got a proper table? A dishwasher? Waste disposal?
What a funny house. It’s not like a proper house.’

‘It’s a holiday house,’ she said, trying to force lightness into her
voice. ‘Now, isn’t this fun.’

Gareth looked at her, as if she must be mad. ‘You might think
so, but I don’t.’

He was an intelligent child, and she was proud of that, but
sometimes she wanted to throttle him. ‘How’s school?’ she asked.

‘Okay,’ Gareth said.
‘And what about you, Andrew? Are you enjoying school?’
‘Are you going to come home soon?’ Andrew asked. ‘I don’t

like Mrs Mason.’
‘Oh dear,’ said Linda.
‘We won’t have to put up  with her much longer,’ Gareth said.

‘Dad wants to send us to boarding school.’
‘I see.’ That might be  a good idea. Who knew what David

might get up  to now that she wasn’t there? She shook her head.
She mustn’t think like that. She looked at Andrew, her baby.
What was she doing to this child? She should think of him and
not herself. She should go back, be with him. He was too young
to be sent away.

‘Dad said you aren’t coming back,’ Gareth said. ‘Not ever —
that you wanted to live on your own now, and that we  had to
stay with him. Why can’t we  go with you?’ He looked around.
‘And live in a better place than this, though.’

‘Of course I want you. I’m only here until I decide what to do.
Your father and I don’t get on  any more. I don’t like . . . well,
there are things I’m not happy about. I needed to get away.’

Why?’ asked Gareth.
‘It’s hard to explain.’ She looked at the stubborn face that was

so like David’s. ‘As soon as I get another house you can come
and live with me.’
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‘Oh goodie,’ Andrew said.
‘Why can’t Dad get a new house?’ Gareth flicked a cornflake

across the table.
‘He likes that house and I don’t,’ Linda said. ‘In the meantime

you can have fun coming here. There’s the beach, the lake . . .’
‘But, it’s not a proper house,’ Gareth said. ‘It’s terrible. Why

can’t you live in our beach house?’
‘I don’t want to live in the Bay of Islands. I want to be here.’
‘Has Dad seen this place?’ Gareth sneered.
‘It has nothing to do  with him. Look, I’ll tell you what, we’ll go

down to the big house and see those children. The little girl was
very nice, and I’m sure the boy is as well. Now hurry up  and
finish your breakfast.’

‘There’s nothing else to do, I suppose,’ Gareth said.
There was something very insensitive about Gareth, Linda hated

to admit. It was as if he’d been tainted by David, and there was
nothing she could do  about it. She didn’t even trust him. What an
awful thing to think about your own child. She could imagine
what he’d say to David, about this horrible little house and some
of the crazy people who lived around here. David would use it
against her in some way. Maybe that was the terrible thing that
was going to happen. She even felt that Zilla didn’t really
understand. When she first met her Zilla seemed so  different, so
much more caring, as if she were really concerned about what
happened to Linda. Now she seemed almost indifferent. But
perhaps this was just paranoid. She had to give it a chance, she
just had to. There was someone coming into her life. Maybe he
would be kind and loving. Maybe he would look after her. Yes,
if she were brave, she would be rewarded. It was meant to be. It
was always dark before the dawn.

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Let’s go. We’ll wash the dishes when we
get back.’

The door opened just as she was about to knock. Two women
pushed past them and went arm-in-arm down the path. One of
them was ciying.
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Linda stepped into the hallway. ‘Anyone home?’ she called.
Martin appeared from the kitchen. ‘Oh, it’s you,’ he said.
Linda felt nervous. ‘Is Zilla here?’
‘She’s busy.’ Martin looked as if he couldn’t wait to get back to

the kitchen.
‘I didn’t really want her. We came to see your children.’ She

turned to the boys and guided them forward.
‘They’re in there.’ Martin nodded towards the lounge and went

back into the kitchen.
Linda led the boys into the room. Amber and River were playing

with a bucket of Lego. ‘Hello,’ she said. ‘I wondered if you’d like
to play with my boys?’

Amber and River turned and stared at them. River had dark
hair and a pale skin and didn’t look at all like Amber, who was
such a lovely golden colour. Amber was wearing a red skivvy
and jeans. The word BAD was printed on the front of the skivvy.
Linda was surprised to see that River had a dress on over his
jeans and wondered why. Maybe they’d been playing dressing-
up.

‘This is Gareth and this is Andrew.’ She could feel the horror
oozing out of Gareth as he stood stiffly beside her. ‘How old are
you two?’

‘I’m seven and River’s nine,’ Amber said, wiping her nose with
the back of her hand.

‘You’re just a little younger than my boys. Andrew’s eight and
Gareth is eleven.’

There was a silence as they all stared at each other.
‘I was wondering if you’d like to come for a walk along the

beach with us, if your father thinks it’s all right.’
‘He won’t mind.’ Amber stood and watched River pack up  the

Lego.
‘I’m going back to that dog kennel to read a book,’ said Gareth,

disappearing down the hallway.
Linda stared after him. ‘Oh well, never mind,’ she said. ‘We’ll

just have to go without him, won’t we?’
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6
When Derek arrived at the top of the steps, he saw someone
sitting on the seat under the macrocarpa tree. It must be her, the
wealthy woman Zilla had been talking about.

‘Nice view from here,’ she said, when he was closer.
‘You must be  Linda.’ He held out his hand. ‘The name’s Derek.’

Hell, this woman was stunning. Bold, tanned face, flashing,
provocative eyes.

‘No, I’m Condo.’ She stood, not taking his proffered hand, and
walked over to the old bath in the long grass. ‘You should use
this bath. Put a fire under it and bathe in the moonlight.’

‘Visiting, are you?’ He felt rejected.
‘I’m exploring,’ she said. ‘Why don’t you show me  around?’
‘Well . . .’ For God’s sake, who was this woman?
She gave him a quizzical look. ‘I’m not going to eat you.’
‘It’s just that I’ve got a lot of work to do.’ Liar, liar, he heard his

inner voice say.
‘Oh well,’ she shrugged, and began walking up the hill.
‘Wait a tick.’
She turned. ‘Yes?’
‘I’ll just whip in and get my sweater.’ What was he doing? He

knew she was playing a game with him.
She followed him into the house. He felt funny having someone

like her in the sanctuary of his room and wished she’d wait
outside. He rummaged through his drawers while she began
examining the photographs on  the wall. ‘Who’s this?’ she asked.

He put on  his black sweater, and stood beside her. She was
pointing at a photo of Debbie. ‘That’s my ex,’ he said.

She took down the silver-framed photograph of him and Phyllis
when they were children. ‘Are these your kids?’

‘No,’ he laughed, ‘that’s my sister and me.’
‘What a little cutie she was.’ She smiled down at the photograph

and looked at him provocatively.
‘She sure isn’t now,’ he said, feeling flustered.
‘What’s happened to her?’
‘She’s a lesbian man-hater now.’
‘Not all lesbians hate men.’ Condo put the photo back.
‘I know that,’ Derek said.
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Condo surveyed the rest of the room. ‘A laptop,’ she said.
‘Yeah, I’m a writer.’
‘What do  you write?’ She looked at him with interest.
‘I’m a journalist, really, but I’m giving myself time off to have a

go at writing a novel.’ He moved in front of the screen so she
couldn’t see that he’d filled the page with the quick brown fox
jumps over the lazy dog. ‘Let’s get out of here,’ he said.

‘Do you live in Parrot Bay?’ he asked as they went up  the hill.
‘I’m just visiting.’ Condo stood and looked down at the house

and cottages. ‘Who owns all this?
‘Zilla.’
‘Who the hell’s Zilla?’
‘She’s a clairvoyant.’ He waited for her reaction.
‘A clairvoyant? You’re joking!’
‘I thought that was why you were here.’
‘I wouldn’t go to a bloody clairvoyant.’ She looked at him as if

he were mad. Who’d believe all that crap?’
‘Lots of people.’
‘And you’re one of them.’ Condo sat cross-legged in the long

grass and gestured for him to do  the same.
He sat on his knees a little away from her. ‘Yes,’ he said.
‘And you live here now? Are you teacher’s pet?’
‘It’s not like that. She had a spare room. And . . . well, it was

right for me to come here.’ That was all he  was going to say.
‘Who’s the crazy woman I saw this morning, the tall, thin one?

She was wearing socks and roman sandals.’
‘That’ll be Annie, Zilla’s sister. She’s okay.’
‘Christ.’ Condo lay on her back and looked up  at him.
‘She was normal at one time,’ he said.
‘What went wrong?’
‘Dunno.’ He watched a fantail flitting around the manuka tree.
‘It’s probably living here. This place would send anyone crazy.’
‘I wouldn’t say that.’ He felt indignant.
‘I mean the whole place. Parrot Bay. It’s so insular. I couldn’t

bear it.’
‘There are some very interesting people living here. Writers,

artists, all sorts.’ So there, he thought.
‘Each to their own.’

26



She sat up  and tickled his cheek with a long piece of grass.
‘Who are you visiting?’ He shifted slightly.
‘I’m staying with Katrina and Adele. Didn’t I tell you?’
A gust of wind rushed through the trees. ‘No you didn’t.’
‘Katrina and I used to be lovers.’
Shit, he thought. I’d never have believed it. She didn’t look the

type, and . . . well, the way she was looking at him . . .
‘Now Derek, tell me what they’re up to these days?’
‘I don’t know. You’d better ask them. I don’t have much to do

with them.’
‘Oh come on, you’re a writer,’ she said, suddenly crawling her

fingers up  his leg.
‘Look, all I know is they’re in some sort of witches’ coven.

Don’t get into this, you fool, he admonished himself.
‘Is that right? Tell me more.’
‘I only know because my sister, Phyllis, is involved in it, too.’

Oh Christ, he had to get away.
‘In that case, you must know a lot more.’
‘Listen, I have to go. I’ve got work to do.’
‘What’s the hurry?’ She took hold of his shoulders and pulled

him down on top of her.
‘Oh Christ,’ he  groaned, as he felt her breasts press against his

chest.
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7
Adele felt nervous, as Zilla held her hands across the table. ‘You
said our little girl is near. What did you mean?’

‘She is standing at the water’s edge,’ Zilla said. Her voice sounded
like a record winding down. ‘She has pushed a large stone into
her pocket.’

‘Pardon?’ Adele felt like a gawking baby as she stared at Zilla.
Zilla began to shake as if she were having a convulsion. She

rose from her chair, taking Adele with her, and arched herself
back in what seemed to be agony. ‘I am Virginia,’ a new and
lighter voice wailed.

Adele could hardly believe what she was seeing. The expression
on Zilla’s face was completely different. It was as if there were
another face inside her own. As Zilla sank to her seat again she
let go Adele’s hands. Adele picked up  the pen and paper Zilla
kept for this purpose and began to write as the words came.

‘I took my own life on the twenty-eighth day of March 1941.’
The voice was calmer now. ‘Night and day I have roamed the
spirit world waiting all the years. A young male donor, born on
the anniversary of my death, must be chosen. Zilla paused and
gazed into space.

Adele was wondering if that was all, when the voice came
again. ‘Impregnate yourself on your next ovulation. I will be
waiting for my moments of being.’ Zilla quivered and slumped
forward, her head on the table.

Adele waited until she sat up again.
‘I feel strange,’ she said.
‘Oh Zilla,’ Adele stared at her in amazement.
‘What is it?’ Zilla seemed confused.
‘I think it was Virginia Woolf. She came through you. She wants

to be reincarnated in our baby.’ She’d been chosen, like the
Virgin Mary.

‘Is that so? Did you write it down?’ Zilla asked excitedly.
‘Yes. Yes I did.’ Adele pushed the pad across to Zilla. ‘I hope

you can read it.’
‘My word,’ said Zilla. ‘I channelled Virginia Woolf, the famous

writer.’ She sat back proudly and folded her arms.
‘How are we  going to get the sperm of some young boy?’
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‘Ssh,’ Zilla said, ‘I am being told something.’ She listened. ‘The
sperm will be collected.’ She listened again. ‘You must have a
conception ritual, prepare four women to represent the four
elements. Yes? Linda? I have the name Linda. The mother. She
must be one of your signs. Yes?’ She looked towards the ceiling,
her eyes vacant. ‘Linda has been drawn here because of her
involvement with Virginia in a past life.’

‘Who was she?’ Adele was flabbergasted.
‘I cannot disclose that.’ Zilla pressed her lips together and looked

mysterious.

w
Adele could barely contain herself as she walked up  the track to
their cottage. They were going to reincarnate Virginia Woolf. She
couldn’t wait to tell Katrina. Ahead of her she saw Jezanna and
Phyllis with Phyllis’s huge mongrel dog, Ishtar. ‘Yoo hoo!’ she
called.

‘Oh, there you are,’ said Jezanna, turning to Adele.
‘I’m so pleased to see you,’ said Adele, when she caught up

with them.
‘Huh.’ Phyllis strode up  the steps to the cottage two at a time.
Adele had to push past her to open the door.
‘I see you have a visitor.’ Jezanna looked at Condo’s pack and

sleeping bag beside the futon.
‘Not for much longer, thank the goddess.’
‘Do we  know her?’ Jezanna couldn’t bear not knowing things.
‘I’m sure you don’t. She’s an ex-lover of Katrina’s. A dreadful

woman.’ Adele sat at the table and placed the writing pad in
front of her.

‘What’s her name?’ Jezanna sat on  the office chair while Phyllis
propped herself against the window-ledge, folding her arms like
a belligerent rugby player.

‘Condo.’
‘Condo?!’ Phyllis snorted. ‘What sort of a name is that?’
‘Isn’t that the woman Katrina had all that trouble with?’ Jezanna

said, ignoring Phyllis. ‘Why is she staying here?’
‘You know what a sucker Katrina is. She felt sorry for her.’

29



Adele moved the pad around absent-mindedly.
‘Mmm,’ said Jezanna, watching her.
‘You should never turn away your dyke sisters.’ Phyllis sounded

as if she was making a sermon. ‘We must support each other.’
‘Anyway,’ Adele said, ‘she’s borrowed our car and gone looking

for a place to live in town. But never mind about that, I’ve got
something to tell you.’

‘There’s something we want to say first,’ Jezanna sat back in
the chair. It surprised Adele that no  matter what Jezanna wore,
she always looked elegant. At the moment she had on old jeans
and a purple singlet that fell off one shoulder, so that the surge
of her breast was exposed.

‘Oh yes?’ Here we  go, she thought.
‘Why didn’t you come to Phyllis’s initiation ritual?’
‘Oh . . . ’So this was why Phyllis was being so peculiar and

bad-tempered.
‘You went to Jade’s birthday!’ Phyllis looked thunderous.
‘We did give our apologies.’
‘That’s not the point!’ Phyllis exploded.
‘We’d already agreed to go to Jade’s.’ Adele bit her lip. ‘We

didn’t know your period would be late.’
‘How could you let me down like this? It was my initiation as a

priestess!’
‘I’m really sorry.’ Adele felt guilty.
‘Keep calm, Phyllis.’ Jezanna went over and touched Phyllis on

the arm. ‘Maybe it would be better if you took Ishtar and waited
outside?’

‘Right,’ Phyllis said. ‘Come on, Ish.’ She stomped out of the
room.

‘I’ll be  with you soon, sweetie,’ Jezanna called, as Phyllis
slammed the door. ‘Don’t you realise how upsetting this has been
for Phyllis?’ she said to Adele. ‘She needed your love and support.’

‘I’m sorry,’ Adele sighed. ‘I really am. But listen, Jezanna,
something amazing has happened.’

‘What?’ Jezanna looked sceptical.
‘Virginia Woolf wants to be reincarnated in our baby!’
‘How do  you know?’ Jezanna leaned back a little.
‘It was Zilla. She came through Zilla.’ Adele clasped Jezanna’s

30



hands in hers and tried to dance her around the room, but Jezanna
remained resistant.

‘When did this happen?’ she asked.
‘Just now. And the new woman. I know why she’s here now.’
‘Why?’ Jezanna pulled up  her shoulder strap.
‘She knew Virginia in a past life. Isn’t it amazing? Here, I’ll read

you what I wrote down.’ Adele picked up  the writing pad.
Well,’ Jezanna said, when Adele had finished reading. We’d

better do  all that she says. You can find the right boy among your
students, can’t you?’

‘I’m sure I can.’ Of course she could, it was meant to be.
‘I suggest you prepare some sort of questionnaire. You’ll know

what to do.’
‘Oh Jezanna.’ Adele threw her arms wide. ‘I want a hug. I feel

so proud that Virginia chose me.’
‘And why wouldn’t she?’ Jezanna said, as she placed her arms

around Adele.
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8
Someone was knocking at her door. Linda sat up. She couldn’t
think. She looked around the tiny bedroom and for a moment
wondered where she was. Then she sighed, rolled out of bed
and grabbed her dressing gown. ‘Coming,’ she called as she tied
it around her and stumbled across the cracked lino.

Katrina stood on the lower step looking up  at her from under
the hood of her raincoat, ‘We were wondering if you’d like to
come over for coffee?’

‘What time is it?’ Linda looked beyond Katrina to fine grey rain
drifting in front of the view.

‘Nine forty-five. Sorry, did I wake you?’
‘It’s all right. I should have been up.’ Linda stood aside. ‘Come

in.’
‘I’ll get back. Come over when you’re ready,’ Katrina said.
‘Okay.’ Well, that was nice of Katrina. Linda went into the

bathroom and struggled with the cranky shower taps.

Adele was sitting at the shabby wooden dining table which was
spread with a purple cloth. ‘Take a seat,’ she smiled.

Linda closed the door and sat opposite Adele, feeling as if she
was at a job interview.

‘Have some toast.’ Adele pushed a rack of toast towards Linda
and gestured at the butter and several dishes containing honey,
jam and marmalade. ‘We know you won’t have had breakfast.’

‘Thank you, this is very nice.’ Linda took a slice of toast and
spread it with butter and honey. ‘Aren’t you having something?’

‘We’ve already eaten,’ said Adele.
‘Oh.’ Linda hated feeling as if all eyes were on her.
‘Katrina came in with a large pot of coffee and sat down. ‘Settled

in, have you? Met everyone?’
‘I’ve met Martin, but I don’t think he likes me.’
‘Don’t take any notice of him, he gets like that. It’s not personal.’

Katrina pushed the plunger down and began to pour the coffee.
Linda noticed a pack, with a sleeping bag rolled on top of it,

sitting in the corner. ‘Have you got a visitor?’ She didn’t really
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want to know, it was just something to say.
Katrina followed her gaze. ‘Yes, a friend, Condo. She’s only

here until she finds somewhere to live. She’s off looking at the
moment.’

Linda took a sip of coffee and observed Katrina. She had that
alabaster skin that doesn’t need make-up; even her lips had colour,
as if she’d put on  a light red lipstick, and yet Linda could see she
hadn’t. ‘Thanks for asking me  over,’ she said. ‘I have to admit I
was feeling a bit depressed.’

‘That’s no  good.’ Adele seemed distracted.
There was a silence. Linda felt as if they were waiting for

something.
‘There’s something we  want to ask you,’ Katrina said.
‘Ask me?’ Linda felt afraid of what they might say.
‘You see,’ Adele said. ‘You were meant to come here.’
‘Yes.’ Linda felt puzzled.
‘You used to know. . .’
‘Don’t tell her yet.’ Katrina waved her hand at Adele.
‘Tell me  what?’
‘The thing is,’ Katrina said.
‘Yes, the thing is,’ said Adele.
‘It’s sort of complicated.’ Katrina put her hand on  Adele’s knee

as if to keep her in place.
‘What is?’ What on  earth were they on  about?
‘We’re going to have a baby,’ Katrina said.
‘Are you?’ Linda’s coffee went down the wrong way and she

began to choke and splutter.
Katrina got up  and thumped her on  the back with her fist.

‘Adele’s going to be  the carrier,’ she said.
‘Right,’ Linda said, giving a few last coughs and wiping her

eyes.
‘You see, Zilla channelled Virginia Woolf.’ Adele said. ‘She wants

to be  reincarnated in our baby girl.’
‘Really?’
‘And the thing is,’ Adele looked at Katrina and back at Linda.

‘You used to know her.’
‘Know who?’ This was becoming more and more confusing.
‘Virginia,’ Adele said.
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Katrina sucked her lips together. ‘In a past life.’
‘I beg your pardon?’
‘It’s true,’ said Adele. ‘Virginia said it.’
‘Are you sure? Who was I?’
‘We weren’t told that,’ said Adele.
‘Wouldn’t I know?’ She frowned at them. ‘Surely I would?’
‘Not necessarily,’ said Katrina.
‘Anyway,’ Adele took a piece of toast and bit the end off it. ‘We

need your vibes at the conception ritual. How do  you feel about
that?’

‘Well, if I’m still here.’
‘You will be,’ Katrina said.
‘I’m beginning to wonder if I’m in a dream.’ Or a nightmare,

she thought. She pinched the skin on the back of her hand and
it hurt.

Katrina held the coffee pot over Linda’s cup. ‘Why’s that?’
‘So much has happened, so much has been said. Everything’s

different, people I’m not used to . . .  I can’t take it all in.’ She
dabbed around her mouth with her handkerchief. ‘It’s scary.’

‘Scary? This is not scary,’ said Katrina.
‘Other things, things that Zilla has said. Things to do with. . .

my situation.’ She saw the curiosity in their faces. ‘Something
about danger and losses. I don’t know what to do.’

‘Don’t do  anything,’ Katrina said with certainty.
Linda was quite taken aback.
‘Deal with it when it happens. No good wasting time on

worrying, until you know what you’ve got to worry about.’
‘You’re quite right,’ Linda said.
The rain had stopped and everything seemed brighter when

Linda made her way back to her own cottage. She could see the
sea, the island, houses along the Esplanade. Birds were darting
through the trees and she could hear a tui talking to itself and
making its bell-like call.

34



9
Adele was marking homework when Condo walked in the door.

‘Hi chook,’ Condo said, as if she’d only been out for half an
hour instead of four days.

‘So you’re back, are you?’ Adele couldn’t bring herself to look
at Condo, she felt so  enraged.

‘Yeah. Jeez it’s hot.’ Condo threw her bag beside the futon and
took the rest of what she was carrying into the kitchen. Adele
heard her open the fridge and cupboards and bang things about.
Finally she came back into the room with what looked like a
lime and soda.

Adele stared at her. Never had she met anyone so blase.
‘Sorry,’ said Condo. ‘Can I get you a drink?’
‘No thank you.’
Condo put the glass on  the table beside Adele and kicked off

her shoes, then took off her jeans and T-shirt.
‘I thought you’d gone forever,’ Adele said.
‘No, no,’ said Condo cheerfully.
Adele waited for an explanation, but when none came she

said, ‘It’s been a real pain without the car you know.’
‘Oh.’ Condo seemed surprised. ‘Didn’t Kat tell you I’d borrowed

it to look for a flat?’
‘Of course she did, but only for a day! She’s pretty pissed off

that you’ve taken so long to come back. We were thinking of
getting the police.’

Condo laughed. ‘Kat wouldn’t do  that to me.’
‘Wouldn’t she just?’
‘Of course she wouldn’t. She knows I’ll always turn up.’ Condo

sat on  the office chair.
Well / would have got the police.’
‘Would you?’ Condo sipped at her drink as she looked at Adele

over the top of the glass. ‘Not to worry. I’m back now.’
‘Did you find a flat?’ Adele crossed her fingers behind her back.
‘Nah. They were all really scummy. Think I might look for a

place around here.’
Adele’s heart became a hard little stone that dropped like a

sinker to the pit of her stomach. ‘It took Katrina months to find
this place.’
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‘So Kat said.’
Adele hated the way Condo always called Katrina ‘Kat’, as if

she still had some special relationship with her.
‘What made you become a teacher, Adele?’
‘Well . . .’ Why did Condo’s questions always seem critical, as if

she were laughing at people, putting them down in some way? ‘I
like kids.’

‘Jeez, do  you really?’ Condo put her foot up on  the chair and
leant her elbow on her knee.

‘And I can do  my own work in the holidays.’
‘Why don’t you paint full time?’
‘Can’t afford to.’ She picked up  her pen.
‘So you’re compromising your ideals. You know the saying,

Those who can, do; those who can’t, teach.’
‘It’s just unrealistic at the moment.’ She wished Condo would

go  and have a swim, anything, just to get her out of here.
‘You’re doing what the system wants you to do.’
‘And what about you?’ Adele felt like crying. ‘I wouldn’t say

being on  the game wasn’t playing into the system.’
‘Look, I’m not trying to upset you,’ Condo said, seeming happily

oblivious to what Adele had said. ‘I’m just being the devil’s
advocate really. I think people should follow their dreams.’

‘Well for your information, Condo,’ said Adele — wanting to
say, ‘are you following your dream’ — ‘This should be  my last
year of teaching. I am  going to follow my dream.’ What was she
saying? Condo wasn’t the person to tell such things to.

‘Hey, what say we  have a drink?’ Condo said. ‘I bought some
cognac when I was in town.’

‘I’m not drinking at the moment.’
‘Don’t be  so  stuffy, chook. You need to relax.’ She jumped up,

breasts bouncing. ‘Are you hungry?’
‘Well, yes — ’ Adele remembered now that she hadn’t had time

for lunch.
‘I bought some food. I’ll get us something.’ Condo strode out

to the kitchen.
Adele pushed her papers aside and walked out onto the

verandah to get a breath of air. It was so hot.
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Condo put a tray of mussels, camembert and french bread, the
bottle, and two large glasses of cognac on the floor. She nodded
for Adele to sit beside her.

‘Wonderful.’ Adele couldn’t decide what to take first.
‘Well, I’ve been bludging off you guys for long enough. Oh,

and I’ve bought you a present.’ She jumped up, and ran out to
the kitchen again.

Adele looked at the mussels. Did they have souls? Surely not.
She put one in her mouth.

Condo came back with a flat package and put it down in front
of Adele.

‘Oh,’ Adele said. ‘For me?’
‘Open it.’
When she unwrapped the package she found a moon calendar.

‘Oh Condo, how  sweet. Next year’s moon calendar. You must be
a mind reader. I wanted one of these.’

Condo smiled and took a gulp of cognac. ‘Drink up,’ she said,
pointing to Adele’s glass.

‘I really shouldn’t,’ Adele said.
‘Come on, I can’t drink by myself.’ Condo coaxed. ‘What time

does Kat get home?’
‘Her shift finishes at eleven on a Monday night.’ Adele took a

swig of cognac. She loved cognac.
‘I don’t know how she can work at a place like that. She’d be

better at one of the cafes in town.’
‘She doesn’t mind. And it’s too far to go to town every day,

especially when they sometimes call her at short notice.’ Adele
took a slice of bread and spread some camembert on  it. Then
she took another swig of the cognac, and put down her glass.

Condo filled it again.
‘No, no, I’ve got school tomorrow.’ Adele waved her hand at

Condo.
‘You really should relax, you know. You seem to get very uptight.

It can’t be good for you.’
‘Oh I suppose it won’t matter.’ Adele picked up  the glass.
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‘Tell me about your dream.’
Condo said it in such a warm encouraging way, and with such

genuine interest in her face, that Adele heard herself say, ‘I’m
going to have a baby.’

‘What?’ Condo’s mouth fell open, and Adele could see pieces
of chewed mussel. ‘Are you pregnant?’

‘Not yet. But I’m planning to be.’
‘Katrina? Does she . . .? What does she think?’
‘She’s looking forward to it.’
Condo swallowed her drink and poured more into her glass.

’Shit a brick!’
Adele giggled and held out her glass to Condo. ‘We’re going to

reincarnate Virginia Woolf.’
‘You’re what?’ Condo moved closer.
‘It was Zilla. Do you know about Zilla?’
‘Well . . . yeah. She’s supposed to be a clairvoyant.’
‘She’s a clairvoyant and trance medium. People even come

from Australia to see her. Anyway, Zilla says the new woman,
Linda, you haven’t met her yet, is going to be significant in the
birth process as well.’

‘How’s that?’
‘She was associated with Virginia in a past life.’ Adele was

beginning to feel the effects of the alcohol.
‘Who was she?’ Condo broke off a piece of french bread, and

put it in her mouth.
‘I don’t know.’
‘She could have been Katherine Mansfield?’ Condo let out a

theatrical gasp. ‘Does she look like Katherine Mansfield?’
‘They don’t have to look alike. A spirit chooses someone for all

sorts of reasons.’
‘Jeez, we  could have Katherine Mansfield in our midst. Fuck a

duck!’ Condo put her head back and seemed to be  thinking.
‘How are you going to get this Linda involved? Maybe I should
get to know her?’

‘She’s already agreed.’
‘Is that so? What’s she like? Is she attractive? I wouldn’t mind

having an affair with Katherine Mansfield.’
Adele fell forward, giggling. ‘Linda’s as straight as they come.
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You’d never get around her.’
‘I like a challenge,’ Condo said.
‘Anyway, the other day . . .’ Adele proceeded to tell Condo

how Virginia had come through Zilla.
‘Jeez!’ said Condo. ‘Fascinating.’
‘Do you believe me?’
‘Why would you be lying?’
‘You could think I was stark raving mad.’
‘No, I don’t. Go on, what else happened?’ She took another

mouthful of the cognac, and poured more into Adele’s glass.
‘Virginia wants my womb, she’s been waiting all the years. I

wrote it down, I’ll go  and get it.’ She struggled to her feet.

‘So, you’re going to fuck a fourteen year old boy.’ Condo said,
when she came back from the kitchen with an  opened bottle of
Chardonnay.

‘No, no, we’ll do  it artificially. I designed a list of autobiographical
questions.’ She gestured with her glass, sending cognac flying
onto the floor.

Condo steadied Adele’s hand while she filled the glass.
‘For my classes at school.’ Adele took a sip. ‘I had the English

class answer all these questions in story form, and in the art
classes I got them to base a piece of art on  the answers, relating
to their cultural heritage, stuff like that. It was great.’ Adele finished
her wine.

‘You’re veiy clever.’ Condo poured more in both their glasses.
‘But didn’t you just need their birth dates?’

‘No, no. I needed to find out their level of health, intelligence,
cultural background, and I wanted someone with dark skin.’

‘Why?’
‘Have to think of melanoma.’ As she lifted her glass to her

mouth she spilt wine down her neck. It trickled between her
breasts.

‘I see. Did you find the perfect specimen?’
‘Three. Three boys born on  that day. Amazing, don’t you think?’

She stared at her knees.
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‘Yeah?’ Condo pushed Adele’s shoulder.
Adele looked at her.
‘Which one did you choose?’
‘Eh?’
‘Boy? Which one did you choose?’
‘Oh . . . two. Got it down to two. One with Tongan blood, one

part-Maori.’
‘How do  you know.’ Condo tapped Adele on  the knee, ‘exactly

when you’re going to ovulate?’
‘Connected with the moon. My moon was in Taurus when I

was born. Whenever the moon is in Taurus — here, I’ll show
you on the moon calendar.’

‘I believe you.’ Condo waved her hand.
‘Doesn’t have to be in the middle of my cycle. Can be at strange

times. Who knows?’ She gulped down some more wine. ‘I know
it will work out.’

‘You think you’re going to get the real Virginia Woolf back, do
you? Will she be happy living in Parrot Bay? Won’t she miss
Bloomsbury?’

‘No, no.’ Adele put her glass on  the floor. ‘It’ll just be her spirit.’
She let her head fall on Condo’s shoulder. She was nice. How
could she have thought she wasn’t?

I’m just joking,’ Condo said. ‘Hey,’ she put her arm around
Adele, ‘I could help you get the sperm.’

‘I don’t know about that.’ Adele wondered if she’d said too
much. Things might get out of hand. What would Katrina think?

‘No, I could. I’d like to help you. And that means,’ Condo said,
‘that the boy need never know it had anything to do  with you.’

‘Well . . .’
‘We’ll have to pay him, of course. Otherwise he’ll never do  it.’
‘How much?’
‘Mmm.’ Condo thought for a while. ‘A thousand dollars.’
‘A thousand dollars? You can’t be  serious!’
‘I’m sorry, chook, you’ll have to make it worth his while. That’s

a wonderful incentive for a boy of that age. And surely it’ll be
worth it to get Virginia?’

‘Well, yes, but we  thought we’d just, well, give him a present.’
‘Hell’s teeth,’ Condo said. ‘How are you going to explain it to
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him? What will his parents think? You can’t have him telling his
parents, they won’t go for it. You could lose your job. Listen, I
could tell him I’m a researcher and that sperm is needed for
some sort of test on  pubescent boys. I’ll think of something, you
don’t have to worry. I’m the best bullshit artist around, and I’ve
got this blonde wig that makes me look completely different, so
he’d never recognise me again.’

‘Are you serious?’
‘Of course I am. I want to help you. I know Katrina will have

told you about how dreadful I used to be. I want you to know
I’ve changed. I’m older. I’d like to make up  for all you’ve done
for me since I’ve been here. You and Katrina will make wonderful
parents, and I’d like to help. Honestly.’

‘Well,’ Adele said. ‘I’ll . . . I’ll . . .’ She could hardly articulate the
words. ‘I’ll have to talk to Katrina.’

‘Of course you will, chook.’ Condo poured Adele another glass.
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10
Derek walked along the beach with Martin and Roosevelt. The
kids ran ahead, in and out of the water, laughing hysterically.
They were funny kids. They’d come to the beach without their
jeans and were wearing long jerseys pulled down over their
underwear. For some reason that Derek couldn’t fathom, River
had on a balaclava. Could be that he had earache, or it was
something to do  with the game they were playing. Roosevelt
was behaving like a young pup as he cavorted about chasing the
sticks Martin threw for him. There were bluebottle jellyfish
scattered on  the sand like tiny balloons. Derek trod on as many
as he could, and made them pop.

The sky behind the island was bright orange, streaked with
blue and grey. The island itself was a deep blue-black. It was a
balmy evening, and quite a few people were strolling on  the
beach. Derek felt good. His writing was going well, he was
churning out a thousand words a day.

‘She always said she wouldn’t have clients after five thirty,’
Martin said.

‘Never mind,’ Derek said. ‘It’s a lovely evening. You can feel
summer in the air, can’t you? Won’t be long before we’ll all be
swimming.’

‘Seven o-bloody-clock,’ Martin said. ‘And we won’t be able to
go back until eight. She never keeps any of her promises.’ He
threw another stick for Roosevelt.

‘Oh well,’ Derek said. Up on  the road he  saw a figure walking,
head down, smoking a cigarette. It had to be Annie. No one else
would walk like that without looking at the view. What hell was
going on  in her head? What had gone wrong? Zilla didn’t seem at
all worried, seemed to accept it as a fact of life. ‘I see Annie’s out
as well,' he said to Martin.

Martin looked up  at the road. ‘Oh yeah,’ he said vaguely.
As they rounded the rocks at the far corner of the beach, Derek

could hear women’s voices, and saw a small group around a fire.
When they were closer he saw it was Katrina, Adele and — his
heart gave a lurch — her, that woman, Condo.

‘Time to go  back,’ Martin called to the kids.
‘But it’s them, Katrina and Adele, and . . .’
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‘I can’t be  bothered talking to them at the moment,’ Martin
said.

‘Oh.’ Derek had been wondering if he’d see Condo again.
‘Amber! River!’ Martin yelled. ‘Come back nouf
Derek could hear Condo’s low voice and then a high-pitched

giggle from one of the others as he  and Martin turned and trudged
the other way, kids and dog reluctantly following them. ‘What
do  you think made Annie like she is?’ Derek said.

‘Buggered if I know. But Zilla would drive anyone mad.’
‘You’re not serious, are you?’
‘Of course I am. I’ve never met anyone as slack as her. She

never pays bills, she forgets appointments.’
‘Does she?’ Derek was shocked.
‘Haven’t you heard me  having to make excuses to people?’
‘You know how involved I get in my own world.’
‘She’s bloody terrible, expects me  to sort everything out for

her, and I can tell you I’m getting bloody sick of it.’
‘Well, perhaps people like her are beyond the mundane,’ Derek

said.
Martin began to  laugh, which pleased Derek. ‘You’re not wrong

there,’ he  said.
Another woman, and two children, were walking towards them.

‘Isn’t that the new one?’ Derek asked. ‘Linda? Is that her name?’
‘Yes,’ sighed Martin.
‘Don’t you like her?’ Derek watched as she came up  to them.

She looked too tidy, in obviously expensive clothes and jewellery.
Not quite right for around here, he  thought.

‘She’s all right, I suppose.’
‘Lovely evening isn’t it?’ she said, when she reached them. ‘We’ve

just walked up  to the lake and back.’ She looked at Derek and
held out her hand. ‘I’m Linda.’

‘And I’m Derek.’ He  took her hand in his for a second.
She pulled the younger boy closer. ‘These are my  sons, Andrew

and Gareth. Say hello, boys.’
Derek was surprised when they both held out their hands like

miniature grown-ups. ‘Hello,’ he  said, taking each sweaty, sandy
hand in turn. Where did these two come from? He’d never seen
kids behave like this before.
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‘Do you mind if we  walk along with you?’ Linda said.
‘Please yourself,’ Martin said.
‘Of course you can.’ Derek was appalled at Martin’s rudeness,

and noticed that Linda seemed shocked too. Her face flushed
and she looked as if she were about to burst into tears.

Then she pulled herself together. She ran her fingers through
her hair, as if preparing herself for something. ‘Martin . . .’ Her
voice sounded a little shaky, and she glanced at Derek as she
spoke.

‘Yes,’ Martin said.
‘Do I upset you?’
‘Ah . . .’ Martin looked as if he’d been caught with his hand in

the cookie jar.
Serves him right, thought Derek.
‘You’re always so  offhand with me, as if you don’t like me. And

yet you don’t even know me.’
Now what’s he going to say, Derek wondered, admiring Linda

for having the guts to confront him.
‘I’m sorry.’
‘You’ve been horrible to me ever since I arrived.’ Her skin

flushed again. Derek thought of a peach.
‘It’s not you,’ said Martin. ‘It’s Zilla.’
‘I don’t understand.’
‘Hell, I feel terrible about this,’ Martin said. ‘It’s just that Zilla

gets enthusiastic about people and then she loses interest. She
has all these wonderful plans about this loving community we’re
supposed to have, and, well it just makes me angry.’

He’s jealous, Derek thought. Because Zilla is well-known and
respected for what she does. Who would have thought it?

‘Well I’m glad it’s not me,’ said Linda.
Martin picked up another piece of driftwood and threw it out

to sea. ‘How do you like living here? Apart from me, that is.’
She laughed. ‘I’m getting used to it. I felt pretty lonely at first.’

She smiled at Derek. ‘But I’ve got to know Katrina and Adele.’
You wouldn’t have thought she’d be the type for them, Derek

thought.
‘Is that so?’ Martin said.
‘I told myself I’d stay here three months, and I’m determined to
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do it. I have to give it time, don’t I?’ She glanced up  at Derek
again, as if she wanted his support.

‘You’ll be coming to the dinner in a couple of weeks, will you?’
Derek asked her.

‘I suppose so.’ She gave him a shy smile.
‘You have to,’ Martin said. ‘Zilla expects it. And, anyway, you’ll

enjoy it.’
‘Will I?’ Again the smile at Derek. Was she flirting with him?
‘Of course you will.’ Martin touched her arm. ‘I’ll be nice to

you, I promise.’
When she smiled, Derek thought, she was beautiful.
‘I’m sure you’ll get to know people better, and feel more part

of things,’ he said.
‘I hope so, I really do.’ She walked on  with her head down, as

if deep in thought.
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11
Katrina knelt beside a large turquoise pottery bowl with four
floating candles in it and beckoned for Linda to kneel at the
other side. ‘Before we  join the others I need to talk to you.’

‘Yes?’ Linda just wanted to get the whole thing over with.
‘I’ve been given a sign.’
‘What?’
‘You need to recognise the power within you.’
‘I’m sorry?’ What was Katrina on about now? Linda wished she

could go  back to her cottage and read a book.
‘See these four candles. They symbolise the four women who

will be representing the four elements in the conception ritual.
That pink candle is you.’

‘But it’s just about going out.’ Linda watched uneasily as the
candle spluttered and flickered against the side of the bowl. ‘I’m
not going to die, am I?’

‘No, no.’ Katrina leaned toward Linda, and touched her arm.
’It's just showing you that your soul is troubled. You’re letting
things happen to you instead of taking control.’

‘How can I?’
‘You’re letting your husband take control aren’t you? You’ve

chosen to do  that, Linda.’
‘What? I don’t see what else I can do. He — ’
‘We all create our own destinies. And for some reason you’ve

chosen to let your sons stay with your husband.’
‘I don’t think sol’ Would anyone ever understand?
‘I know it might not seem like that,’ Katrina sat on  her haunches

and surveyed Linda, ‘but you really have to think about this. I
have a sense that you always let others control you. Is that right?’

Well, maybe. What do  you think I should do?’
‘Recognise the power within you, the desire in your life. Close

your eyes and think of harmony while I do  a healing spell on you.’
Linda closed her eyes and felt warmth radiating up  from the pit

of her stomach and through her whole body. She imagined being
back at home with the boys, David not there any more, just her
and the boys living in peace.

Katrina’s voice seemed to come from a long way. ‘Look at your
candle now.’
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Linda looked at the pink candle spinning brightly in the centre
of the bowl and felt amazed and relieved.

‘Now that you’re in balance,’ said Katrina, ‘we’ll join the others.’
She took Linda’s elbow and led her out of the cottage. ‘You
know what’s happening now, don’t you? We join the others from
Blood Mother for the purging ritual, then we come back here for
the conception ritual.’

‘I just hope I know what to do.’ Linda took a deep breath and
wiped her hands, which felt warm and clammy, on  her jeans.

‘You’ll know,’ Katrina said.

Linda could see dark figures throwing wood onto a roaring bonfire.
A woman in a white gown stood at the water’s edge.

‘That’s Jezanna, she’s the high priestess of Blood Mother,’ Katrina
whispered. ‘Go to her.’

‘But . . .’
‘Do it,’ Katrina said.
Linda walked up to Jezanna and took her outstretched hand.

Jezanna didn’t say a word, as she led Linda further into the water
and bent down pulling Linda’s hands into the waves. She held
them in the water for a few seconds, then stood, took a small
white towel from the cord around her waist and pressed it into
Linda’s palms with her thumbs. ‘Your energy is charged with the
goddess energy. Welcome the new.’ She pointed to the rest of
the group who were now sitting on  flax mats around the bonfire.

Linda took a deep breath as she walked towards them, feeling
the coldness of her wet jeans as they clung to her calves and
ankles.

Adele, who was sitting by Katrina, looked up, the firelight
flickering on her face, and indicated that Linda should sit beside
her. Then she took Linda’s hand. ‘We’re going to clear our negative
energy now,' she said.

They all held hands and lowered their heads. The only sound
then was the crackling of the fire, which seemed to go on and
on. Linda heard a shuffling as someone stood up. She watched
as the young woman, Jade, picked up  a stone, walked towards
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the water and stood facing the sea.
The woman held the stone to her chest for a moment then

flung it as far as she could out to sea. As it skidded into the water
she yelled. ‘Stay away fear. Stay away forever.’

After she sat down, that frightening mannish woman Phyllis
stood and picked up  a stone. ‘Go away jealousy, I don’t need
you any more. I am a woman worthy of love. I do  not need you.’
She threw the stone high in the air. ‘Go away, go  away, go  away,’
she yelled, as the stone plummeted into the sea.

Then that friend of Katrina and Adele’s stood. Linda couldn’t
remember her name except that it was something strange. She
watched her standing for some time staring out to sea. Just as it
seemed she might not do  anything, she called, ‘Lies and deceit,
away, away,’ and biffed her stone way out beyond the waves,
much further than anyone else’s.

When it was Linda’s turn, she picked up  a stone, and wondered
if she could say the fear one, but everyone else had said something
different. She stared at the stone and hoped that the right words
would come. ‘Go away indecision,’ she heard herself say. ‘I can
decide for myself. I am strong. I have power. I will not let that
bastard do  this to me. No-one will ever do  this to me again!’ She
hurled the stone into an oncoming wave, screaming and yelling,
over and over, ‘Bastard, bastard, evil bastard . . .’ Then she was
aware of arms around her, and Adele’s soothing voice saying,
‘It’s all right, Linda, it’s all right. We’ll look after you,’ as she
guided Linda back to the circle where the warmth of the flames
seemed to engulf her. Linda was amazed at the feelings that had
come over her. She wanted to cry and cry and never stop.

After they’d sat in the circle again, holding hands and humming,
until Linda felt she might pass out, Jezanna stood and touched
her knife into the fire.

‘The circle is cast, ’Jezanna pronounced. ‘We are between time,
in  a place where laughter and  tears dance together, where matter
doesn’t matter, where we are one with earth, water, fire, and  sky.’

Adele took a small felt doll from the pocket of her gown. It had
pins holding it together. She took a needle and cotton that was
also attached to it, made one stitch around the edge of the doll,
and handed it to Linda. ‘Make a stitch and pass it on,’ she said.
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When the doll returned to Adele she stood, while everyone
made a space for her to lie down. Then they all sat around her
and laid their hands, one on top of the other, over her womb.

‘Virginia, you have passed through many wombs.’ Katrina
continued in a sing-song voice:

As witch, wanderer, writer, and womin
departed your last in sadness and  grief
your last incarnation tragically brief
Demeter, Oh goddess of grain
has nurtured your soul
and sees you ready again
Oh great mother Demeter
Persephone has returned
The earth is now abundant.

She sat, and put her hands over the others. ‘Breathe the goddess
energy into Adele’s womb,’ she said.

Linda closed her eyes and tried to imagine Adele’s womb as
she breathed and breathed.

When she opened her eyes again she was shocked to see a
man watching them. He was standing a short distance away, legs
apart, hands in his pockets. Linda was just about to put her hand
on Katrina’s arm to warn her when she realised the ‘man’ was
Zilla. At that moment Zilla turned and walked back along the
beach and over the sand-hills.

Everyone stood and began taking off their clothes. Linda felt
immobilised as she watched one after the other strip and run
into the water, their pale bodies glowing in the moonlight. No-
one had mentioned this, she thought, as she stripped off her T-
shirt and lay it on  a rock — and how would they dry themselves?
Then she discerned a pile of purple towels on a grassy sand-hill.

Adele was overwhelmed with excitement as everyone formed a
circle in the water.

All from the goddess, the goddess from us, they began to sing.
Adele heard her own voice mingling with the others. It was as if
she’d left her body and was floating high with the voices.
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As the chanting died down Jezanna, the air sign, began her
invocation to the east. ‘Hail to the eastern corner, power of air.
Oh great Artemis, womin, oh spirit of air, virgin waxing moon,
bless wild blood lust, seal this circle.’

Then Phyllis, the fire sign, moved forward. ‘Bless’ed be, oh south,
we see and feel the goddess Hecate. Regenerate, oh crone of night,
to life from death, moon goddess delight.’

Jade, the water sign, raised her arms, then lowered them into
the water. ‘Water flow through the west chasm, ’she chanted. ‘Bless
you, oh guardian wimin. We look for love from Aphrodite, water
flow through her desire, water flow pure into womb.’

Adele turned to Linda, the earth sign, who looked as if she was
going to faint. She stood rigid for a second or  two, then composed
herself. ‘From the earth comes seed, ’she said, her voice quivering.
‘Oh great north, great mother Gaia, choose your lover, Pan the
horned god. Give fertility, oh new moon, that we cannot see, like
a seed that grows.’ She stepped back.

‘The goddess wants to see frivolity,’ Adele called and plunged
into the water. When she turned back she saw the others ducking
and diving like gleaming seals. She watched Condo surge up
through the water and stand near Linda who  was floating upright,
her hands making small circles in the water. Adele was surprised
at how wrong she’d been about Condo. Condo had been
wonderful about everything. At eleven o’clock she’d be meeting
the boy to collect the sperm. Not everyone would go to that
trouble, but it didn’t seem to bother Condo. She said she wanted
to do it, that it was her way of contributing and thanking them
for what they’d done for her.

Adele felt suffused with warmth for everyone as they had trudged
up the sand-hills and back to their cottage. Now as everyone
stood around her, she sat on  the mattress they’d set up  on  the
floor, took the poppet doll and the scissors Katrina handed her,
snipped off a piece of her own hair and put it inside the poppet’s
gaping stomach. Then she took the piece of red paper that had
Virginia Woolfs name written on it in runes, folded it four times
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in an anti-clockwise direction and put it in as well. After she’d
sewn the poppet up again, she took the small jar of urine Jezanna
had got from her sister, who was expecting a baby girl, and
sprinkled it over the poppet.

As Katrina douched her with diluted vinegar Adele looked at
the circle of heads looking down at her. They moved back to the
outer perimeters of the room as Jezanna began to dance around
Adele. She had the crescent moon on  her head to represent Pan.
Katrina moved away and Adele closed her eyes and listened to
everyone singing and beating small bongo drums. The sound
went on  and on, and as it did, it seemed to get more distant. She
was brought back to the present when she heard Condo’s
breathless voice saying, 'Here it is — the seed!’

Then Phyllis was kneeling beside her, lifting away the sheet
that covered her, stroking a hen’s egg over her stomach and
down into her pubic hair.

Adele watched as Katrina inserted a long medicine dropper
into the jar and began sucking up  globules of sperm. ‘Can you
see the light, Virginia?’ Katrina said, as she sat beside Adele.

Jezanna pushed a cushion under Adele’s hips and parted her
knees wide so that her heels were pressing together.

‘Can you hear the sweet sounds of Adele’s womb?’ Katrina
called, as she inserted the dropper deep into Adele’s vagina.
‘Come on  in, come on in, Virginia.’

As Condo and Phyllis beat the bongos louder and louder Jade
knelt to the left of Adele and began anointing her stomach with
warm, scented oil. Jezanna knelt on  the opposite side and stroked
her breasts and shoulders, and Linda massaged her head. For a
moment Adele looked up  into Linda’s face, then closed her eyes
and let herself experience the feeling of all the hands moving
over her.

As Katrina squeezed the dropper, she immediately pulled it
out of Adele, so sperm wouldn’t be  sucked back into it. Tears
trickled into Adele’s ears, as Katrina squeezed the last drops of
sperm into the poppet.

The drumming stopped, and the room filled with the soft
humming of everyone’s voices and the scent of mulled wine,
sweat, and aromatic oils.
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12
‘Would you like a cup of coffee?’ Linda asked Jade as she sat
cross-legged on Linda’s divan bed.

‘No thanks,’ Jade said. ‘If I drink coffee at night I can’t sleep.’
She smiled at Linda, one eyebrow raised like a question mark.

‘What about a cold drink? I’ve got some grape juice.’ She just
wanted to go to bed and sleep and sleep. She’d felt rigid with
tension the whole evening and still did because Jade was here,
and she didn’t know her, and she had to go back and do  things,
and, oh God, this was terrible.

‘That’ll be nice.’ Jade looked so relaxed.
‘Right.’ Linda felt pleased to be  doing something. She went

into the kitchen and opened the dilapidated old fridge. She wanted
to explain to Jade that this wasn’t how she normally lived but
knew that would seem snobbish, especially if Jade had heard
things about her. Knowing people around here, that was probably
likely. She took the drinks into the other room, gave a glass to
Jade and sat on the one chair that belonged to the cottage.

‘Well,’ she said, sipping at her drink. ‘What do  you do for a
job?’

Jade laughed, ‘I work for the Immigration Department. Pretty
boring, really.’

Linda shifted in her chair. ‘I’m sure it isn’t.’
Jade laughed again and shoved her fingers back through her

short red hair. ‘Thanks for letting me wait here.’
‘That’s all right, I’m glad of the company,’ Linda lied. ‘I can’t

believe I’m part of all this, I mean . . .’ Oh dear, she didn’t want
Jade to think she was criticising. ‘It’s all so different. There I was
back home only a short time ago and now . . .’

‘You’ve been involved in a ritual with lesbians and witches to
reincarnate Virginia Woolf. It’s bloody bizarre, I grant you,’ Jade
giggled.

‘Well, yes,’ Linda said. ‘If a clairvoyant had told me this six
months ago, I’d never have believed it.’

‘Funny how things happen.’ Jade flicked the side of her glass
with her finger and made it ring. ‘If a clairvoyant had told me  five
years ago I’d fall in love with a woman I’d never have believed
that either.’
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‘I can’t imagine it happening to me.’ Linda held her glass in
both hands and stared into space. What on  earth did they do  in
bed? It couldn’t be very satisfying.

‘How do  you explain why you fall in love with anyone?’ Jade
said.

‘That’s right.’ Linda laughed. ‘My bloody husband was a disaster.
I wish now I’d never met him, except I wouldn’t have my boys.’

‘You have sons?’ Jade put her glass on  the coffee table and sat
back against the wall.

‘Yes, two boys. They’re lovely.’ Linda thought how attractive
and feminine Jade looked. It was hard to believe she was a . . .
lesbian. Even in her thoughts the word was difficult to say.

‘They’re not with you, though?’ Jade glanced around the room
as if she were expecting to see them.

‘They’re with their father at the moment.’
‘But you plan to get them?’
‘Definitely. Just as soon as I’ve found somewhere to live.’
‘Good on you.’ Jade twisted herself into a sideways position.

‘I’ve never wanted children.’ She picked up  her glass again. ‘I bet
it hurts.’

‘Yes but . . .’
‘You quickly forget? Yes, I’ve heard that.’ Jade looked thoughtful.

‘Adele’s prepared to go through it.’
‘I think it’s nice that they want to have a little baby I just

wonder a bit about the father.’
‘How do you mean?’ Jade frowned.
‘Well, don’t you think children need to know who their fathers

are, where they come from, their history?’ She heard her voice
fading out.

‘Why?’ Jade put her index finger into her glass and got something
out, probably a sandfly, Linda thought.

‘I mean . . .’ She could feel herself becoming flustered because
Jade wasn’t agreeing with her. ‘I think it’s important. And, the
child will be dark.’

‘So?’ Jade gave Linda a quizzical look. ‘They’ll tell her all she
needs to know. I’m sure she’ll be much better off having two
mothers than one mother and one bloody useless father.’

Linda looked at her watch. ‘We’ve got to go back in a few
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minutes. I’m feeling a bit nervous.’
‘You’ll be fine. Just put your hand on Adele’s belly and say, I

welcome you Virginia. That’s all you have to do.’
‘Right.’ She thought about Adele propped up  with cushions so

she was almost perpendicular. It couldn’t be very comfortable.
She supposed that was so the sperm wouldn’t run out. ‘How
long do  we  stay?’ She looked at Jade.

‘Don’t worry, they’ll let you know.’
‘Will they?’ She longed to get it over with so she could fall into

bed.
Jezanna will be the one to tell you.’ Jade frowned as she fiddled

with the big silver ring on her finger.
'Don’t you like her?’ Linda asked.
‘She’s all right. I suppose. It’s just that . . .’Jade seemed to be

considering whether she should say any more. ‘She’s so manip-
ulative and bossy. It really gets my goat.’

‘Oh.’ Fancy that. They had their problems, these . . . lesbians.
‘But it takes all sorts to make a world.’ She sprang off the

divan. ‘Where’s your loo?’
Just through the kitchen.’ Linda went to the window and looked

down at Zilla’s house all lit up  in the moonlight. Then she looked
up at Katrina and Adele’s cottage. Candle lights flickered in the
window and a figure moved about on the verandah. It looked
like that Condo woman.

‘Right,’ Jade said. ‘We’d better be off.’
‘I’ll just get my jacket,’ said Linda.
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13
‘Why do  we have to go?’ Gareth moaned. ‘Why can’t we  stay
here and watch TV?’

‘Because,’ Linda said, ‘I think it is very nice of Zilla and Martin
to invite you boys. Why don’t you decide to enjoy yourself, instead
of being so grumpy?’

‘Well, they’re all freaks in that house.’
‘/want to go,’ Andrew said.
‘That’s good, darling, I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself. The other

children will be  there.’ Linda slipped off her high heels and carried
them as she made her way down the bumpy path. Ahead of her
she saw Adele, Katrina, and their friend Condo going down the
path from their cottage. ‘Hi,’ she called, pleased that the boys
could see she’d made some friends. She turned back to them,
‘Hurry along!’

‘We are!’ Gareth grimaced. ‘How can we  go any faster when
you’re in front of us?’

Linda felt like getting him by his scrawny little neck and shaking
him hard.

When they arrived at the door, Martin was there to greet them.
‘Come on  in,’ he said, taking the bottle of chardonnay Linda
handed him. It was from the Rosewater Estate that David was
connected with. She should have tried another, still, it wasn’t
over-expensive, she didn’t want to seem pretentious. ‘Now, you’re
all right, aren’t you?’ Martin looked very different wearing clean
and colourful clothes. Usually he  seemed to be  in faded jeans,
and an  old white (or she should say, a greyish-white) cotton T-
shirt, which made him look sallow and unwashed. Today he  had
on a green linen shirt with paua shell buttons, which made his
whole face look healthier and more alive. In fact he  looked quite
handsome. His shirt hung over striped walk shorts and instead of
his usual jandals he  had on  black sports shoes.

‘Yes.’ Her smile felt coy and stupid. She felt like kicking herself
in the ankle.

Adele came up  to them as soon as they walked into the living
room.

‘How are you?’ Linda asked. ‘I haven’t seen you since the ritual.’
Adele looked radiant in a soft blue shirt and jeans.
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‘I’m feeling wonderful.’ Adele took hold of Linda’s hand and
squeezed it. ‘I know she’s in there.’

‘Who?’ Linda frowned at Adele. ‘Oh,’ she said. ‘You mean — ?
Can you tell already? It’s only a week.’

‘Of course, I feel so  different.’ Adele beamed at Linda. ‘Thanks
for being so good about everything. I really appreciate it. You’ll
always be special to me now.’

‘I didn’t mind at all.’ She didn’t, now that it was over and Adele
was happy. She just hoped Adele really was pregnant and they
didn’t have to go through it all again. She looked around for the
boys. Gareth was standing by the bookcase reading a magazine.
There was no  sign of Andrew.

‘I love your earrings,’ Adele said. She put her hand up  and let
the blue crystals fall across her fingers.

‘Thank you.’ Linda was beginning to feel overdressed and
altogether too conventional. She looked towards Katrina, who
was talking to Condo by the open front door. Condo was wearing
a white T-shirt with a picture of Minnie Mouse stretched across
her breasts, and tight purple trousers. She and Katrina had their
heads together as they talked. Katrina’s shoulders protruded
through the scooped-out gaps of her top like polished wood.

Then Derek came through the door and Katrina and Condo
moved aside, not looking at Derek at all, though Linda noticed
Derek gaze longer than seemed necessary at Condo.

Derek’s shirt jumped out at her. It was extremely colourful
with pictures of teddy bears and fire engines all over it. It was
more like a child’s shirt than a man’s, except that it was too big,
but he  did look gorgeous. Linda’s heart gave a little jolt. He was
such a tall, lean man, so different from David who was shorter
and had the affluent paunch of a man who drank too much.
Linda looked at Derek’s narrow bum clad in tight black jeans.
She imagined holding his buttocks as he  pumped up  and down
on her, and felt surprised at herself because she’d thought she’d
gone off sex.

‘Who’s he trying to impress?’ Adele asked nobody in particular.
Then Zilla appeared, wearing a lavalava. She clapped her hands

so people stopped talking and looked at her. ‘I’d like you all to
welcome Linda to our community.’ She put her hand on  Linda’s
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shoulder and held it there. ‘And her two boys, Gareth and Andrew.’
She looked around. ‘Ah, here’s one of them.’ She gestured for
Gareth to come to her. He did so  with obvious reluctance. Linda
felt annoyed and embarrassed.

‘And this,’ Zilla gestured for Condo to come and stand beside
her, ‘is Condo, a guest of Katrina and Adele.’ She gave Condo a
stern smile. ‘Mix and talk everybody,’ Zilla said, her hand still on
Linda’s shoulder. ‘By the time we sit down to dinner, everybody
must have spoken to everyone else. Understood?’ She moved
Linda towards Derek.

He seemed a long way off as she looked up  at him, and she
felt like Alice in Wonderland, when she’d drunk the potion to
make herself grow small.

‘So you’ll be  feeling pleased you’ve sorted things out with
Martin.’ Derek peered down at Linda. Then he took her arm and
led her to the huge old-fashioned couch that was covered with a
dirty floral throw-over. He lowered himself into it, like a snake
coiling itself into a corner, and gestured to her to sit beside him.

‘Yes, it was really getting me down,’ Linda said as she sat primly
beside him, knees and feet together.

‘He’s a bit funny at times,’ Derek said, ‘But he’s okay.’
‘Tell me about your writing,’ said Linda, noticing Amber, River

and Andrew suddenly appear through the front door. Amber and
River were both wearing gauzy fairy outfits with wings attached
to their shoulders. Amber also wore a short veil. Linda hated to
think what Gareth would do  when he  saw them.

‘I’d rather not.’
‘Oh.’ Linda felt foolish.
‘It’s best to keep it private, otherwise I might lose it.’ Derek

gave Linda a warm smile.
‘Oh, I see.’ Why did she always put her foot in it? ‘What was

your job before you came here?’
‘I was a reporter for the Evening Mail. What about you? Tell me

about yourself.’
‘There’s really nothing to tell.’ It was true, she was an

uninteresting nothing.
‘Come on  now. I’m sure you’ve had a very exciting life.’
‘Well, I’m having a break.’ Just thinking about that other life
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made her feel as if something dark and cold was crushing her
chest.

‘You’ve left your husband?’ said Derek.
‘Did Zilla tell you that?’ How could she? Linda had trusted her.
‘I mean, he’s not with you,’ Derek said.
‘Sorry.’ She studied Derek for a few seconds, noticing his pale

eyelashes. ‘It’s just that Zilla said some awful things were going
to happen. It frightened me.’

‘It won’t be exactly as you think,’ Derek said. ‘Just let go.
Whatever will be, will be.’

Someone else was telling her to let go. It was a sign.
Derek picked up  Linda’s hand and patted it. ‘Cheer up,’ he

said. ‘I’m sure something wonderful will happen for you very
soon.’

At that moment Martin came to them with a tray of drinks. He
held it low, so they could select either a red or white wine.

‘Not for me,’ Linda said, wondering if she should change her
mind.

‘I didn’t realise you don’t drink,’ said Martin, ‘I’ll get you an
orange juice.’

‘I prefer not to drink.’ Well, she preferred not to when she was
with David. She never knew what he might make her do when
they’d both been drinking.

‘Now, don’t stay talking to each other too long,’ Martin said as
he came back with a juice for Linda. ‘Remember you’ve got to
say hello to everyone before we sit down to dinner.’

Derek unwound himself and stood up, ‘I’d better be off,
otherwise we’ll be in trouble.’ He smiled and began moving
towards Condo.

Linda was slightly disappointed, but then thought if it’s meant
to be, it’s meant to be, I don’t have to worry. She got up  and
looked around for someone else to talk to.

‘Katherine, isn’t it?’ Condo was in front of her, holding out her
hand.

‘No, my name’s Linda.’ How could Condo have thought
otherwise?

‘Oh sony. I’m getting confused.’ Condo sat on the tattered rolled
arm of the couch.
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‘Is that who you think I was in a past life, Katherine Mansfield?’
‘You could have been.’ Condo studied Linda. ‘Do you feel like

her?’
‘Of course I don’t. You’re being silly.’ Linda felt pinpricks of

perspiration on her nose.
‘No I’m not,’ Condo said. ‘I was really excited when I heard

you’d known Virginia in a past life. I was sure you must have
been Katherine, and I would love to have met her.’

‘Sorry to disappoint you.’ Linda put her glass on  the window
sill and hoped Condo would go away. She didn’t like her at all,
she seemed to be  playing some sort of game with her.

‘Can I get you another?’ Condo asked, coming closer to Linda.
‘Not just at the moment.’ Go and talk to someone else, she said

inside her head. She felt intimidated by this woman.
‘Did you enjoy all that ritual stuff?’
‘It was interesting.’ She looked past Condo to see where Derek

was.
Condo laughed. ‘That’s one way of describing it.’
‘What did you think?’ Derek was by the door talking to Zilla.
‘The same as you. Interesting.’
‘You’re the one who got the sperm.’ Linda wondered how Condo

had done it.
‘That’s right.’ Condo put her head on one side as if she was

summing Linda up. ‘I hope I don’t have to do  it again.’
‘Adele seems to think she’s pregnant already.’ Linda wondered

if she could just move away and talk to someone else. For some
reason she had this stupid tape running in her head that told her
she had to be polite to everyone.

Condo raised her eyebrows to heaven. ‘Yes, I know. I just
hope they teach the poor little bugger to say more than kia ora.’

‘I quite agree,’ Linda said, looking at Condo with a new respect.
A child had a right to know about its background.

In the end they stood around in a circle, greeted each other
and hugged, even Annie who stood like a zombie and let it
happen. When Zilla hugged Linda, she lifted her off her feet and
burrowed her nose into Linda’s neck. Then she ran her hand
down Linda’s back and said, ‘You come and sit by me so I can
talk to you.’
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Linda looked across the table at the boys. They were sitting
one on each side of Martin and seemed to be chatting amiably.
What a relief. Derek was sitting between Annie and Condo. Linda
felt sick because Condo seemed to be flirting with Derek. This
was surprising, but then maybe Condo went for men as well as
women. If so, Derek was sure to fall for her. Who wouldn’t? She
was just the type of voluptuous, confident woman men would
go  for.

Zilla began pouring wine into Linda’s glass.
‘No, no,’ Linda said.
‘Nothing bad will happen here,’ Zilla said. ‘It might be good for

you to experience that feeling.’
‘Do you think so?’
‘Otherwise you will be  trapped into something when you don’t

have to be,’ Zilla said. ‘Of course it is up  to you. I am certainly
not saying you should overdo it, just that you should relax.’

‘All right, I will have a drink.’ Of course it was all right. David
wasn’t in control any more.

As Katrina and Adele served the entree, Zilla swung around to
Linda, put her arm up like a wing and leant her head on  her
hand so that she and Linda seemed to be enclosed in their own
small world. ‘Feeling more centred now?’ she asked in a low
voice.

‘I am,’ Linda said.
Zilla smiled. ‘It’s good that you were involved with the ritual.’
‘Oh.’ Linda looked into Zilla’s watery eyes.
‘It’s all meant to be, you know.’
‘Really?’ Linda felt a wonderful calmness spread over her. It

was going to be  all right. All she had to do  was trust.

Later when someone suggested they play truth and dare, Linda
realised she’d better get the boys home. She found Andrew playing
Monopoly with Amber and River in their room but there was no
sign of Gareth. Surely he hadn’t gone back to the cottage by
himself. She felt panicky as she moved to the hallway at the back
of the house, then she saw him sitting in the big armchair in the
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corner. He was trying to put a square wooden puzzle together.
‘We’re off now,’ she said. ‘It’s late.'

He looked up  at her but didn’t say anything.
‘You’re not going?’ Martin was beside her.
‘I must get these boys to bed,' she said.
‘They can stay here. There’s the bunk above Amber and a

spare mattress. Plenty of room.’
‘No way I’m going in there,’ Gareth scowled.
Before Linda could open her mouth, Martin took him by the

arm, ‘You’ve got no option, young fellah. It’s your mother's turn
to have a bit of fun. Now come on, help me get things sorted
out.'

Linda was astounded when Gareth meekly followed Martin
into the bedroom.

‘We’ll spin a bottle,’ Martin said when he came back. He sat
beside Linda on  the floor.

Linda felt warm and safe. The meal had been sumptuous, and
she’d drunk more wine than ever before in her life. She felt
affectionate to everyone in the room, even poor strange Annie,
and especially Derek.

Martin spun the bottle with such force it took a long time before
it stopped at Derek. ‘Truth or dare, Derek,’ Martin yelled raucously.

‘Dare.’ Derek said.
‘Right.’ Martin thought for a while, ‘I want you to kiss the lady

you really feel something for.’
Derek stood and looked around all the women.
Linda felt herself blush as he looked at her. Then he moved

towards her. She couldn’t believe it. He was going to kiss her in
front of all these people. He didn't fancy Condo after all. She
should be more confident. She lowered her head and waited but
Derek moved right past her. She glanced up  and saw him kissing
Annie on the cheek.

It sounded like the sea w’as in the room as everyone's laughter
rose up from shock to kindness. What else could they do, Linda
thought.

Derek spun the bottle, it pointed at Linda. ‘Truth or  Dare, Linda?’
‘Ah, truth.’ What had she let herself in for?
‘Do you fancy anyone in this room?’
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Linda felt everyone watching her. Should she say yes or no? If
she said no, then Derek wouldn’t bother with her. ‘Yes,’ she said,
embarrassed.

‘Who? Who?’ They all yelled in unison.
Linda ignored them, putting her head down as she spun the

bottle, and blowing air up her face. The bottle pointed between
Katrina and Zilla, so she spun it again. This time it pointed at
Martin, who also chose truth. Oh dear, what could she ask him?
‘Is there anyone you like . . . fancy?’ she asked.

‘There sure is,’ he said, his eyes unfaltering, as he  stared at her.
Oh my God, she thought, why ever did I ask him that?
The sound of snoring filled the room. Annie was asleep on  the

couch, her head back and her mouth wide open. Zilla crawled
over to the couch, heaved herself to a standing position, and
pulled Annie to her feet. Annie still seemed to be asleep as Zilla
manoeuvred her out of the room.

And then it was Condo’s turn. Condo spun the bottle hard and
looked at Linda in a knowing way as the bottle stopped at her.
She smiled before she asked, ‘Have you . . .’ She bit her lip as if
to suppress her laughter, ‘ever slept with a woman?’

‘I’m sorry, I don’t want to answer that question.’ Linda covered
her face with her hands.
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14
‘Best party I’ve ever been to,’ Derek laughed as he  and Linda
tossed their clothes by the path outside Linda’s cottage and fell
up the steps, laughing and kissing as they went. As soon as they
were inside Derek guided her to the floor, climbed on  top of her
and began kissing and snuffling at her face.

‘Stop, stop,’ she laughed, ‘I need to go the loo.’ She struggled
away from him and stumbled across the floor to the bathroom.
As she leaned back against the lavatory seat she could see the
morning light through the high window above the bath. What
time was it? Where had she put her watch when she’d taken off
her clothes? Was it still down on the beach? What fun they’d all
had cavorting about in the water. She hadn’t enjoyed herself as
much since she was a teenager. She tried to get her brain together
but too many thoughts were swirling through her head.

She heard Derek blundering about in the other room. What on
earth was he  doing? She flushed the lavatory, went to the hand
basin, washed her hands, then soaped them again and washed
between her legs. After she’d dried herself she looked in the
bathroom cabinet, found some talcum powder and dusted herself,
hoping it wouldn’t be too obvious.

Derek was lying on her bed with his arms behind his head.
‘Do you know it’s six-thirty?’

‘My God,’ she said, and clambered on top of him.
‘I had no  idea you were such a little sexpot,’ he said, pushing

his hands up  through her hair.
She looked down at him and hoped she looked good from that

angle.
Then he manoeuvred her on  to her back and lay beside her,

running his hand down her neck, across her breasts and over her
stomach.

She wanted him inside her. Hurry, hurry, she thought, I’m getting
desperate. She pushed her leg between his legs, and lifted herself
to make it easier for him.

Then, to her surprise, Derek pulled away from her, got up  and
knelt beside her head.

Oh God, she thought as she opened her mouth. This was going
to be just hard work with no reward. It was as if he wasn’t
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interested in her needs and was off in a world of his own. She
tried to pull away from him. Derek gave a cry, a shudder, and
threw himself sideways. Semen spurted over the spare pillow.

He lay panting beside her and pressed his lips to her neck. His
heart was thumping and his eyes were closed.

Linda felt vicious. She took his hand and stuffed it between her
legs. Derek’s fingers played absent-mindedly at her clitoris. ‘Please,
please,’ she said. ‘You’ve got to do  something for me.’

‘Eh?’ He opened his eyes and seemed surprised to see her.
‘You’ve got to satisfy me now,’ she said.
‘What do  you want me to do?’
‘Anything, anything!’
Derek knelt beside her again and, with what seemed like a

great effort, leant over her, parted her labia with his fingers,
inserted his tongue and began prodding it in and out.

This was better. Linda opened her legs wide and prepared to
abandon herself to whatever was going to happen, but somehow
Derek kept getting the wrong place. ‘Further up,’ she said, then,
‘Further down,’ or, ‘A little more to the right.’

The bedroom door swung open. She looked over Derek and
saw two little faces peering at them. ‘Go away,’ she yelled.

Derek stopped what he was doing and swung around. When
he saw the boys he dived under the bedclothes.

‘What are you doing?’ Gareth said in an accusing voice.
‘Please! Go away!’
‘Is that man hurting you?’ Andrew said, venturing into the room.
‘No, no.’ She looked at the two of them, their eyes huge and

round with shock. ‘No,’ she coughed. ‘You see, ah . . . there was
nowhere for him to sleep down at the house, so I said he could
share my bed.’

‘You were having sex!’ Gareth said.
‘I beg your pardon.’
‘I know all about that.’ Gareth looked smug. ‘I’ve looked at lots

of Dad’s videos.’
Linda sat up  and pulled the bedclothes across her breasts. Derek

remained hidden. ‘How . . . ? he didn’t . . . ?’ She felt as if her
heart was being squeezed by a huge hand.

‘They were on that shelf in his den.’
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‘Your father? Nothing else happened did it?’ She could tell by
the expression on  Gareth’s face that he had no idea what she
was talking about. At least that was something to be thankful
about. ‘Oh Gareth.’ She put her hand over her mouth, and felt
the tears run down her face. ‘Those are not the sort of things a
little boy should see, or anyone for that matter.’ She looked at
Andrew who  was standing there dumbfounded. ‘You haven’t seen
them?’

‘Of course not. He’d tell Dad,’ Gareth said.
Linda pushed the bedclothes against the inert form of Derek

and climbed out of bed. She put on her dressing gown and pushed
the boys ahead of her into the lounge. How could she undo the
damage that must have been done to Gareth.

She sat them on the couch beside her. ‘Daddy is veiy wrong
for having those videos,’ she said. ‘He does lots of things that I
don’t like. Not all people behave like he does. He — ’

‘You do,’ Gareth said. ‘You were doing the same thing.’
‘No, Gareth it wasn’t the same. Derek wasn’t doing anything to

me that I didn’t want him to do. You see, sex is a beautiful thing,
if you use it properly, with love — ’

‘Do you love that man?’ Gareth sounded incredulous.
‘Well, no, but I am attracted to him,’ {was, she thought). ‘There

was something. Sometimes it doesn’t work.’ She looked at the
boys and felt full of despair. ‘Come on,’ she said, ‘I’ll get you
some breakfast.’

‘We’ve had breakfast,’ Andrew said. ‘Martin made it for us kids.
We just came up  to get our togs. Martin’s taking us to the beach.’

‘Oh.’ Martin must be tired, she thought, but how nice of him.
When the boys had gone she looked into the bedroom and

saw Derek still under the bedclothes. He was snoring. She pulled
back the duvet, looked at his long, thin, pale body and felt
sickened. ‘Derek.’ She poked at him with her foot. ‘Come on,
you have to go  now.’

Derek muttered something and turned away from her.
‘Derek,’ she shouted. ‘Get up! I want you out of here!’
He sat up and blinked at her. ‘What, what? What time is it?’
‘I don’t know. About seven o’clock. I don’t know. Now please,

will you go.’
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He shook his head, as if he  was trying to shake the jigsaw of
thoughts into place. ‘Where are my clothes?’

‘Outside.’
‘Could you get them for me?’
She sighed and left the room.
His underpants were caught in a bush, and the rest of their

clothes were scattered on the grass and path. What a wonderful
sight for the boys to have discovered. She retrieved the clothes
— her watch was nowhere to be found — and took them into
the bedroom. Derek was now sitting on  the side of the bed. She
threw his clothes at him and went out to the kitchen. She stood
at the bench and looked up  at the glass witch hanging in the
window. She could almost hear a cackle. ‘That’ll teach you for
being so smug, my dear.’

‘Well,’ Derek was behind her, ‘I’ll, ah, be off then.’
‘Right.’ She didn’t turn around. She just wanted him to go.
‘What are you going to do  today?’
She turned then, and looked at him. Why had she ever thought

he was good-looking? ‘Sleep,’ she said, closing the door.
She went into the bedroom and grabbed the pillow, ripped off

its cover, pulled the sheets off the bed and threw them in the
washing machine, then washed her hands over and over and got
clean linen from the airing cupboard.

If she could die right now she would, but then what would
happen to the boys? And she had to get them away from David.
She had to face things now. This must have been the terrible
drama Zilla had predicted. She should never have got drunk. She
clasped her hands to her breasts, and wondered what was waiting
around the corner.
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15
There was a feeling of anti-climax and depression in the air as
Adele knocked on  Zilla’s door. She could feel it even more acutely
when Martin opened the door.

‘I’ve just come for the dishes I left,’ she said.
‘I’ll get them for you.’ Martin disappeared into the kitchen.
When she saw Zilla and Annie sitting staring into space she

knew where the feeling came from. Zilla reached over to Annie
and took one of her cigarettes. ‘Did you enjoy the dinner?’ she
asked Adele as she struck a match.

‘One of the best, wasn’t it?’ Adele was extremely surprised to
see Zilla smoking.

Zilla planted her feet well apart and took a long drag from the
cigarette. Then she put her arms between her legs and stared at
the floor. She was wearing white shorts, which made her thick
white legs with their knotted blue veins look even whiter. Annie
sat in the other chair, staring at Zilla as if she hated her.

‘Zilla’s not too happy about it,’ Martin said when he  came back
into the room with the dishes.

Adele was about to ask why when Zilla boomed, ‘That’s not
true!’

‘Well,’ Martin sniggered. ‘You’ve been in a real shitty ever since.’
‘I’m tired, that’s why.’ Zilla gave him a filthy look.
‘When is your client due?’ Martin seemed unperturbed.
Zilla looked at her watch. ‘Ten minutes.’ She took another drag

on her cigarette and stared into the middle distance.
‘Well,’ Martin said, pulling himself up  out of the chair. ‘I’m

going to take the dinghy out.’
Zilla shrugged and stubbed out the partially smoked cigarette.

‘Where are the kids?’
‘Along at the lake.’
‘You should take them with you.’ She rubbed ash into the carpet

with her foot.
‘I will, if they come back in time.’ He looked at Adele. ‘Where’s

Katrina?’
‘At work.’
‘Why don’t you come out in the dinghy with me  then?’
Adele hesitated, then thought, why not. It was such a beautiful
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day. ‘All right, I will. I’ll take these back to the cottage and see
you at the bottom of the steps.’

‘She gets like that if she doesn’t get her own way,’ Martin said.
‘What do  you mean?’ Adele frowned at Martin.
‘I’d better not say any more,’ Martin said. ‘I don’t want to spoil

your idealised view of her.’
‘Oh Martin,’ Adele laughed. ‘You can’t leave it like that.’
‘She was pissed off with your friend Condo.’
‘Condo? Why?’
‘Because she took over.’
‘When?’ Adele tried to think.
‘It was her idea to have the swim.’
‘That’s all right, isn’t it? Why would Zilla be bothered about

that?’
‘Zilla had other plans. She wasn’t at all happy with Condo. But

then Zilla doesn’t like anyone with a strong personality.’
‘I’m sure that’s not right.’
‘I have to live with her, I should know.’ Martin went into the

shed to get the life jackets.
Adele thought it best to change the subject. ‘What do  you think

about Linda and Derek?’ she asked when Martin came out again.
‘Huh!’ Martin looked sideways at Adele.
‘What does hub mean?’ Adele asked.
‘Well!’ Martin raised his eyebrows and gave a mocking laugh,

as if he knew something that Adele didn’t. ‘Booze makes people
do  stupid things.’

‘It sure does.’ Adele laughed.
While Martin dragged the boat down to the water, Adele looked

out to sea. Today there was no  surf, and seagulls floated on the
swell of the waves. The island looked close and dark in the grey
haze. A few other boats drifted in front of it, the black silhouettes
of their occupants fishing, or just sitting. She could hear banter
and laughter. The day was like a film, or a dream. Adele felt
excited and full of hope. She knew she was pregnant, even though
Katrina had her doubts. Further along the beach she saw Linda

68



sitting on a log. Why hadn’t she called out? Adele walked over to
her and realised that Linda was in a world of her own. ‘Are you
all right?’ she asked.

‘Oh.’ Linda looked up  and Adele could see that her eyes were
red from crying.

‘What’s the matter?’ Adele sat beside her.
‘It’s my husband. He’s such a bastard. I’ve got to get the boys

away from him.’
‘What’s he done?’ Adele put her arm around Linda.
Linda sighed. ‘I don’t know where to start.’
‘You’re giving him your power, Linda. You must take it back.’
‘That’s easier said than done,’ Linda said, with a tinge of anger

in her voice.
‘Look, why don’t you come out in the boat with Martin and

me?’
‘Well . . Linda stared towards Martin and the boat.
‘It might get things back into perspective for you,’ Adele said.

‘Honestly, life is very good if you look at it in a positive way.’
‘It’s hard to think that at the moment,’ said Linda.
‘All you have to do  is get your control back. Come on, I’ll go

and get another life jacket.’

‘In exactly a month it will be Christmas day,’ said Martin, as he
pulled the oars through the swell. ‘Can you believe it?’

‘I don’t want to think about it,’ said Linda. ‘It’s too awful. How
will I survive? What will I do?’

‘What do  you mean?’ Martin looked confused.
‘Linda’s a bit worried at the moment.’ Adele watched Linda as

she sat back with her eyes closed, her eyelashes lying on  her
pale cheeks like tiny fans.

‘My husband is so cruel.’ A tear slipped down the side of her
nose.

Adele watched a seagull swoop down and snatch a small fish
from the water.

‘He’s got money, friends who can help him. He’s above the
law. I don’t have a leg to stand on.’ She sat up  suddenly, making
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the boat wobble.
‘Do you want full custody or something?’ Martin asked, as he

held the sides of the boat to balance it.
‘I haven’t even got half custody. It’s only what he  allows. Those

children are his possessions, just like I was. The only way I
managed to leave was promising not to take them.’ She gave a
throttled, desperate cry and looked longingly at the water.

‘Surely you can get a good lawyer,’ said Adele.
‘He’s a lawyer himself, he knows all the tricks. He’d do

something to get the better of me,’ Linda replied. ‘He always
does. Everyone’s scared of him. He’s really awful.’ She pressed
her knuckles into her thighs.

‘Come on, what could he  do?’ Adele patted Linda’s knee.
‘Anything’s possible. Honestly. He’s unscrupulous. He’d lie.

Tell the most awful lies about me. How could I prove they were
lies?’ Linda put her hand to her mouth and looked like a tragic
old-time movie star.

‘I’m sure he wouldn’t like the publicity.’ Martin said kindly.
‘You could threaten him with that.’

‘I’m too scared. He might kill me. I’m not joking.’
‘Let’s fish, that’s what we’re here for,’ said Martin. He handed

them each a rod.
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16
‘You’ve lost a little weight,’ David said. ‘All that walking?’

‘I don’t really know.’ Linda studied his face. His eyes looked
like glass, like the sleeping doll she’d had when she was a child.

‘Will you have a drink first? Before we  talk? Gin?’ He stood
there seeming so pleasant and considerate.

‘I don’t want to get drunk.’
‘Of course you won’t get drunk.’ He looked at her as if she had

a psychiatric problem. ‘I won’t be giving you another.’ He went
to the drinks cabinet and she could hear the clink of the crystal
glasses, and the gurgle of alcohol as it was poured into them.
‘Ice?’

‘Thanks.’ He had to go out to the kitchen to get it. She walked
around looking at things. It seemed strange being in this familiar
room now that she’d been away from it for a few weeks.

‘What did you want to talk about?’ He put her drink on  the
table beside her and sat in the middle of the large white leather
couch, leaning back as if he  had not a care in the world.

‘It’s Gareth. In particular.’
‘Yes?’ She felt his defensiveness.
‘Did you know he’s been watching your pornographic videos?’
‘What?’ He sat up, spilling whisky on his knee.
‘It seems he’s been watching quite a few.’
‘That bloody Mrs Mason. I’ll sack her.’
‘What’s it got to do  with her?’
‘She should be keeping an eye on them. She knows the kids

aren’t allowed in my den.’
‘I hope he hasn’t seen anything else.’ She felt sick as she

said it.
‘And just what do  you mean by that?’ He looked decidedly

unpleasant now.
‘You know what you’re like, the people you have here . . .

well, I hope the boys haven’t seen anything.’
‘You’re crazy,’ he snarled, his eyes glinting.
‘Who knows what might happen now that I’m not here? I mean,

well, it wouldn’t matter if the boys were with me, would it?’
‘Am I hearing you right?’ He leaned forward and cupped his

hand behind his ear.
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She could hear her heart pounding and wondered if he  could
too. ‘Let the boys be  with me. You could still see them. As much,
more than you do  now. I don’t like what’s happening to Gareth.’

‘And what good could you do for Gareth? You live on  wild
dreams. Do you really think I’d let my sons live with you? They’d
end up  pathetic little wimps, queers.’ He sat back again. ‘I ask
myself nearly every day why I married you, and, do  you know,
for the life of me I will never understand.’

‘Please don’t be so horrible.’ She felt as if she was a balloon
losing its air and shrivelling into a tiny piece of rubber at his feet.

‘I’m just stating the truth, you silly bitch.’ He clunked his glass
down on the small table in front of him.

She cowered back into her chair thinking he was going to get
up and hit her, but instead he leaned forward and smiled, what
she felt to be  a malicious smile. ‘I’ll just have to see a lawyer
then.’ She remembered what Martin had said, threaten him with
the publicity. ‘I’ll go to the papers.’

‘You’ll what?’
‘You’re leaving me no  option, David.’ She could barely speak,

her voice was shaking so much.
He began to laugh so hard tears rolled down his face.
Linda retrieved her shoulder bag and stood up. ‘There’s not

much point saying any more.’ She began moving to the door.
He was immediately serious. ‘Sit down! I haven’t finished yet.’
She hesitated, knowing he was full of bluff. His whole life as a

lawyer was full of bluff. He was extremely good at it. I should
turn and go, she thought, call his bluff. She sat down. ‘What?’

‘You are the one who does things in front of the boys. Not me.
That’s why I do  not want them to have anything to do  with you
any more. You’re a disgusting slut.’

‘What are you talking about?’ She felt as if a steel band was
tightening around her chest.

‘You mean you don’t remember having sex in front of them?
Were you too drunk?’

‘But it wasn’t like that.’ Oh my God, she thought, what am I
going to do?

‘They’ve told me all the things that go on in that place. All
those lesbians. Don’t you dare tell me my influence isn’t good.
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With me they’ll have a good education, mix with the right people,
know how to behave.’

‘But what about you? All the things you do?’
‘You try going to the papers about me, and I’ll make you look

so depraved and crazy, no one in their right mind would think
you should be  a mother to those children. Or any children. You
can’t keep any secrets from me, Linda, so don’t even try.’ He sat
back and glared at her. ‘I’ve had that so-called clairvoyant
investigated. Do you want me to tell you about her?'

‘No!’ She put her fingers in her ears.
‘I’m letting you off lightly. I’m not going to do  anything. You

lead the lifestyle you like. But stay away from the boys and me.’
‘You can’t,’ she whimpered.
‘Can’t I just. You haven’t got a leg to stand on, woman.’
‘Please. David. Don’t keep the boys from me. I’ll do  anything.’
He looked at his watch. ‘I’ve got an important meeting soon.

Contact me through my secretary if you need anything.’
‘You can’t do  this. The boys. They need me. Please, at least let

me see Andrew.’
‘Get out of this house.’ He waved his hand, as if he  were trying

to rid himself of an annoying fly.

The taxi dropped her in the middle of the city. She stood, dazed,
as the lunchtime throng jostled around her. Nothing mattered
any more. The world, the people in it, were all too much for her.
She stepped off the footpath and walked out into the stream of
traffic, waiting for the second when she would feel the blow, the
welcome pain. She wanted it to hurt, to really hurt. On  and on
she went, as if she were walking through the sky, through heaven.
In the distance she could hear shouting, car and bus horns, the
screeching of brakes. Any minute now, she thought. Then she
felt a hand grip her arm, and someone pull her up  on to the
footpath on  the other side of the road.

‘What the fuck are you doing, chook?’ a voice scolded. ‘Do you
want to kill yourself?’

‘Yes,’ she whispered. She opened her eyes. It was Condo.

73



17
‘You could’ve done yourself an  injury, chook,’ Condo put a glass
of brandy into Linda’s hand and gave her a serviette from the bar
counter to wipe her eyes.

‘I wanted to,’ Linda said.
‘Why?’ Condo leaned across the table and peered into Linda’s

face.
‘Life isn’t worth living.’
‘Come on, it can’t be  that bad.’
‘My husband won’t let me see my children, and there’s nothing

I can do  about it.’
‘Of course there is.’
‘No there isn’t.’ She shook her head.
Condo held Linda’s hands in hers. ‘Linda! You can  do  something.

You’ve got to believe that.’
‘He’ll lie. And I can’t prove anything.’
‘Of course you can. Listen, I know a lawyer who  can help you.

She’s brilliant.’
‘My husband’s a lawyer.’
‘So?’
‘You don’t know him.’
‘Tell me about him, then.’
‘I can’t.’
‘Why not?’ Condo sat back in her chair. ‘Why can’t you tell me?’
What did it matter? Nothing worse could happen. ‘I suppose

there isn’t any reason.’
‘You really don’t remember me, do you? Condo said, when

Linda had finished telling her.
Linda frowned. ‘Pardon?’
‘I know who you’re talking about. Him and his mates,’ she

leaned her elbow on the table and put her chin in her hand ‘his
colleagues, were regular customers at an establishment I worked
at.’

Where?’ Linda stared at Condo.
Condo surveyed Linda, as if she was trying to decide what to

say. ‘Have you heard of Bob Blair’s place in Hawk Street,
overlooking the harbour?’

‘No.’
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‘It’s a high-class brothel.’
‘Did you work there?' Linda was shocked.
‘I thought you would have realised that by now. You don't

seem surprised about your husband frequenting the place.’
‘Nothing would surprise me about him. He was into all sorts of

vile things.’ She gasped. ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t mean . . .’
Condo laughed. ‘The stories I could tell you about him. You

wouldn’t believe it.’
‘Yes I would.’ She shook her head. ‘I can’t bear to think about

it.’
‘Involved you too, did he?’ Condo raised an eyebrow. ‘Do you

remember me now?’
‘Oh.’
‘I was at one of those little parties,' Condo said. ‘You thought

there were just the two of you, remember? Then I slipped in
between you?’

‘Oh my God.’ Linda put her hands to her mouth. ‘He got me
drunk. It was awful. I couldn’t believe it.’

‘Don’t feel bad.’ Condo covered Linda’s cold hands with her
own warm ones. ‘I’ve seen everything. Bastards like your husband
are into things the rest of us have never thought of. I remember,
one time, the police raided the place. Unfortunately one of the
silly buggers was still naked and tied up  with pantyhose inside a
cupboard. Of course it was all hushed up.’

‘That’s the thing,’ Linda said, ‘He can get away with anything.’
‘Don’t you worry, chook, we  can get the better of him.'
‘How?’
‘We’ll blackmail him.’
‘He’ll have you killed.’ She wouldn’t put it past David.
Condo laughed.
Linda looked at a fat businessman standing at the bar. He was

talking to the dapper little gay barman. A blonde woman waited
for him in a booth. ‘Are you still a prostitute?' she asked.

‘On and off. When I need the money.’
‘How . . . ?’
‘. . . can I do  it?’ Condo shrugged. ‘I don’t do  it for nix, like

you.’
‘I suppose I didn’t do it for nothing, when you come to think

75



about it,’ Linda said. ‘I mean I had money, a beautiful home.’
‘And no  freedom of choice. That’s no  good to me. No strings is

what I want.’
‘Yes,’ Linda sighed.
‘It’s just a job to me.’ Condo stood and took their glasses to the

bar.
‘I don’t want another,’ Linda called.
‘Yes you do,’ Condo said, when she came back. She put another

brandy in front of Linda and sat down. ‘Why are you living in
that grotty cottage when you don’t have to?’

‘I just wanted to get away. I hated the house we  lived in. I
hated the things he made me do. Even worse things happened
after that time with you. He  expected it of me, it was my duty to
. . . let him do . . . ghastly sexual . . . things.’ She shivered,
tightened her jaw as if she’d eaten something tart and horrible. ‘I
just couldn’t bear it any more.’ She felt the tears slide down her
face. ‘I had to get away, I just had to.’

‘Legally you can get half the house, half his money, you know
that don’t you?’

‘I don’t care. I hate what it represents. I just want my children
back.’

‘You can have both,’ Condo said, ‘Don’t be an idiot. How are
you living?’

‘He gives me money. That’s not a problem.’
‘You’re such an innocent,’ Condo said. ‘Well, chook, we  can’t

let this state of affairs continue. We’ll have to do  something about
it, won’t we?’

‘Do you really think we can?’
‘No sweat,’ said Condo.
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Derek threw the vegetable scraps into the compost container
and thought about Linda. How had he ended up  in her bed
when it was Condo he wanted? He’d smoked and drunk too
much that night and spoilt everything. He could beat himself up.
He knew Condo was just playing games, and that Linda was
nice. If he  hadn’t been so  out of it, things might have worked out
with her. Now it was too late. She obviously didn’t want to see
him again. He sighed, took the bucket to the end of the vegetable
garden and washed it out. One of Zilla’s customers was on  her
hands and knees weeding in the herb garden. He’d seen her
several times, a poor miserable little thing who scuttled into the
house like a ferret with a dog after it. She was always early and
would sit on the couch beside Roosevelt and wait as if waiting
was all she deserved.

Just as he  was walking past the woman, she looked up  at him,
tears streaming down her face.

Oh no, he thought, not another lost soul who wants to tell me
her story.

We thought you’d been spirited away,’ said Zilla when he  finally
got back to the house. She was sitting at the kitchen table stirring
a large bowl of Christmas cake mixture. Martin was at the bench
making mince pies.

‘Sorry. There was this strange woman up  there.’
‘Little Connie. Oh Lord.’
‘She was crying her eyes out. Says Mr Connie left her.’
‘Ten years ago,’ Martin laughed.
‘There’s something about that woman that really annoys me,’

Zilla said. ‘I want to strangle her. She’s so . . .’
‘You should tell her she needs to see someone else,’ Martin

said.
‘She thinks the sun shines out of my bum.’ Zilla began pouring

the mixture into a large cake tin.
‘She said you told her she was going to become a nudist.’

Derek waited for Zilla to be  shocked.
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‘You didn’t?!’ Martin turned, and glared at Zilla.
‘Well, she’s so repressed.’
‘That’s going too far,’ Martin said.
‘I think she thought I was the tall dark man coming into her

life,’ Derek said.
‘Oh, for Christ’s sake,’ Martin said.
‘Has Linda been around lately?’ Derek asked, to change the

subject.
‘She came out in the boat with Adele and me the other day,’

said Martin.
‘You didn’t tell me that.’ Zilla seemed angry.
‘Didn’t I?’
‘No you didn’t, Martin!’
‘How is she?’ Derek asked.
‘Not too good.’ Martin opened the oven door.
‘Oh?’ Derek hoped it was nothing to do  with him.
‘That jerk of a husband, I suppose,’ said Zilla. ‘I knew he’d get

nasty sooner or later. It was only a matter of time.’
‘It’s not for me to say,’ said Martin.
Derek was sure Martin had given him a dirty look. He felt

uncomfortable.
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‘Trust her,’ Condo said, ‘She’s a good lawyer.’

‘But David, he’ll . .
‘He’ll what?’
Linda watched the pink sky disappear behind the island. ‘He’ll

punish me. He will. I’m really frightened of him.’
‘He’s a con-man. He knows he’s got you where he  wants you.’
‘How can you stop him? Oh  Condo, I don’t think you realise

how bad he is.’
‘Look,’ Condo said, turning so that Linda could just see her

face in the dim light, ‘I probably know a lot more about that
prick than you do. He was into all sorts of sado-masochistic stuff.
You know what he liked me to do?’

‘Please.’ Linda blocked her ears. ‘Don’t tell me.’
Condo turned back to the fire and stared into its glowing embers.
‘I really appreciate everything you’ve done, you know.’ Linda

had been wanting to say this all day. ‘I don’t think I could have
survived if it hadn’t been for you. You’ve been wonderful.’

‘Yes, well . . .’ Condo hesitated.
‘What is it?’
‘I . . . Well it’s difficult to say this.’
‘Say what?’
‘Well, things have changed.’
‘What do  you mean?’
‘I don’t think I can help you any more.’
‘Why?’ Surely Condo wasn’t going to leave her now? Condo, who

had been so helpful and kind, who had given her hope and comfort,
had contacted her every day to see how she was. What would she
do  without Condo? ‘Are you going somewhere? Is that it?’

‘I’m leaving here.’
Why?’
Condo put her head in her hands, and Linda wondered if she

was crying. Then she sat up. ‘I just think it’s better this way.
Please don’t make me explain.’

‘I thought you liked me? I mean, our conversations. I’ve never
enjoyed talking to anyone as much as I have to you. I thought
we had a really special friendship.’ I’ll die without you, she
thought.
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‘We have.’
‘Then why?’
‘Because I’ve fallen in love with you,’ Condo said, all in a rush.
‘Oh . . .’ Linda was stunned.
‘And I know you’ll find that embarrassing. So it’s best I get out

now. I have to think of myself. It’s too painful being with you.’
‘But . . .  I don’t want you to go.’
‘How can I stay, when you don’t feel the same? How can I do

that to myself?’
‘I don’t want you to go,’ Linda repeated.
Condo turned towards her again. The fire had nearly died right

down and her face was in shadow.
Linda felt as if time had stopped still. ‘I think I . . .  I love you,

too.’ She could hardly believe she was saying it.
‘Are you sure?’
Linda thought for only a moment. ‘Yes, yes I am. But I’m scared.

I didn’t think this would ever happen to me.’
‘You don’t have to be frightened, chook.’
‘What happened with you and David, well that was something

awful, like it wasn’t me, I was out of it. This is different. But I
don’t know whether I can make . . .’

‘I know, I know.’ Condo reached over and took Linda’s hand.
‘We’ll just take it easy, eh? I won’t rush you. We’ll see what
happens.’

‘We’d better go  back now,’ Linda said. ‘The tide’s coming in.’
‘Right.’ Condo jumped up  and kicked sand on  to the fire. Then

she took Linda’s hand as they began walking back along the
beach.

'Christmas in a couple of weeks,’ Condo said, when they arrived
at the top of the steps.

‘Don’t remind me.’ Linda remembered how awful it was going
to be this year, without the boys.

‘Spend it with me,’ said Condo. ‘We can go on  a picnic.’
‘That would be nice.’ Was this really happening?
We can have turkey and salad. Champagne. The works.’
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‘Sounds great.’ Linda was beginning to feel nervous. What was
going to happen now? Would Condo expect to sleep with her?
But, to her surprise, Condo kissed her on  the cheek and went up
the path to Katrina and Adele’s cottage.

Linda wanted to call her back, say, be with me tonight, it will
be all right. But Condo was being true to her word, she wasn’t
rushing her, she really loved and respected her. Linda hugged
this wonderful knowledge to herself and ran up  the steps to her
own cottage.
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‘What a climb,’ Adele’s mother puffed. ‘You must be fit living
here.’

‘Yes,’ Katrina hugged her. Would you like a cup of tea?’
‘That would be lovely, dear.’
‘Not for me, thank you,’ said Natalie.
Adele looked at her sister. ‘How are you, Natalie?’
‘Very well thank you, Adele.’ She glanced around the room

disapprovingly.
‘Sit down.’ Adele turned a chair around from the table.
Natalie sat on it as if she were here under sufferance and couldn’t

wait to get away.
‘Natalie’s got some wonderful news.’ Their mother sat on  the

office chair clutching her handbag.
‘Oh yes?’ What boring thing can that be, Adele wondered.
‘She’s going to be married.’ Their mother smiled proudly at

Natalie.
‘Really!’ Adele was amazed that anyone would want Natalie.
‘She’s marrying the pastor of her church. Isn’t that wonderful?

And they’re going to be living here, in Parrot Bay.’
‘What!’ Adele stared at Natalie, open-mouthed.
‘I told you she wouldn’t be happy about it,’ Natalie looked

smug.
‘Of course she is. Now stop it, Natalie.’ Adele’s mother smiled

up at Katrina, as she put a tray of tea things on  the table. She
looked at Adele again. ‘He’s a lovely sensitive man, Adele. Such
a nice way with women. He’s like a counsellor to them all in the
church.’

‘How nice.’ Adele exchanged a glance with Katrina. ‘But why
come here? It’s a long way from Eltham.’

‘I thought I’d told you that.’ Their mother picked up her cup
and saucer. ‘Clinton’s going to be the new pastor of the Fellowship
of Jesus Order, in Parrot Bay.’

‘Of course Adele wouldn’t be interested,’ said Natalie, drumming
her fingers on  the table and jiggling her foot beneath it.

‘I’m sorry,’ Adele said. ‘Congratulations, Natalie. I hope you’re
very happy.’

‘Huh!’ Natalie glared through the window.
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‘What’s wrong with you, Natalie? Why aren’t you happy? You
should be full of the joys of life and love.’ Adele had been going
to say sex, but decided that would really send Natalie over the
edge.

‘Don’t be smart.’
‘Have a biscuit, Natalie.’ Katrina gave Adele a dirty look as she

offered the plate.
Adele knew Katrina was shocked at her rudeness but she

couldn’t help it. Natalie just drove her crazy.
‘No thank you.’
‘I love mallow puffs,’ said Adele’s mother, taking one and putting

it on  her saucer, so chocolate melted onto the side of her cup.
‘We got them especially for you,’ Katrina said.
Adele’s mother beamed at Katrina and touched her arm

affectionately.
At least she tries, thought Adele.
‘And what are you doing for Christmas, dear?’
‘I’m going home to my parents in Tauranga.’ Katrina looked so

refined as she sipped her tea.
‘You would have been welcome to come to us, you know that,

don’t you?’
Adele heard Natalie gasp, then try and camouflage it with a

cough.
‘My parents always expect me for Christmas.’ Katrina smiled.
‘That’s what Christmas is all about, family,’ said Adele’s mum.
‘What’s the pastor doing for Christmas?’ Adele asked.
‘He’ll be with us, of course,’ replied Natalie.
‘Have you got everything ready?’ Katrina nudged Adele. ‘You’ve

got quite a journey ahead.’
Adele wished she had caught a terrible illness so  she wouldn’t

have to go with them. If it weren’t for her mother, she wouldn’t.
She looked at Katrina and felt like bursting into tears. ‘Everything’s
ready,’ she said.

‘Oh, I nearly forgot.’ Adele’s mother was all flustered. Tve got
a little Christmas present for you, dear.’ She rummaged about in
her bag, took out a small parcel and handed it to Katrina.

‘That’s lovely.’ Katrina unwrapped a porcelain kitten, with a
blue bow around its neck. ‘You didn’t have to.’
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‘There’s a present from Katrina for you in my luggage.’ Adele
picked up  the biscuit she’d been trying to resist.

‘Isn’t that nice of Katrina, Natalie?’ Their mother gave Natalie a
beseeching smile.

‘Very.’ Natalie looked as if she was afraid to breathe in case she
picked up an infection.

Sanctimonious bitch. Adele grabbed Katrina’s hand. ‘Before we
leave, Katrina and I have something to tell you,’ she said.

‘What’s that dear?’ her mother smiled.
‘We’re going to have a baby.’ Adele felt Katrina stiffen. ‘It’s just

been confirmed.’
Would you repeat that?’ Natalie looked as if she had been hit

in the face with a tennis ball.
‘Adele!’ shrieked Katrina.
‘A baby?’ Adele’s mother looked bemused.
‘Yes, that’s right.’ Adele smiled at Natalie. ‘We’re having a baby.

A baby girl.’
‘But how?’ said her mother. ‘I mean, are you? Oh  dear.’
‘We did it artificially, of course. I wouldn’t have anything to do

with a man,’ Adele shuddered.
‘I don’t want to hear any more.’ Natalie strode to the door. 1’11

be waiting in the car.’
‘I don’t know what to say.’ Adele’s mother looked down at her

purse.
‘Aren’t you pleased?’ Adele said, ‘I thought you wanted a

grandchild.'
‘For goodness sake, Adele.’ Katrina glared at her. ‘This is not

the time to say anything to your mother.’
‘I do  want a grandchild,’ her mother murmured, ‘but not like

this. It doesn’t seem right.’
‘Why?’ Adele’s voice got louder. ‘It’s perfectly hygienic.’
‘It’s not natural.’
‘Oh, Mum!’
‘You can’t blame your mother for being shocked.’ Katrina gave

Adele a push. ‘The way you’ve just told her.’
‘I’m sorry, Mum. I didn’t mean to hurt you. It’s just that Natalie

is so, so . . .’
‘I really want you girls to get on.’
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‘It’s not my fault, Mum.’
‘It does take two. Oh dear, I don’t know.’
‘It’s just that you seem to take Natalie’s side in everything.’

Adele felt like a small child. ‘Sometimes I think you don’t care
about me.’

‘That’s not true, Adele. Natalie happens to still be living at
home. You’d be just as welcome. I love you just as much as
Natalie, even though . . .’

‘Even though what, Mum?’
‘It doesn’t matter.’
‘Leave it, Adele,- said Katrina.
‘Even though I’m a lesbian?’
Her mother went rigid. ‘Oh dear. I just want you to be happy.

I want you both to be happy.’
‘Of course you do,’ Katrina said. ‘Leave your mother alone,

Adele.’
‘I’m not doing anything to her.’
‘Yes, you are.’
‘It’s Natalie. She’s the one who makes me like this. She’s so

judgmental.’
‘It hasn’t been easy for Natalie, Adele,’ her mother shook her

head. ‘I do  wish you girls got on. You used to when you were
small. You were so close then. Natalie loved you and looked
after you. She was so good, don’t you remember?’

‘But, she isn’t now. She thinks I’m the lowest of the low, now.’
‘Well, if you got to know each other again?’
‘Oh, Mum.’ Adele rubbed her forehead in exasperation.
‘You’d better go.’ Katrina picked up  Adele’s bag. ‘You can’t

leave Natalie waiting.’
Adele felt abandoned. It was as if no-one cared about her, not

even Katrina.
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At first Derek thought the voice was in his dreams, then he realised
it was Martin screaming and yelling. He sat up, switched on  the
bedside light and looked at his watch. It was 11.45pm. What the
hell was going on? He climbed out of bed, tiptoed to the door
that connected his room to the living room, and opened it, just a
little. Martin was standing at the front door looking down at Zilla,
who was still on the path. ‘You knew I was making a special
dinner tonight. It's Christmas bloody Eve!’

Now Derek remembered how upset Martin had been at dinner,
one minute thinking Zilla had had an accident, and the next that
she just didn’t care. Derek had been surprised because somehow
he’d had the notion that all that kept those two together was
their extremely active sex life, which he couldn’t help hearing
because the tower room was right above his bedroom. Otherwise,
Derek felt, the way Martin moaned about Zilla, it wouldn’t be
long before they split up.

‘You said you’d be back about five!’ Martin stepped back, as
Zilla, looking very nonchalant, came up the steps and into the
room.

‘I had to wrap the bloody presents by myself!’ Martin yelled at
her back.

‘Okay, don’t get your balls in a twist.’ Zilla strode towards the
door into the hallway.

Derek knew he should go back to bed and leave them to it,
but somehow he kept on watching, wanting to know what was
going to happen next. To his surprise Martin rushed after Zilla,
grabbed her by the arm, and swung her around to face him.

‘Where have you bloody well been?’ he screamed. ‘I thought
you were dead!’

‘Would you kindly let go  of me.’ Zilla pulled herself away, and
Derek saw that she had a strange smile on her face, as if she
were enjoying the fact that Martin was so upset. It made Derek
feel peculiar. He watched Martin push Zilla against the wall and
hold his fist up  as if he were about to punch her in the face.

That didn’t seem to bother Zilla at all. ‘You’d better stop,’ she
said, ‘otherwise I might have to hit you. And I don’t want to do
that.’
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Derek was amazed that she wasn’t afraid of Martin, who was
beside himself with rage. Derek would have been shit-scared.
He watched as Martin balled his fist and hit her on  the shoulder.

Then it was all on. Zilla grabbed Martin’s arm and twisted it up
behind his back, then marched him into the centre of the lounge.
‘I am sick to death of you hitting me,’ she said, flinging him on  to
the settee. Hell, Derek thought, it’s surprising what you don’t
know about people when you live under the same roof.

Martin jumped up  and pulled at Zilla’s shirt. It ripped down the
front and Derek could see her bare breasts hanging like two
deflated balloons.

Zilla took a swing and punched Martin in the jaw.
He staggered backwards, righted himself and rushed at her

again, punching her in the cheek.
Her glasses fell off. She stood there for a few seconds, then fell

to the floor.
For a moment Derek thought she’d been knocked out, but

then he saw that she was on her hands and knees.
‘Help me find my glasses, you bastard,’ she said, ‘they’re my

last decent pair.’
As Zilla fumbled around the floor, Derek saw Martin nudge her

glasses under the settee with his foot, then sit down and watch
her.

‘Don’t just sit there, you shit-head,’ Zilla said. ‘Help me find
them.’

‘Your clients would be most surprised to hear such language,’
Martin said.

I certainly am, thought Derek.
‘This wonderful woman who helps them find the answers to

their lives, crawling around on her hands and knees using such
language. Goodness me.'

‘Stop being so fucking smart!’ She turned around to face him,
still on her hands and knees. ‘You must be able to see them.
They can’t have gone far. Come on Martin. Don’t be  a bastard.
Help me.’

‘Why should I? I like to see you on  your hands and knees. It’s
where you belong.’

Derek decided he’d better go back to bed, then. The whole

87



thing was so childish, it was beginning to bore him. Just as he
was inching the door shut again, Annie appeared at the other
door.

‘What’s going on?’ she said.
Derek was amazed at how normal she sounded. It flashed

through his mind that maybe she only pretended to be mad.
‘It’s all right, Annie,’ Zilla said. ‘I’ve just lost my glasses. Nothing

to worry about.’ She turned to Martin. ‘Did you give her her
medication?’

‘No I bloody didn’t. I had too many other things on my mind.’
‘Fighting. I don’t like fighting.’ Annie said.
‘Go to bed, Annie,’ Zilla commanded. ‘I’ll be in to see you in a

minute.’
‘Late, too late.’ Annie said, as she backed away.
‘I had an appointment with an old friend. Now go to bed,

Annie.’
‘What old friend?’ Martin asked, when Annie had gone.
‘Frank.’
‘Well, now I understand,’ Martin said. ‘Frank. Your ex-husband

Frank. Why didn’t you say? I would have understood, then. You
were off fucking Frank. You should have said.’

‘What’s wrong with seeing someone who has played an
important part in my life?’ Zilla got up  and sat in the chair opposite
Martin. Then she sighed. ‘I wish you weren’t so insecure, Martin.
It makes it difficult for me. I need peace and security if I am to
do  my work properly. I thought we’d make a great team.’

‘A team?’ Martin began to yell again. ‘I’m the one who does
most of the work around here. Cooking and scrubbing and
generally picking up after you.’

‘Well.’ Zilla cleared her throat, ‘I hate to say this, but don’t you
remember that was the agreement? You’d come here, live off the
benefit, and have a free home with the kids, in return for looking
after things so I could get on  with my work.’ She looked at him.
‘I have never made any promises to you, I’ve always told you the
truth.’

‘Yes, but . . . ’
‘I don’t owe you anything except that. I will not be  possessed

by anyone. I’m too old for that sort of shit. I have never said I’d
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be faithful to you.’
‘You’ve got no bloody principles, have you?’
‘Frank was feeling lonely,’ Zilla said, deliberately. ‘He always

comes to me when he needs comfort. I didn’t tell you,’ she said,
‘for the very reason of what’s happened tonight. I knew you’d
get upset. You’re so paranoid, it doesn’t pay to tell you things.
What you don’t know won’t hurt you. I’m not running off with
Frank. My place is here with you and the kids.’

Then something happened that really surprised Derek. Martin
got down on  his hands and knees, buried his head in Zilla’s lap,
‘Don’t ever leave me, Zilla. I couldn’t bear life without you.’

Zilla smiled down at him and patted his head. ‘Of course I
won’t. Now be a good boy and get my glasses.’

Derek closed the door, switched off the light, got back into
bed and stared into the darkness.
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When Condo had first taken her to bed, Linda lay as stiff as a
board as Condo had kissed her breasts, then moved on down
her body. She'd been distanced from herself, not responded, just
coolly observed what Condo was doing, thinking, so this is what
happens. Poor Condo, it was a wonder she’d wanted to bother
with her again. But she had, and the next night everything had
been different. It was as if Linda had been awakened. Now they
couldn’t leave each other alone. Sometimes Linda cried after they
made love. Here was someone who concentrated on pleasing
her, was interested in her needs. Linda adored Condo beyond
anything she’d thought possible. She loved her silky skin, her
well-muscled limbs and large firm breasts, the way her fingers
and tongue gave such pleasure.

Condo rolled on top of Linda and kissed her. ‘Why don’t you
show me that wonderful house.’

‘Don’t talk, just kiss me.’
‘Come on.’ Condo persisted. ‘I really want to see it.’
‘I don’t want anything to do  with him ever again.’
‘But he’s in America, didn’t you say?’ Condo kissed her neck,

and behind her ear.
‘The housekeeper will still be around.’ But that wasn’t it, she

didn’t want to go there, under any circumstances. She didn’t want
to become the old Linda again. She wanted to forget her.

‘Does that matter? It A half your house.’
‘I know that.’
‘There’s nothing to be afraid of. The worst has happened.’ Condo

sat up. A shaft of sunlight from the window highlighted her right
breast, making the nipple seem to glow.

‘I don’t want to ever go back there.’ Linda felt like crying.
‘You went back to see David.’ Condo looked hurt.
‘He wouldn’t see me anywhere else, that’s why. I didn’t want

to go there.’
‘I want to know everything about you, darling. I want to know

what your life was like before.’ Condo lay beside Linda again
and moved a strand of hair away from Linda’s eye.

‘You know what happened to me there. How can you expect
me to want to go  back, just to show you around?’
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‘Because I think that as long as you keep letting those memories
get in the way, you’ll never be able to empower yourself.’

‘That house represents evil.’ Linda felt her jaw tighten.
‘It’s only a house,’ Condo said. ‘You can change the vibes.’
‘I don’t want to.’ Linda sat up  against the headboard and pulled

the sheets tight across her breasts.
‘Linda.’ Condo took her hands. ‘I think you have to. Because

those memories are taking over your life, controlling you. You
never stop talking about them.’

Linda pulled her hands away. ‘You’re the only person I’ve been
able to talk to about these things, except Zilla. How can you be
so mean?’

‘Don’t get me wrong. Of course you’ve got to talk. It's just that
I think the next step must be to actually face your demons. Oh,
I don’t know. I’m probably wrong. Forget it.’ Condo turned away
and put her head in her hands.

‘Oh Condo.’ Linda touched her back. ‘I know what you mean.
It’s all right.’

‘Some house.’ Condo ran her hands over the smooth surfaces in
the kitchen, opened cupboards and looked inside. ‘What on  earth
did you do  with all these vases?’

‘He liked flowers around the place.’ Linda watched Condo, ‘I
never felt any of this was mine.’

Condo moved into the dining room and stood at the wide
expanse of windows. ‘Jeez,’ she said, ‘I didn’t know there was a
pool down there. We’ll have to have a swim.’

‘I felt so lonely here. It was like a prison. I was isolated from
my old friends, and I had nothing in common with the people
David knew. He didn’t want me to have my own life. I felt so
different from everyone else, mothers at kindergarten, school.
Their lives seemed so open and joyful, and mine was a fraud.’
Linda felt a cold, choking fog rising up from her diaphragm,
through her chest, clutching her throat.

Condo put her hand on  Linda’s arm. ‘We could live here, chook.’
What! I can’t believe you’re saying this.’
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‘Why not? You deserve half of everything. Why not include the
house in that?’

‘I wouldn’t have this place, if you paid me. I hate it! It’s contam-
inated.’ She wiped spit off her chin with the back of her index
finger.

‘We could change that.’ Condo went over to the sink and pulled
up the handle of the tap, so that water went everywhere.

Linda watched her. ‘You can’t mean it.’
Condo turned, smiling. ‘Of course I don’t. It’s a monstrosity.

Think of all the cleaning.’
Linda moved away from Condo and stood by the window just

as a silver Honda glided to the garage. ‘Oh my God,’ she said.
‘It’s Eileen, the housekeeper.’

‘Don’t panic. Just go to the door and tell her you’ve come for a
few more of your things.’

‘I thought we  were being burgled.’ Eileen bustled into the house.
‘Oh no,’ Linda tried to laugh. ‘I’m sorry, I should have phoned.

This is my friend, Condo, who’s come to help me.’ It was hard to
believe that Eileen had been someone she’d thought she could
confide in.

‘I have been given strict instructions that I must not let you in
here.’ Eileen sat down and pursed her lips. ‘Mr Ramsay won’t be
at all pleased.’

‘There are just some personal things I came for.’ She felt like an
unwanted guest.

‘It is Linda’s house,’ Condo said.
‘That may very well be,’ said Eileen, rising up, offended, ‘but

Mr Ramsay employs me and I do  what he says.’
‘Of course you do,’ said Linda. She felt like gagging Condo.

‘Everything will be  all right.’
‘I think you should leave now, but if you insist on  staying I will

of course have to inform Mr Ramsay.’
‘Please yourself.’ Linda was beginning to feel pissed off. ‘I’m

going to show my friend around, and I don’t know how long
we’ll be.’
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‘What an old bat,’ Condo said, when they were out of earshot.
She wandered around picking things up  and putting them down
again. ‘I know how awful it’s been for you, my darling. Of course
you don’t want to live here, but you must make sure you get
your fair share.’

‘Your lawyer friend told me I would, so don’t worry. It’s just
that I hate what it all represents. And it’s disgusting when there
are so many poor people around.’

‘Well, you could do  something more worthwhile with it.’ Condo
looked closely at David’s favourite figurine of a woman on
horseback.

‘Come on,’ said Linda, ‘we’d better get a move on.’
‘I’m not going until we have a swim.’
‘I wish we’d never come here,’ Linda said. ‘It always puts a

barrier between me and other people.’

93



23
They were so  enraptured with each other it was sickening. Adele
wondered if she and Katrina had been like that, when they’d first
met. She cringed at the thought.

‘I must get a table for my verandah,’ Linda said. ‘It’s great having
meals outside in the summer.’

‘Except for the mosquitoes.’ Condo slapped at her ankle, then
put her hand back possessively on Linda’s thigh. ‘Where’s the
repellent?'

Linda grabbed it from beside the fruit bowl and gave it to her.
Katrina stood up and went inside.
‘Don’t spray it near me,’ Adele heard herself screech.
‘You seem a little upset, Adele. Is everything all right?’
‘I’m feeling a bit tired, that’s all.’ Adele wished she could start

the day all over again.
‘Morning sickness and a bloody terrible Christmas. That’s what

this is all about.’ Katrina came out on  the verandah again with a
glass of water.

‘What happened at Christmas?’ Condo asked, as she bent down
and sprayed around her ankles.

‘My sister’s holier-than-thou fiance. My mother thinks he’s God’s
gift. And to make matters worse, they’re coming to live here in
Parrot Bay. I feel like buggering off, living somewhere else.’

‘Why?’ Condo pushed the top back on  the repellent.
‘He’s going to be the pastor of some weird church. That one in

Waitoa Street, you know?’
‘The Fellowship of Jesus Order.’ Katrina teetered back in her

chair.
‘What’s he like?’ Condo asked.
‘Quite good-looking, in a Billy Graham sort of way. Tall. Well

built. I’ll never know why he chose Natalie.’ Adele stirred her
orange juice with the handle of her fork.

‘Adele was upset the whole time she was there, weren’t you.’
Katrina looked at Adele.

‘Every time he opened his mouth it was some indirect criticism
of me. I nearly exploded.’ Adele sighed.

‘Why didn’t you?’ Linda glanced at Condo as if she was needing
approval.
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‘I didn’t want to be blamed for causing trouble. It was so awful!’
‘Well, we  had a great time, didn’t we?’ Condo put her head

against Linda’s for a second. ‘Thanks for the car, by the way. We
had lots of trips. Even spent a few days at Lake Taupo.’

‘What about you, Katrina?' Linda turned to Katrina.
‘Well apart from my mother behaving like a servant and jumping

up every few minutes to take away dishes, I suppose it wasn’t
too bad.’

‘Same as mine,’ Adele said. ‘It’s that generation.’
‘Let’s forget it all now, Adele. It just stresses you out.’ Katrina

patted Adele’s hand. ‘Has anyone made any New Year resol-
utions?’

‘I’m too scared.’ Linda looked down at the sea. ‘I just hope and
pray this year will be a lot better than last.’

‘Of course it will.’ Condo took her hand. ‘You’ve got me to
look after you now.’

‘I know.’ Linda gazed adoringly at Condo, which made Adele
want to throw up. ‘I’m so lucky. I absolutely know now that I
was meant to come to Parrot Bay. Zilla was right.’ She looked at
Condo again. ‘My destiny was here.’

Katrina collected empty dishes and went inside.
‘Hey, Adele,’ Condo said, when Katrina had gone. ‘Don’t hold

back your feelings, let them out.’ She glanced at the door, then
leaned forward. ‘I know what Kat can be like sometimes.’

‘What do  you mean?’ Adele felt indignant.
‘Well.’ Condo twisted a piece of Linda’s hair around her finger,

‘She can be very controlling.’
‘Condo!’ Linda said.
‘How do  you mean?’ Adele frowned.
Well, that was my experience. Maybe she’s different with you?’

Condo kissed Linda’s cheek.
‘Katrina and I understand each other very well. She knows

what I’m like.’ The thought flashed through Adele’s mind that
there might be  something in what Condo said, and she felt guilty.
‘Katrina doesn’t believe I shouldn’t express how I feel, just that I
shouldn’t let negative thoughts control me, that's all, especially
now that I’m pregnant, or  they’ll pass on  to the baby.’

‘But what can you do?’ Linda asked.
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‘Think of something else, tell them to go away.’ Adele shrugged.
‘That’s easier said than done,’ said Linda.
‘No it isn’t. You remember at the conception ritual when we

put our negative feelings into a stone and threw it away? Katrina
and I do  things like that. I sometimes imagine I’m putting them
into a spaceship and watching them blast off. It works.’

‘More wine?’ Katrina reappeared with another bottle of white
and put it on  the table.

‘You look after this woman, Katrina,’ Condo said, as she poured
wine into her glass and Linda’s. ‘You’ve got to think of her now.’

‘Katrina is wonderful to me, Condo.’ Adele felt annoyed. ‘But
anyway, I can look after myself.’

‘Of course you can.’ Condo took Linda’s hand and stroked her
fingers.
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Derek was surprised that Siddha was so neat and clean-shaven.
For some reason he’d imagined someone bigger, with more rugged
and even prominent facial features. This man was small with
quite feminine features.

‘I’ve, ah, come to a standstill,’ Derek said, taking a sip of herbal
tea. I’m not sure what to do. You see, I live at Zilla’s place. You
know Zilla?’

Siddha nodded, and seemed to be waiting for more.
‘Well I’m wondering if I can live there any more. Things have

changed. I’m feeling disillusioned and I don’t feel I can write any
more. She told me I was going to be a successful writer, but . . .’

Siddha shifted in his chair a little and continued to gaze at
Derek.

‘These two women. I had feelings for both of them and now
they’re with each other. Having a relationship with each other.
And the thing is, I’m still attracted to one of them. I can’t get her
out of my mind. Sometimes I almost feel I want to be a lesbian
myself, so I can be  part of their group. I feel excluded, as if I’m
missing out on  something.’ He put his hand to his brow and felt
it slippery with sweat. ‘Why is it that my sister Phyllis is a lesbian
and all the women I fall in love with are as well? What’s happening
to me?’

Siddha cleared his throat. ‘You are caught in an evolutionary
movement for the female. It is not there to make you feel
inadequate. It is there for the advancement of the female. We
have had the power, so we haven’t needed to change. Now we
are changing places, and you need to transfer your aggression
into the warrior within you. We have made women into second
class citizens, and the women’s movement has learnt some useless
and futile tricks from us. Many have imitated our destructive
behaviour. You must become strong, and stand your ground.’

Siddha raised his head and looked slightly to the left of Derek.
‘I see three figures. These are your guardian spirits or  angels, call
them what you like. They will be clearest to you in the mid-
afternoon, especially on  fine still days. Just lie down and quieten
yourself, and they will appear in your mind. Listen to their words.
They are wise ones.’
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Even though Derek had been told how good Siddha was, all
this seemed a little hard to believe.

‘You also have a cat, which is a very good thing. A cat is a sign
of protection. I can see you as a small boy, so I think you know
this cat. She will be a real comfort to you.’

‘What does she look like?’ Derek felt his heart begin to palpitate.
‘She is a tortoiseshell cat with ginger patches, unusual looking.’
‘It’s Midgy,’ Derek cried. ‘My father ran her over. I told him to

make sure Midgy wasn’t under the car when he drove off. She
was deaf and would go to sleep by the wheels. I know I should
have checked, but I was too lazy, and then I saw her.’ Derek
could hear himself sobbing and spluttering.

‘I can see your father on  the other side. He wants you to know
he loves you and that he’s sorry. He says drink ruins the state of
affairs and he hopes you forgive him.’

Derek felt great relief at the thought that he didn’t have to hate
his father any more.

‘Time will reveal all,’ said Siddha. ‘Make peace with the people
you live with, and in the future you will understand their
reasoning.’ He seemed to soften, as he smiled at Derek, and said,
‘I see children around you.’

‘Oh.’ That was strange, Derek thought, because he didn’t have
much time for children.

‘There will be difficulties with these children, especially the
boy, but you will make a good father.’

‘Me? A father? Oh no. You must be wrong.’
Siddha held up  his hand, as if to stop Derek from saying more.

’The boy will be out of wedlock but you will marry the mother of
the girls.’

‘This can’t be right,’ Derek said.
‘The mothers are already in your vicinity. You know them.’
Condo and Linda, Derek thought. Oh my God.
‘Now I am going to read your aura,’ Siddha said. ‘Would you

please stand by that white wall.’
Siddha stood for some time, considering Derek. ‘Do you know

where your chakras are?’
‘Well I know the third eye is one, and the heart.’
‘I am not surprised,’ Siddha said. ‘Those are the overpowering
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colours in your aura. The brow chakra, or third eye, gets its
energy from the indigo colour spectrum, and the heart from the
green. You have an  overabundance of these colours. The chakras
should be in balance to create a white light. I will now cleanse
your aura.’ Siddha began moving his hands in brushing motions
around the perimeter of Derek’s body. ‘Because your heart chakra
is dominant, and the green is a little murky, this means you are
very sensitive, but frightened and insecure. You protect yourself
from hurt by being selfish and ungiving. I know you think you
give a lot, but you will discover in time that you have not let
people in. Your third eye is also strong and intuitive, but this
intuition is not earthed. You need to open and cleanse your other
chakras through visualisation for this perception to help you. I
suggest you also spend a few hours each day with a scarf tied
tightly around your head to close your brow chakra. This will
protect you from other peoples’ psychic debris.’

As soon as he opened Phyllis’s gate he heard the dog bark. He
stepped back again, his heart thumping, and watched as it snarled
and frothed at him through the window. Just as he began to
make his way up  the shell path the door opened and Phyllis
stepped out, holding the dog by its collar. ‘Quiet Ishtar!’ she
commanded.

‘I need to talk to you.’ Derek kept his eye on the dog, as it
strained to get at him.

‘Oh yes?’ Phyllis looked thin and taut and Derek wondered if
all the work she did at Rape Crisis was getting to her.

‘I felt I must see you,’ Derek said, standing his ground, though
he felt like running away.

‘Why have you come here?’ Phyllis pushed the dog inside and
closed the door behind her.

‘I have a message from Dad.’ Derek sat on  one end of a bench
under a cabbage tree.

‘But he’s dead. What are you talking about?’ Phyllis sat at the
other end of the bench.

‘He says drink ruins the state of affairs.’
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Phyllis shook her head and looked at Derek as if he’d gone
mad.

‘I’ve been to a medium called Siddha,’ Derek said. ‘It was
amazing. I felt I had to tell you. He even saw Midgy.’

‘Midgy?’
‘The cat, Midgy. You haven’t forgotten her, have you?’
‘Right. Midgy.’
‘Dad’s sorry,’ Derek said. ‘He’s sorry.’
‘What for?’
‘For drinking. His words were, Drink ruins the state of affairs

and I’m sorry.’
‘Is that right?’
‘Yes. I thought you’d like to know.’
‘It doesn’t make any difference to me,’ Phyllis said.
‘Oh,’ Derek replied, ‘I thought it would.’ He looked at the fence

painted with stars and moons. ‘I thought it would.’
‘Well, that’s how it is,’ Phyllis said.
‘I’d better go, then.’ Derek got to his feet.
‘It was nice of you to come,’ Phyllis said.
Derek shrugged. ‘Yeah. Well I thought you’d want to know.’
‘I appreciate it.’ She followed him to the gate and as he  closed

it she put her hand on his arm. ‘Thanks,’ she said.
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Zilla sat for a long time with her eyes closed, holding Linda’s
hands. Finally she said, ‘Oh yes.’ Then she was silent again.
‘Someone brings you danger. Do you know who that is?’

‘I’m not sure.’ Why weren’t these things made clearer?
‘Great control is needed,’ Zilla went on. You must not go  along

with what they want. There must be a turnaround.’
‘What does that mean?’ Linda twisted her hands in anguish. ‘I

feel confused.’
Zilla looked at Linda over her glasses. ‘You must not let yourself

be manipulated.’ She shook her finger at Linda. ‘Meditate. Visualise
a good life for yourself and the boys, and you will get it. Remember
you were called here to Parrot Bay.’

The tide was a long way out, and the hard wet sand ahead of her
shone like ice. Linda’s feet swished through the water as it came
and went. She wanted to walk on and on, and never stop. She
knew Zilla had been talking about Condo. Sometimes she wished
a great hand would come down out of the sky and pluck Condo
out of the world. Condo was a drug; part of Linda wanted to be
free of her, but the other part knew she couldn’t exist if she
were. She thought about her childhood. How simple it was. No
choices. Everything predictable. Expecting to marry a wonderful
man one day and bring up  their wonderful children.

‘Here you are,’ a voice behind her panted. ‘I was getting worried.’
‘Oh Condo. I wanted to be  on  my own. So I could think.’
Condo took Linda’s hand. ‘It’s not me is it, chook? You’re not

upset with me?’
‘Of course not.’ She felt impatient. ‘I just need to be on  my

own, and I haven’t been, ever since I met you.’
‘You are upset with me.’ Condo’s voice had a hard edge, as if

she’d known all along that this moment would finally come.
‘I’m not. I just need time to myself. I’m not used to being with

someone all the time, that’s all.’
‘I see.’ Condo stopped. ‘Right, I’ll leave you to it then.’ She

began walking away.
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Linda felt as if she were being punished by Condo in some
way. ‘Are you all right?’ she called.

Condo kept on walking.
Linda ran after her. ‘Condo,’ she called, ‘Stop.’
Condo slowed down, but didn’t turn around. Linda saw that

she was crying. ‘What’s the matter?’ she asked.
‘I didn’t realise what I was doing to you. I’m so  sorry. I’ll give

you more time on  your own from now on. You’re quite right. I’ll
see more of my friends, get a job . . .’

‘It’s all right, Condo, I didn’t mean that.’ What was she saying?
She wanted Condo to get a job.

‘It’s just that I’ve never felt like this before,’ said Condo. She
put her arms around Linda and held her tight, almost too tight.

‘And I haven’t either.’ Linda felt as if she couldn’t breathe. She
struggled free. ‘It’s just that . . .  oh  I don’t know . . .’

Tears gleamed in the corners of Condo’s eyes. ‘You mean more
to me than my own life. I feel lost when I’m not with you.’

‘Oh Condo,’ Linda said. ‘You’re just like a child sometimes.
Come on, let’s go back.’

Later, when they were in bed Linda thought back to that moment
when she thought she’d seen the flashes. Had she imagined the
room had brightened several times? ‘Maybe it was lightning?’ she
said to Condo. ‘But why didn’t you see it?’

Condo laughed. ‘Hey!’ she said. ‘Maybe I made you see stars. It
can happen, especially when you’re extremely aroused.’

Linda rolled away from Condo. ‘Do you think that’s what it
was? Flashes in my eyes?’

‘What else could it be?’ Condo put her arm across the gap
between them and stroked Linda’s cheek with her bent middle
knuckle. ‘You’re such a terrible worrier.’

‘I’m sorry.’ She wriggled herself towards Condo and cuddled
into her. ‘I’m so glad I’ve got you Condo. I do love you.’

‘You make it sound as if you had doubts.’
‘No.’ Why had she had doubts? Of course she loved Condo.

Condo was the best thing that had ever happened to her. It wasn’t
Condo she had to worry about. It was David.
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Derek poured purified water into a cup and read the labels on
the Bach flower remedies Siddha had recommended. Gorse: for
extreme hopelessness and Mustard: for deep gloom that descends
for no  reason, but which can lift just as suddenly — basic
melancholy. He went into the lounge and found Annie spread
across the couch. She had a cigarette in her hand but she looked
as though she was asleep because her mouth was hanging open.
Good! He squirted a few drops of each decoction down Annie’s
throat.

She began to choke and splutter.
Derek took the cigarette from her hand. ‘Time for a shower,

Annie. Martin said I was to make sure you had a shower.’
‘Marrr-Zm,’ she said in a slurred thick voice.
Derek helped her from the couch. Even though it was the

middle of the day she still had her dressing gown on.  That never
happened when Martin was around. Derek led her to the
bathroom and pulled the dressing gown away from her shoulders.
Underneath she had on a shapeless nightgown. He closed his
eyes, lifted it above her head, and pulled it away from her. He
could smell a sour, yeasty odour about her. He manoeuvred her
to the shower box and bent to lift each foot in turn, to get it over
the edge. He pulled the plastic curtain behind her and looked at
her misty figure through it. She stood with her head down, water
rushing over her neck. ‘Come on, Annie,’ he called, ‘Wash yourself!’

She seemed not to have heard him.
He saw the long-handled back brush hanging from a tap. He

put his hand through the curtain, retrieved it, and tried to push it
into Annie’s limp hand. When she still didn’t respond, he leant
into the shower and began poking and scrubbing at her, his eyes
closed. Water splashed on his face and arm. Then he opened his
eyes because it was too difficult not to, grabbed a facecloth,
lifted Annie’s head up  and began washing her face. It was like
washing a child. She seemed to like it, as he  washed behind her
ears and the back of her neck, then under her chin. He washed
under her arms, under her breasts, and put the cloth into her
hand. ‘Wash between your legs now, Annie,’ he said in a loud
voice. She did so, as if she’d been told many times before.
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He turned off the shower and wrapped a big towel, that was
probably Zilla’s, around Annie. ‘I want you to do  something for
me now,’ he  said, leading her to the full-length mirror in the hall.
He took the towel away from her and put it over the bannister
that led up to the tower. ‘Look at yourself in the mirror, Annie.
Don’t you look nice? Come on, lift up  your head and look. Can
you remember what you looked like ten years ago? Before you
got sick? You can remember, can’t you?’

Annie remained looking down at her feet.
Derek stood behind her and lifted her head, so she was facing

the mirror. ‘Look at yourself, Annie. See yourself ten years ago.
You’re beautiful, Annie, really beautiful.’ He saw a smile twist
across Annie’s face. She tried to put her head down but he
wouldn’t let her. ‘See yourself as a little girl, Annie. A beautiful
little girl. Daddy’s darling. Look at little Annie, isn’t she beautiful?’

Annie’s grin became wider.
Derek put his hands on her shoulders and began chanting,

God above you
God below you
God behind you
God in  front of you
God to the right of you
God to the left of you
God witbin you.

He repeated it over and over and watched as Annie began to
really look at herself. Derek took the purified water from the hall
table and poured it over Annie’s head. She gave a start, but
otherwise, didn’t react. Then, still holding the cup, he put his
arms around Annie, and hugged her. ‘You’re free Annie, you’re
free,’ he  said, feeling tears in his eyes. He turned to pick up the
towel from the bannister and saw Zilla standing on the stairs,
watching him.
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Z1
‘Why would he  want to see me? What’s he up  to?’ Linda stared at
the letter David had sent. ‘It’s handwritten, too.’

‘You won’t know until you ask him, will you.’ Condo said.
Ring me. I need to talk to you. David. ‘Maybe he’s going to let

me see the boys now? Maybe he’s decided to be more reasonable.’
She clutched the letter to her chest. ‘They’ll have really missed
me. He’ll be finding that difficult.’ She turned the letter over, in
case there might be  some answer there.

Condo stood behind Linda and caressed her shoulders under
her dressing gown. ‘Come on  chook, go  and get yourself ready.
We don’t want to waste such a beautiful day.’

‘You’re really naughty, you know Condo. You should be  looking
for a job.’

‘I will. Now stop worrying.’ Condo opened the fridge.
‘I do  worry about you.’ Linda sat at the table and watched

Condo put things in the chilly bin.
‘You don’t have to. I can look after myself. And I can always —’
‘Don’t say it!’ Linda put her hands over her ears.
‘Well, you’re lucky to have someone provide for you.’
‘How can you say that?!’ Linda jumped up, knocking her chair

over.
‘I didn’t mean it like that.’ Condo flung herself at Linda and

pulled her to her. ‘I’m sorry. I know what it’s been like for you. I
sympathise, you know I do. I love you.’

‘I wonder sometimes if you do.’ Linda suddenly felt stiff and
cold, like a corpse.

Condo’s eyes filled with tears. ‘You know that beyond all doubt.’
‘Anyway, I’m not talking about love,’ Linda said. ‘I’m talking

about sympathy, empathy. I don’t think you can possibly know
what it’s like for me.’

‘Of course I do. You know I’d even kill him, if you wanted me
to.’

‘Don’t be stupid.’ Linda picked up  the chair.
‘I mean it.’ Condo looked serious.
‘I don’t want you to talk like that.’ No, no. This was scary.
‘The thing is, he  deserves it,’ Condo said. ‘He should die. He’s

a bad man. You’d have no worries if he wasn’t around. You’d
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