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‘… we have not even to risk the adventure alone; or the heroes of all time have gone before us; the labyrinth is thoroughly known; we have only to follow the thread of the hero-path. And where we had thought to find an abomination, we shall find a god; where we had thought to slay another, we shall slay ourselves; where we had thought to travel outward, we shall come to the centre of our own existence; where we had thought to be alone, we shall be with all the world.’

Joseph Campbell, The Hero with a Thousand Faces
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From the ship’s log of the sealing vessel Sea Harvest

15th of September, 1801

This afternoon, while hunting the seal off the islands of the Recherche Archipelago, we were obliged to curtail our work, as a great bird swooped low over us, terrifying the crew and more than once gathering our catch in its mighty talons. Never have I seen such a bird. A sea eagle it may be, but of such enormous size that the span of its wings darkened the sun …
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From the journal of Martin Abrahams, botanist, gathering specimens to the north of the Recherche Archipelago

18th of October, 1873

Of further interest was the discovery of the partial remains of an egg, buried in soft soil and decayed vegetation, at the furtherest end of the ravine. The size of this egg was astounding: nine inches in diameter and fifteen inches in length, although this latter dimension was approximated, as the specimen was incomplete, being shattered at its smaller end. To determine what creature, feathered or scaled, could have produced such an egg, defies the bounds of my knowledge and my imagination.
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From The Clarion, 22 February, 1903

SAD NEWS FROM THE DESERT

Yesterday, trackers found the body of Mr Bernard Pearce, sapphire prospector, in a gully one hundred and fifty miles to the north of Esperance. Mr Pearce had been missing for three weeks, after he left his fellows to search for the elusive stones alone. It is said that the man’s skull was covered by deep scratches, that could be the result of attack by a clawed or taloned creature. Sergeant Allen, of the Esperance Police, discounts such rumours. Mr Pearce’s funeral will be held in St Matthew’s Church, Queen Street, Esperance, at 10 a.m. tomorrow. The prospector leaves a wife and three children. A Charitable Collection will be taken at the service.
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From Australian Airforce Despatches. 1400 hours.

22 September, 1942

DES. 233462. Mullaway single-engine fighter on routine training flight over Great Southern Ocean missing from formation of three. Group Captain Perrott reports sighting of fourth ‘aircraft-size’ shadow on the surface of the sea immediately before the loss. Confirmation to follow. Base.


[image: image]


Excerpt from Pix Sensation, Christmas Edition, 1963

Oxbridge was at the wheel of the vehicle when his wife called ‘Look out’. He said he automatically applied the brakes and stopped. In the sky about 50 metres in front of them was what appeared to be a giant, bird-like creature.

It was difficult to get details about the creature’s size and shape from Oxbridge. He persisted in describing it as ‘more of a colour’, and referred to it as ‘shimmering’ or ‘shining blue’. While it is true that both Oxbridge and his wife claim to have seen UFOS on several occasions, when they were interviewed separately their individual accounts still matched word for word. Either they have learnt them by heart or they really did see something distinctly alien out there in that desert. Who knows? What a pity they ‘forgot’ the camera, I say. (Ed.)
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GRAHAM AND BURWOOD, the boy’s counsellors, brought him to the Deep River Raptor Sanctuary about one in the afternoon. Greg Muir, the owner of the place, was taking his lunch break at a table out in the yard. He looked up to see the three of them standing there and recognised the men at once. He stood up, the sun brilliant behind him.

The counsellors shaded their eyes, but the boy grimaced and squinted. ‘I can’t see,’ he said.

Then move,’ Muir answered. ‘I can’t shift the sun.’

But the boy stayed where he was.

Later, as he always did when the events of the day had been squared away, Muir would record in his journal that even then, even as those first words were spoken, he thought that he heard the boy laugh. Not ‘heard’ exactly, he wrote, more ‘sensed’ that he had laughed. Or snickered. Like a threat, or a challenge …

If Muir prided himself on anything, it was that he could trust his senses. Still, he wouldn’t have been surprised if the boy had laughed. He had known for over a week that Graham and Burwood were bringing him, and why. He should not have been taken aback by the proud arch of the boy’s eyebrow and, beneath the lock of thick blond hair that fell across his forehead, the fixed and sightless stare of his left eye, dark brown, almost black, and made of glass.

According to the counsellors’ report, the boy had lost his eye at the age of six. He was almost sixteen now, yet in all those years he had never told anyone how it had been lost. How, or why, or by whom it had been gouged, cut or poked from its socket. He had not told a single person. Not either of his parents, nor his doctors. And certainly not Graham or Burwood, his present custodians, who stood either side of him like guards flanking a prisoner.

After some shuffling and shoving so that he could see, Burwood cleared his throat and took the introductory plunge. ‘Ah, Greg, this is Simon Meekam. Ah, Simon, this is Greg Muir, Manager of the Deep River Sanctuary, ah, Raptor Sanctuary. The Deep River Raptor Sanctuary.’

At this, Simon’s right eye flickered, even rolled a little. As if, being one-eyed, he couldn’t read the metre-high words burnt into the split-log gateway at the entrance to the place. As if he hadn’t cocked his head sideways, like a bird, to focus his single eye and take in the message. As if he hadn’t understood who Muir was for himself.

Burwood stumbled on. ‘Simon, um … Greg’s the one who’s agreed to take you on … under his wing, so to speak. And if that works out, well, we’ve asked him to take you with him on … a sort of an … um … expedition that he’s been planning … um … over Esperance way. Down south. Um … east …’

Now the boy laughed. A distinct chuckle burst from his throat. ‘He can try,’ he said.

Graham and Burwood exchanged glances. This was not a good start.

But Muir seemed equal to it. He set aside his coffee cup, wiped some crumbs from the corners of his mouth, folded his newspaper and stared straight at the boy. ‘Mr Graham and Mr Burwood tell me that you don’t want to go to school, but you can’t hold a steady job either. That you run away all the time, which is the reason you’re in State Care. Is that true?’

‘Ah …’ Burwood began, attempting to redress the situation, hoping to offer a fresh lead in, but the boy said, ‘Sure I run. Wouldn’t you?’

Muir gave this some thought. ‘Not necessarily,’ he said. ‘Not necessarily … But tell me, Simon, since you read my signs, what’s a sanctuary, exactly?’

The counsellors shuffled again, ready for trouble. Simon turned to look at them, letting them know that he could handle the situation without their help. ‘I know what a sanctuary is,’ he answered. ‘And you must too, seeing you own the place, so why ask me to tell you what you already know?’

Muir smiled. ‘To find out if you know, OK?’

In response, Simon planted his feet wide, folded his arms across his chest and said, ‘A sanctuary could be a sacred place in a church or a temple … but knowing what Mr Graham and Mr Burwood told me – and what I can see for myself – I guess what you would call a sanctuary, Mr Muir, is a place where living things are protected. Like the birds of prey – the raptors – you’ve got caged up here. Been caught in traps, or shot, haven’t they, so they can’t fly properly, right?’

Muir glanced at the counsellors and then back at Simon. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘That’s right.’

‘Then I’d say that your friends here must have brought me to this place – this sanctuary – because they think I’m sick too. And you’re going to help me get better. Going to keep me here, and when you think I’ve recovered, you might take me on this trip they’ve been talking about. You know, like one of those falcons they let fly on a lead …’

‘More of a trek, Simon,’ Muir corrected, calmly ignoring the boy’s cynicism. ‘But that remains to be …’

‘OK. A trek then. But whatever it is, the idea is to keep me on the straight and narrow, hey?’

Now Muir smiled at him. ‘No, Simon,’ he said. ‘My plans have got very little to do with you at all. In fact, you should consider yourself fortunate that your counsellors here even considered that I might allow you to come. At the moment, it seems that you would be little more than a liability.’ Muir let this register, then, just as the boy was about to respond, added, ‘But you look like you could use a favour.’

‘Sure,’ Simon sneered. ‘I’ve heard it all before. You reckon that you’re doing this stuff for my own good, but all the time you’ll have your eye on me, hey, watching everything I do, every move I make … and then there’s got to be a report, hasn’t there? When I’ve done my time. At the end of the trip.’ He used the word with deliberate defiance, aimed directly at Muir. ‘That’s when you really get to play God, hey? When you get to tell these guys about my behaviour. My progress. Shit, you must think I’m dumb.’

At this he gave a dismissive laugh and walked away, disappearing down one of the many pathways that meandered between the raptors’ towering cages, leaving the others to stare after him.

He wandered for a while, chuckling to himself, until he came across a guided tour, a party of six or eight pensioners being shown the birds, and skirted around them. He spotted a low-set timber house and presumed that this was Muir’s place. He saw a worker repairing a cage and noticed his khaki-coloured shorts and cotton shirt – the same as Muir’s, the same as the tour guide’s – and grimaced, guessing that this was the uniform he would be forced to wear.

At last he reached the limits of the sanctuary: one final cage at the end of an overgrown path. Satisfied that he was alone, he sat on a garden seat in the shade. Muir would come after him, he was certain. But not right away. First he would decide to make the boy wait, to teach him a lesson, then he would come. Conscience stricken or driven by guilt – the boy knew all the terms – but Muir would eventually come. The man would try to soothe him, to calm him down, then he would be shown the ropes, told how the place operated, and expected to turn up for work bright and happy the next day.

He smiled. He had been through this so many times. Sooner or later, maybe in a day or so, depending, he knew that he would leave. He knew that he would cut and run, like always. He smiled again and stretched, and was about to settle for a long wait, when a sound caught his attention. Like a muffled scream or a yelp, caught in the throat. He sat still and listened, hearing it quite clearly the second time. It came from the cage opposite, on the other side of the path.

He moved closer and peered through the wire. High up, in the gloomy shadows beneath the roof, he saw a solitary bird staring down at him. Being city-born and bred, and ignorant, he could only guess that it was an eagle. As he watched, it turned as if to see him better, as if to focus those great golden-brown eyes upon his own. And then it leaned forward a little, dipping its head as if in recognition. As if it knew him.

Suddenly afraid, Simon Meekam backed away.

 

Shane Rowe

Senior Editor

Rare Earth

PO Box 74

Perth WA

26 September

Dear Shane,

How was your holiday – I missed you! This is just a quick note to explain the enclosed tape. It’s an update on the ground parrots and a proposal for a new project – I hope you like the idea. I’ll talk to you (on tape) again soon.

Love,

Mala
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