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I n t r o d u c t i o n 

 

He stared blankly at his reflection as he brushed his teeth.  He did it every morning and most 

nights - both brush his teeth, and stare blankly.   

 

Brushing his teeth was a chore.  It took up valuable time as he rushed to be ready for work.  At 

night, as he was consumed by the overwhelming desire to lie flat and switch off, he would walk 

past the open bathroom door.  A little voice would say, "You should brush your teeth; it's good 

for you; you will be glad you did," and, agonisingly, the delights of sleep would have to wait a 

few moments more. 

 

He had long forgotten the correct brushing technique, the gentle care he was taught by a 

visiting dentist while he was in primary school; small gentle circles, making sure to get 

everywhere just once.  Now he would just jackhammer away in a daze. 

 

He would look at the stain in the sink, where the repeated drip had formed a distinctive green 

river.  He would look at the specks on the glass, those little dots that need a good scratch to get 

off. "Where do they come from?  Maybe I should clean them.  Yeah, but not now."  

 

He would look at his chest and take a bigger-than-needed breath to puff it up, at the same time 

pulling in his stomach – trying to deceive himself that he was in better shape than he really 

was.  He looked at the hair on his chin and how it was growing back.  And he looked at his 

eyes.  Their image was always slightly blurred as his head and hand wobbled in sync. 

 

Spit, wash the brush, rinse his mouth and wipe.  Over and over and over and over. 

 

The man had mastered the arts of thoughtless brushing, and the denial of self.   

 

He barely spent a few breaths looking at his eyes – let alone into them.  He never looked inside 

himself for his spirit.  He did not give any consideration to his true feelings.  He did not look to 

his dreams or value his efforts at achieving them.  He never tried evaluating his path through 

life, and his considerations of the future rarely made it past what he would be doing the 

following weekend. 

 

The man was lost in the routine of the everyday. 

 



He had never listed his goals or thought to change his routine.  He lived each day through habit 

and unquestioned intellect. 

 

But something happened to the man which opened an opportunity for a difference. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w o 

 

At a barbecue on a Saturday night, his group of friends decided to scrap the day at the beach 

they had planned for the following day.  Someone had a sick child, someone needed to finish an 

assignment for University, and someone else was doing something else.  Reasons aside, the 

man now had a spare day at short notice. 

 

It was later in the evening, as someone told a story of his white-water rafting adventures on the 

Tully River, that he had the brilliant idea of going for a bush walk to find a river of his own.  He 

couldn't remember the last time he'd gone for a walk in nature.  It was either with his ex-

girlfriend when they took a holiday down south, or when he took his nephews up Mount 

Warning a few years back.  He wondered why it had been so long.  He loved nature – or so he 

told himself.  He loved the fresh air, the sights, and especially rivers and waterfalls...   

 

He sympathetically rubbed his elbow in memory of slipping on some rocks one time.  The water 

was freezing, and he shivered uncontrollably while posing for a photo. "Just a little further in," 

encouraged his girlfriend.  "Just a little bit more..."  Slip, crash, photo.  He chuckled at good 

times gone by.  

 

Thinking of nature sparked his memory, and he recalled forgotten feelings.  He remembered the 

consistent physical exertion of a bush walk filling him with drive, and the pride and feeling of 

self-worth that came with completing a journey.  He knew he was always refreshed and 

energised after time in the bush, and now that he thought of it – he had been running a little 

flat. 

 

"Why has it been so long?" He shook his head.  

 

The man had fallen behind in the group's conversation, so he went to the kitchen to get another 

beer.  He couldn't help but admire all the photos on the walls – everyone smiling and happy.  

He knew he should look through his photo albums more often.  It would remind him of things 

he enjoyed and hadn't done for ages, like bush walking.   



 

He had taken many photos of nature, but they never came out as brilliant as he hoped for.  

They didn't do justice to the majesty or scale of the forest.  But still, they did rekindle feelings 

of being free, and he thought they would look good on his wall.  He realised the pity of placing 

all of his photos straight into an album, and then onto the shelf – forgotten about until the next 

time he moved house.  It was only as he packed his albums into a box that he'd give them a 

quick flick and tell himself he needed to take the time to have a better look.  He never did.   

 

The barbecued started wrapping up; he said his goodbyes and got a lift home from a sober 

friend.  He didn't realise how many drinks he'd had until he fumbled with the keys in the door.  

It made him smirk.  He thought he was happy.   

 

He walked past the open bathroom door but couldn't hear the little voice.  He was too 

exhausted to brush.  He ripped off his clothes, and they fell to the floor.  He crashed onto his 

bed and reached across to set his alarm clock.  He was excited about the bush walk. "An early 

morning on the weekend will be a good change," were his last thoughts before sleep. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T h r e e 

 

The man jumped in fright when the alarm burst to life. "What the hell is going on?"  He rubbed 

his eyes and tried to make sense of the situation.  "Why's my alarm going off?  It's Sunday!  Oh 

God it's only 5:00 A.M.  Oh that's right – bushwalk!  What was I thinking?  How drunk was I?" 

 

He killed the alarm and collapsed back to bed.  He wondered what on earth had possessed him 

to set it for five.  He must have been mad!  But as he lay flat, his mind started to tick over.  The 

blaring alarm was the usual signal for his brain and body to switch on.  It was the trigger 

response he needed to turn up to work each day.  He tried to fight being awake for nearly 15 

minutes before he gave in and staggered to the shower. 

 

With the water running over him, it didn't take long for pleasant thoughts of waterfalls to enter 

his mind.  He finally found a smile and started to fill with excitement.  He quickly made a 

sandwich, filled a bottle of water, grabbed a few snacks and jumped into the car.  

"Lights on!"  He chuckled to himself.  He was out and about before the sun on the weekend, 

and he laughed.  "I am mad!"  

 



He reversed the car into the street and had put it in drive before he realised he didn't know 

where he was going.  He had not thought that far ahead.  He recalled vague stories of people 

walking in the Hinterland behind Nerang, and that was it.  He was off.  He blasted the stereo 

and loved that he was free – and without commitment for the day. 

 

 

 

P a r t   O n e 

 

He could not believe it.  Only 40 minutes had passed and he was there.  In just a little over half 

an hour he was ready to walk in some of the world's most beautiful forest.  "It was so easy.  

Why haven't I done it more often!?" 

 

The early morning twilight had filled the sky. He and two other groups of people stood at the 

lookout to watch the first sliver of the sun appear and quickly grow to a blinding ball.  

Sunglasses on.  He was shocked how far the sun rose in the few minutes he stayed to watch.  

He could not for the life of him remember the last sunrise he had witnessed.   

 

He studied the map on the signpost at the start of the track.  There were several walks of 

different lengths.  He knew he had the whole day before him and decided to do the longest – 14 

kilometres.   

 

"Why not?"  He was wide awake.  He was full of energy.  He had watched the sunrise!   He was 

alive!  As the other groups still readied, the man briskly made his way.  He was first into the 

forest.  

 

Several brush turkeys scratched around the forest floor. Their appearance made the man laugh 

– for he thought they were so ugly. He knew they were scabs that hung out near car parks and 

picnic spots. "More people would feed you," he smirked, "if only you were pretty!"  They were 

soon behind him, both physically and in thought.  

 

The path started easily, following the rim of the valley.  It was yet to traverse down to its 

depths and back up again.  He was covering the ground quickly.  He had found his pace.  

 

Several thumps from the scrub made him jump in fright.  He caught a glimmer of grey and 

guessed it was a wallaby or some other kind of kangaroo.  He guessed he would get a better 

look at one later and didn't break his stride.  He was on a mission.  

 



His logical thoughts were trying to guess how long the walk would take him.  The sign at the 

start had suggested five to six hours, but he wanted to do it more quickly as a challenge. 

 

But only twenty minutes into the walk he felt terrible.  He was sweating profusely, only just 

thinking to remove his jumper.  He had let himself over-heat.  He wasn't being at all observant 

of himself or the forest.  As he jammed the jumper in his backpack, he took the opportunity to 

gulp water.  He looked at the declining path before him and was concerned only with the 

placement of his feet.  On he marched. 

 

Just off the edge of the path was a blue-tongue lizard.  He flinched and swore on catching sight 

of it, for he thought it was a snake.  It, too, got a fright and quickly disappeared under a 

decaying log.  "Lucky me." 

 

He gulped more water as he checked his progress on the map, which was placed at the fork in 

the path where the long track separated from the short.  He checked his watch and tried 

unsuccessfully to do the math on his progress.  He figured it best if he just kept walking fast. 

 

The path continued to zigzag back and forth, and the man rolled along with downhill 

momentum.   

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   F i v e 

 

After an hour or so he came to the stream that cut the valley down the middle.  He was to cross 

over, walk for several kilometres on the other side, then cross back to head up the mountain.  

He figured it was a logical place to take a break, and he paused only for the amount of time it 

took to hurriedly eat a packet of chips.  They were chicken flavoured, but it didn't really matter.  

He threw them down his throat and gulped water. 

 

This stream wasn't as big as others he'd seen.  The water didn't flow as fast.  It wasn't as 

pretty. "No point wasting time ..." And he was back on his way.  His eyes darted between 

various objects now that his legs were physically conditioned.  Tree, plant, bird, stone, path, 

tree, path, rock, mushroom, tree, path.  His mind was filled only with his vision.  His awareness 

was superficial.  The thoughts that tried to surface in his mind were paid no attention.  Each 

idea was returned to the whirlpool in his head.  Random thoughts about work, friends, food 

shopping, and washing the bloody car, were all suppressed internally, only to swirl and merge 



and continue to trip over themselves.  His mind had no clear voice.  It was full of clutter.  He 

was confused without knowing it.  

 

He did not even think to question whether he was actually enjoying himself or not.  For the man 

it was all about getting to the end.  He wanted the accomplished feeling of returning to the car 

and to be able to say that he'd done it.   

 

"What did you do on the weekend?" 

 

"Went for this huge bushwalk, it was so great!" 

 

He gulped more water without slowing down … 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   S i x 

 

The next river crossing was on him before he knew it.  He recalled the map to his mind and 

knew he was well past half way.  He looked at his watch.  "I am going to do it easily," he 

thought with a smug grin.  If he kept going as he had been, he would be finished in less than 

four hours.  He felt he had the luxury to sit and really connect with nature. 

 

He cupped his hands and splashed the cool water on his face.  He did it again, and did not mind 

it spilling down the front of his shirt.  He sat on a rock in the middle of the stream and took a 

deep breath.  The exhale was a release.  Not just the release of the air, but also of stress and 

frustrated energy.  With just a few conscious breaths his anxiety lowered.  His muscles lost 

tension.  He closed his eyes and listened to the running water.  He felt the sound flow through 

him.  He thought it wonderful how connected to nature he was.  "It was really worth the effort, 

coming all this way." 

 

But his mind was still in gear.  He was continually conscious of time.  He wanted to be finished 

with the walk – to bask in his achievement.  He opened his eyes as he was consumed by the 

urgency to progress.  His desired escape from his reality lasted only a minute.  His miraculous 

connection with nature may as well have been imagined.  

 

 

 



He cleaned his sunglasses on the side of his shirt and drank more water.  The bottle was now 

under half full, and he considered filling it back up with water from the stream.  But he recalled 

to be wary of drinking water that wasn't from a tap or bottle, as it may contain bacteria of some 

sort.  He grabbed his pack and set off at pace to tackle the mountain.  He was the dominant 

force. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   S e v e n 

 

It did not take long for his shirt to dry, and he realised the heat of the day.  The sweat from his 

forehead occasionally ran into his eye, the salt making him blink harder to ease the sting.  

"Sweating is so annoying," he thought, as he had to remove his sunglasses to again wipe his 

face dry.  

 

He thought of what he could do for the rest of the day.  He could sleep as a reward for his 

effort, or if it was too hot he could always sit in an air-conditioned cinema.  Right, left, right, left 

– he was set on automatic.  He thought of the drive home.  He felt like a having a hamburger 

with „the lot‟ and wondered where he could pick one up.  His awareness wandered through his 

mind without direction, and he was oblivious to his surrounds.   

 

And then the man was struck by lightning. 

 

 

 

P a r t   T w o 

 

It was not a bolt from the sky – it was a cloudless day.  His right foot landed, as it had already 

done a thousand times on the walk, but this time he trod fairly on a snake that lay across the 

path.  In pain and panic the snake twisted and struck.  The man looked down to see its mouth 

attached to the lower part of his right calf.  He jumped into the air and yelped like an injured 

dog.  He crashed awkwardly and clambered backwards in fright as he saw the tail of snake 

disappear into the undergrowth.   

 

He looked at his calf and sighted two dots of red blood.  He could not believe it!  He was struck 

by fear.  His heart pounded as hard and fast as it could.  He wanted to run.  He wanted to 

quickly get help.  Adrenaline surged through his body.  He paced back and forth. 

 



"What to do!?  What to do!?"  He swore in anger at the forest.   

 

He first thought of running to the car, so he could quickly drive himself to a hospital.   

But he knew that was wrong. "If you're bitten by a snake, you stay still." He realised he'd been 

stomping around the small clearing he was in, trying to make sense of his thoughts.  He forced 

himself to sit on a rock by the path.  His leg twitched nervously.  His calf started to burn.  He 

could feel his whole leg tingle.  He imagined the poison making its way to his heart, and he 

wondered how long it would be until it killed him.   

 

"Oh, my God, I am going to die!"  That was the second bolt of lightning.  Reality was 

unbelievable.  He shook his head and panted as tears swelled in his eyes.  Again he swore at 

the forest.  His pounding heart and shallow breathing made his head feel light.  He became 

dizzy and thought it was the poison taking hold.  He knew he was going to die!  

 

Half thoughts raced through his mind.  He started to cry in sporadic bursts.  He gulped for air as 

he looked down at his aching leg.   

 

"I do not want to die!" he thought.  

 

"I do not want to die!" he yelled with as much conviction as he could muster. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   N i n e 

 

The sun now burned his skin.  It stung his eyes.  He was sweating from head to toe.  He 

covered his eyes with his hands and screwed his face in agony.  He did not want to die!  He 

could not believe it.  He cried in desperation.  He never cried.  He was strong, not weak.  He 

was filled with grief.  He was disoriented.  His leg burned from the inside, and his panicked 

thoughts bordered on madness. 

 

And then a black crow flew in from nowhere and landed gracefully on a rock only a few metres 

from his. 

 

"Aaaark, Aaaark," it called as it looked the man over.  Although it twitched its head from side to 

side, the crow kept constant eye contact.  The man knew it was abnormal. "A crow would never 

come so close!"  He was dumbfounded, but the crow gave direction to his thoughts.   

 



"What on Earth?"  He stared back at the crow, trying to figure it out.  He could not help but look 

deep into its eyes.  They were black and yellow, but the yellow was so brilliant it seemed to 

hold the fire of the sun, and the pupil was such a deep and rich black, he felt as though he were 

looking into another world.  While he looked into the eyes of the crow he was taken from his 

unreal situation.  It fell to nothing. 

 

"Aaaark, Aaaark," it called again, and the man realised that clarity had returned to his mind.  

He knew he needed to make sense of his situation.  Half thoughts were of no benefit.  He knew 

he had to look within himself to find the reason of his true self.  And for some time his mind 

was blank.   

 

And then, countless images and thoughts flickered in an instant.  He felt like an observer.  He 

knew he was searching for who he was.  But his identity had never been defined. His true self 

was hard to find, hidden beneath so many toxic layers of doubt and lethargy.  His conscious 

mind kicked back in.   

 

"Was that burst of energy my life flashing before my eyes?  Does that mean I'm about to die?"  

He was scared. 

 

"A crow … So black … Mysterious …" He gasped as negative thoughts swamped his 

consciousness. 

  

"What if it's here to guide me to my death? That‟s what they do isn‟t it?"  His mind sought 

confirmation by reaching into his memory seeking folk tales and fables.  It was useless though.  

His thoughts were in panic.  His heart pounded.  He'd never even thought about his death, so 

anything was possible. "Or what if it's waiting for me to die so it can peck out my eyes and feast 

on my flesh!" The man felt sick.  

 

"GO!"  He yelled.  "GET AWAY!"  But the crow stood defiant.  It looked back at him, and the 

man sensed disappointment.  He again thought he was going mad.   

 

"How could a crow be disappointed?"  He blamed the poison that coursed through his veins – 

the poison that would soon kill him.  What torture would he first have to endure?  What insanity 

would first flush his mind?  He again started to panic. 

 

"Aaaark, Aaaark."  The call of the crow quickly brought him back.   

 



"Be calm. Be calm. Be calm," he muttered incessantly.  "Rational thoughts. Think clearly."  He 

looked around his small clearing and then up the trail.  He could not see farther than twenty 

meters.  The path climbed up some rocks, bent to the right, and then … was consumed by the 

forest.   

 

"The reason you don't run for help is to slow the spread of the poison.  If you are bitten by a 

snake, you stay relaxed and calm."  He had to speak aloud to find the sense of his mind.   

 

He could not form a full sentence of thoughts internally before they were trampled by the next.   

 

"Ok, relaxed and calm."  He put his hand on his chest and could feel his heart pounding.  For 

the first time he thought of his breathing, and took one slow solid breath. 

 

"You won't take me!" he said as a challenge to the crow. 

 

"Aaaark," was the reply.  The man could not help but feel the crow was pleased.  "Oh, the 

madness!  What has become of reality?"  

 

The man closed his eyes to escape.  He knew he wanted to live, more than anything.  Death 

would be horrific!  It scared him senseless.  He wanted to fight to live.   

 

His leg burned, but he was determined to keep control.  He pulled his jumper from his bag and 

wrapped it tightly around his leg as he had seen on television.  Images from a children's TV 

show flickered in his mind.  The reporter was talking to the camera as he calmly applied the 

bandage to a child's arm.  They both smiled and laughed as though wrapping a bandage on a 

snake bite was fun.   

 

He recalled old western movies.  When someone was bitten by a rattlesnake, he would cut the 

bite to bleed the poison, or suck it with his mouth and spit.  But he didn't have a knife and he 

couldn't reach his calf with his mouth – and he knew both methods were fruitless anyway. 

 

What he knew for a fact was that he should stay still, stay calm, and keep pressure on his leg.  

He cursed himself that he had fallen into such a panic.  "What extra damage have I done?  How 

much quicker will I die?"  No matter.  All he had to do was stay calm; Just one thing. 

 

The crow jumped down from the rock to the ground.  It hopped across the clearing towards the 

larger trees.  Then it stopped, turned, and again stared at the man. 

 



"Now what?" he questioned of the crow, as he realised it had just moved from the sun-drenched 

rock into the shade.  

 

He returned his hand to his chest and could no longer feel his heart.  "Good."  He thought of 

moving to the shade, and the crow took wing.  It disappeared as quickly as it arrived.  The man 

slid carefully off his rock and crawled slowly toward the trees.  He lay flat on his back a little 

downhill from where the crow had stood.   

 

His leg burned and his muscles were tight.  As hard as it was, he tried to send his body to 

sleep.   

 

"I want to live.  I want to live," was the mantra that sent him into a trance. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T e n 

 

With his eyes closed he wished he were out of his body.  He did not want to feel the pain.  He 

did not want to witness his own death.  He ignored all physical sensations.   

 

He tried to think of happy times.  He pictured familiar places and people – all smiles.  He 

imagined he was sitting calmly before his photo albums.  Images, memories, snippets of 

conversations, laughter and good times … But his rested state did not last ten minutes.   

 

The pain became so intense he could not ignore it any longer.  Both of his legs now burned as 

though his blood had turned to molten lava.  It felt like needles repeatedly piercing his skin.  

And the monstrous fury was starting to creep into his lower back.   

 

He lay there with his eyes closed in an epic struggle with the pain.  He wanted to slap at his 

legs, but he knew the exertion would be of no benefit.  He would rather die with dignity.  But as 

the pain was spreading through his body, he could no longer hold his control.  

 

"IS THIS HOW I AM TO DIE?"  He yelled in spite to the open sky.  Tears ran from his face as his 

head rolled from side to side in pain.  He had never felt pain like this.  He did not know such 

pain existed.  The physical pain was intense, but it did not compare to the pain of knowing he 

was soon to die! 

  



He felt a bug crawl on his neck, and he wiped it off.  Then another.  He rolled the third bug in 

his fingers and opened his eyes to see.  It was an ant. "What is the point?  They will soon eat 

me to the bone – and I will not feel a thing."  

He flicked it away in anger. 

 

The real world was so bright.  The deep blue sky above had grown white.  The fire of the sun 

burned his eyes.   

 

Was this the end?  He was consumed by the terror of death and curled into a ball.  He covered 

his eyes with his hands and rolled a little farther down the hill into a deeper shade.  It was 

cooler, but the forest did not swallow him whole as he wished it would.  He would have to bear 

witness to his own agonising demise. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   E l e v e n 

 

He pictured each of his family and friends.  He tried to imagine their reactions as they were told 

the news.  They all burst into tears. 

 

"Why? Why?" they pleaded, "He had so much to give!"  He scoffed at the cliché.   

 

He wished he really had the chance to say goodbye to everyone.  He wanted to tell the people 

he loved that he loved them.  To really share his mind.  To converse one last time at a deeper 

level.  He wished he could talk to them before he died – and then he remembered his mobile 

phone in his backpack.   

 

The spark of hope jolted through his body.  There was a chance!  One chance in the world he 

would not die.  One call for help that would save him.   

 

"Why did I not think of it right away!?"  But his self-anger was shadowed by his excitement.  He 

laughed in a craze as he crawled from the scrub towards the rock.  He could not wipe his pained 

smile.  He knew he should keep calm, but he couldn't help it.  He didn't care.  For this moment 

his crippled body did not scream in the pain it had.  His crippled mind broke through its 

confined hell. 

 

He ripped open the zipper and searched.  As the familiar shape was in his grasp he felt a weight 

lift from his shoulders.  But as he flipped open the handset his heart stopped beating.   



 

No service.  He felt hollow in that instant.  He was drained of drive for life.  He could not believe 

the situation he was in.   

 

He tried to call anyway.   

 

"Search, Mum, Call …  No service." He tried calling emergency, also without luck. 

 

He leant back against the rock and looked down at his burning legs.  They felt numb.  They no 

longer felt a part of his body.  He noticed several ants crawling on them and he brushed them 

off in anger. 

 

"Not yet!"  He flicked a straggler.  It was big.  A green ant, if he remembered correctly. 

"Funny," he scoffed sarcastically.  "They're actually black!" 

 

He crawled back into the shade of the scrub and leant against a tree.  He wished he could be 

positive, but as he watched for bugs that wanted to eat him, he could not help but think more 

of death. "Who will miss me the most?  Who will speak at my funeral?  Will they burn me or 

bury me?  I've never told.  Who will take my things?  For how long will I be remembered?" 

   

He sighed. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e l v e 

 

And in another flash the man remembered the other groups who were walking.  Again hope 

filled his heart.  His emotions bounced between the extremes. "Coo Eee," he yelled at the top of 

his lungs.  Twice.  Three times.  He felt his heart again beating hard … but there was no reply.  

He took time to breathe. 

 

"I was fast," he thought logically.  "I'd walked at super pace.  Of course I'd be well ahead of 

them.  But how far?"    

 

He tried to recall the two groups to mind.  One had a husband and wife in their 50s or 60s, with 

two younger ones.  Maybe a son, about 20, and his girlfriend or something.  The other group 

had three of four adults and … just as many young kids.  He was really guessing.  He hadn't 

taken too much notice. 



 

"Kids!" He cursed.  "They might only be doing the short walk.  Well, both groups might!  But it 

was early ...  Other cars would arrive throughout the day, and surely some of those groups 

would do the long walk.  Surely!"  He was hopeful, but guessed the very earliest that anyone 

would arrive would be at least two hours.  Then they could run and get help …  if he was still 

alive. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T h i r t e e n 

 

He looked at his watch.  He stared at it.  He counted along with each second as it passed.  One 

to sixty, and then over again.  He counted every second of five minutes.  He could not believe 

how long five minutes took to pass.  His back tingled with pain, and his legs burnt like fire.  He 

counted every second of the next five minutes and tears ran freely down his cheeks.  He was in 

hell. 

 

But the call of the crow diverted his attention.  It came from somewhere above.  It called again 

as it took flight from a branch, and the man watched it fly right towards him.  Even from the 

distance he could feel its gaze.  It landed on the rock where he had first sat.  It looked him over 

carefully, called once, and flew off again to the branch above.  The man knew it was watching 

him, or, waiting for him.  It had a definite interest.   

 

But the man shook his head. "How could that be?  It's just a crow!"  And then it called again 

from above.  

 

"Is it trying to tell me something?" he wondered.  He listened for it to call again.  He wanted it 

to call.  He listened carefully.  He closed his eyes and gave his full attention to the sounds he 

could hear.   

 

He could hear a kookaburra laughing from afar.  The breeze gently rustled the leaves all around 

him.  It sounded like it travelled through the forest in waves.  To his left he heard the rubbing 

of one tree on another.  Then a pair of whip-birds, a flock of finches, the distant screech of a 

galah.  An old branch, finally giving up its grasp on the trunk and falling to the ground with a 

crash.  Faintly he could hear the engines of a jumbo jet crossing the bright sky.  Some berries 

fell from above, and he heard each one come to a cushioned rest on the bed of decaying leaves.   

 



And then, to his surprise, he could hear his own heartbeat in his ears.  He had never heard it 

before.  His attention was drawn within.  His heartbeat rolled along consistently, and he felt 

assured.  

 

The crow called from above, and the man could hear the entire forest sounding as one, joining 

the rhythm of his heart.   

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   F o u r t e e n 

 

As a gentle breeze swirled in his clearing, he could feel it touch his sweat-moistened face.  In 

that instant he could feel himself cool.  He was amazed by how noticeable it was.  He wiped his 

brow and could feel a stronger connection to the sun.  Slowly, tiny beads of sweat re-emerged, 

and he could feel each one form and cluster.  A gentle breeze – and he was cooler.   

 

He became aware of his arms, too.  He could feel his skin in a constant dance with the breeze.  

As it came in gentle waves, his temperature rose and fell.  He had never before noticed.  He 

had never thought to try.  But it was now so obvious he couldn't help but be amazed.   

 

The breeze did very little to his legs, though.  They still burned with fury.  He looked at them 

and lost his marvellous thoughts of wonder.  He remembered he was going to die.  He snapped 

back to his painful reality.  He cursed his legs.  They were full of poison.  Snake poison.  He 

could feel it wanting to travel to his heart, so it could spread to all parts of his body, and burn 

him from the inside with the flames of hell.   

 

But it was another poison that first reached his heart.  Hate.  It was fuelled by his anger and 

resentment towards the snake.  It was hate that spread to all parts of his body and set him 

alight.  He sat there for some time, lost in the whirlpool of his mind, unaware of his natural 

surrounds and connection.  

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   F i f t e e n 

 

"Coo Eee," he called at the top of his lungs.  Still no reply.  Not enough time had passed.   

 



He picked up a short stick and stabbed it into the earth beside his leg.  He flicked away the 

fallen leaves, small pieces of broken bark and tiny pieces of decayed wood.  The grey earth was 

bare.  He stabbed it repeatedly with the stick, each thrust digging a little deeper.  The solid 

earth started to crumble.  It turned into loose dust and started to build in a circle around the 

hole.  In frustration and anger he repeatedly stabbed at the heart of the Earth.  His clenched 

grasp of the stick pained his hand with each blow, but it did not compare to the pain in his legs, 

or the pain in his heart.  

 

A flock of finches swarmed around the man from behind.  The flutter of wings and sharp calls 

gave him a fright.  Each finch scattered to a different branch on the tree right before him.  He 

guessed there were twenty or more.  They moved with such energy as they jumped from 

branch to branch, looking this way and that, hoping for a small insect to panic and break its 

cover.  Their chirping was so excited.  They sounded so happy.  They lived with such energy.  

 

They swarmed on another tree.  Some of them came across bugs and others not, but they all 

called in delight.  They flew to another tree, and then farther again, their sound thereafter 

fading away.  He knew that is how they would spend their day – flitting from tree to tree.   

 

For that brief moment he forgot all of his pain.  He did not think of death.  But now the birds 

were gone; again he was all alone.  He flicked the stick into the forest and looked down at the 

mess he had created.  It gave him no joy.  He scraped the loose dirt back into the centre and 

patted it flat.  He reached around himself for leaves and decay, sprinkling them over the top.  It 

was no longer apparent there had ever been a wound.  He wiped his hand clean on the jumper 

wrapped around his leg and thought of his wound. 

 

He unwrapped his makeshift bandage and looked closely at his calf.  The blood spots from the 

fangs had soaked into the jumper, and he could not locate the exact bite.  Now there was a 

raised red swelling wrapped around the back of his calf where the snakes jaw had locked – and 

his skin had broken out in a rash of speckled red dots.   

 

He thought of the poison slowly making its way through his body.  He wondered how long it 

would be until he died.  What more torture would he have to endure? 

 

He reapplied his bandage, this time taking more care than his panicked first attempt. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

C h a p t e r   S i x t e e n 

 

"COO EEE!"  No reply.   

 

He looked through his backpack.  He thought it wise to take stock of all that he had - and it 

would pass some time.  A mobile phone, which still had no service.  His wallet, holding $44.70, 

3 old receipts and 12 plastic cards.  One third of the bottle of water.  A ham and cheese 

sandwich.  A peppermint muesli bar.  A packet of sweet chilli and sour cream chips.  One apple 

with a big bruise.  And a bank statement and pen, which had been forgotten in a side pocket 

since he ran chores a month previous.  

 

He felt like drinking all of the water.  His thirst was unbearable as he eyed the clear liquid held 

to the sun.  He had been sweating considerably with emotion and the heat, but as he put the 

bottle to his lips he paused.   

 

"What if I'm not found until late this afternoon?  I will need some water for then."  And he knew 

he had to ration it.  "Just one mouthful."  He filled his mouth, but swallowed only a little at a 

time.  He could feel the water trickle down his throat.  He was sure he could feel it wrap the 

inside of his stomach, but didn't know if that was even possible.  He swished it between his 

teeth and took great joy in its glory.  He would never have thought water could have given him 

so much delight. 

 

But now he was hungry.  He realised his body would need strength to fight the poison.  He 

looked at the chips.  Potatoes, oil, sugar, dextrin, vegetable powder, salt, flavour enhancers 

621, 635 and 951, sour cream powder, food acids 262, 270 and 330, vegetable extract, milk 

solids, flavours (natural and nature identical), yeast extracts, thickener 1450, starch, spice 

extracts, and natural colours 160c, 120, 150a and 160b. 

 

He had never read the ingredients of chips before.  In fact, he realised he never read the 

ingredients of anything he ate from a packet.  He wondered what the numbers meant.  He 

wondered what most of it meant.  But it wasn't yet lunchtime, so he wanted to keep his 

sandwich.  He ate the chips but needed another small mouthful of water to quench his thirst 

when he was done.  He reassured himself concerning his water shortage, thinking that whoever 

found him would have spare water he could drink – if he wasn't dead, of course. 

 

 



 

 

C h a p t e r   S e v e n t e e n 

 

"COO EEE!" Still nothing.   

 

It was closer to lunchtime, so he ate the sandwich.  His thoughts had been repeatedly telling 

him the chips weren't nutritious and were of no benefit for strength.   

 

He counted more seconds painfully passing.  He wasn't sure if the pain in his legs was reducing, 

or he was just getting used to it.  He watched small puffs of clouds form over the mountains 

and change shape as they crossed the sky. 

 

He grabbed the pen and envelope from his bag.  He ripped the envelope sides so he had an 

open sheet of paper.  He thought it a good idea to say farewell to the world.   

He started with family – just a brief message to each to share his mind.  He wrote without 

reservation.  If he were dead he would want them to know.  He wondered why he hadn't shared 

his true feelings while he had the opportunity.  He could not even figure out why he had been 

afraid of sharing his real feelings.  The words came so easily he had to write really small, 

fearing he would run out of room.   

 

He then wrote to friends, expressing gratitude for their connection, sorry he had not been more 

appreciative and expressive.  And lastly he wrote a few inner thoughts.   

 

He had never kept a diary, thinking diaries were for teenage girls, but as he wrote of regrets, 

he realised he had dreams.  That made him even sadder he would not get the opportunity to try 

to achieve them.  All too quickly his life would be over, and all too quickly he was out of paper.  

He had covered both sides, and every spare white space on the statement itself.  There was 

more he wanted to share with the world and himself, but he would never get that chance.  He 

laughed at the irony.  His life had been all about work and money, and as he wrote his final 

testament on his monthly statement, the balance was of no concern. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

C h a p t e r   E i g h t e e n 

 

His emotional roller coaster during the hours that had passed had left him drained.  His hopes 

had bounced from high to low.  He had walked the first half of the hike at such pace, his body 

was physically tired.  He had been awake since five.   

 

The heat of the sun had taken its toll.  His spirit weighed heavy with regret.  Fighting the pain 

had been arduous. He laid his head back against a tree and rested.  His imagination drifted 

through places he would rather be, before he slipped into the dream world, every part of him 

needing rest and respite. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r    N i n e t e e n 

 

He awoke with a start to the cry of the crow.  He snapped back to the anguish of his reality.  He 

could not feel his legs!  His heart nearly exploded.   

 

"Is this Death?" he feared.  The pain had gone – but so had all feeling.  The crow eyed him over 

carefully from its perch on the rock. 

 

"HELP!" yelled the man. "HELP!"  He tried to focus on his watch through his watery eyes.  3.44 

P.M.  Hours had passed.  Nothing made sense.  He called in desperation. "HELP!"  The crow 

took flight.  The man banged his fists on his legs.  They were dead.   

 

He wriggled his hips, trying to figure what parts of him were alive, and he felt a rush of blood.  

Instantly the pain returned to both legs.  But it was a different pain – severe pins and needles.  

He continued to wriggle on the spot even though it intensified the pain.   

"Is the poison taking its final hold?  Did I wake up just in time to catch Death on approach?  Or 

has sitting upright just cut the circulation?"  The man fought confusion and panic.   

 

The pain consumed him with more intensity than before – but it progressed and then eased 

over ten long minutes, returning to the first pain with which he had grown more familiar.  

Compared to that quick explosion, it was now relatively bearable.  His sense returned.  He was 

now sitting in the sun as the shadows had moved.  It had burnt his skin.  He was hot, and his 

mouth dry. 



 

"Nearly 4:00 P.M. The other groups should have passed – if they walked the long track.  Other 

walkers, late arrivals ... Surely someone else should have passed by now!"  

 

But then he thought of what he would do if he saw someone asleep against a tree in a clearing 

off to the side of the path.  He would probably tiptoe by and leave them be.  "How would they 

know I am fighting death?  So, what if people have come and walked right by?"  He sighed in 

defeat.  He was angry at himself.  He may have missed his only chance of survival.   

 

He looked for footprints on the path, but he could not be certain.  Some marks looked like 

footprints, but they may have been there before him. 

 

"HELP!" he yelled to the world in a final plea.  

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y 

 

The sun had now lost its intensity.  It was nearing the other side of the sky from where he had 

caught the first sliver – back when the world was different.  Back when all of his days were laid 

plainly before him.  Now he feared that there may be no rescue party.  There was only an hour 

or two at most of light remaining, and that is how far he guessed he was from the car park.  

"Would anyone leave on their walk so late?" And he feared the reality of the worst-case 

scenario. 

 

Awkwardly he rose to his feet, his legs clumsy and pained beneath him.  His head was light, his 

skin hot and red.  His mouth and throat were parched.  He took a tiny sip of water – how 

pleasant the sensation!  How little water he needed to feel refreshed!  He was upset he had 

been such a glutton previously.  He was mad he had not filled the bottle at the stream. 

 

He took tentative steps towards the rock.  Feeling continued to return to his legs, but his 

muscles were tight.  They were sore from the exercise, but he knew the poison would also be 

killing the nerves endings.  

 

He could not think exactly when trying to imagine how far to the car park.  Maybe four or five 

kilometres, uphill.  He knew he couldn't walk quickly because of the poison, and if he walked 

slowly he would run out of daylight.   



"But I've not enough water!"  He considered walking back to the stream. How far was that?  

Two kilometres?  But no matter, it was further from rescue so he didn't value it as an option.   

 

He knew he would be spending the night in the forest.  For all he knew, the poison would again 

progress and take him while he slept.  He almost wished it would.  It would end his nightmare.  

He sat on the rock and wanted it all to be over. 

 

A flock of cockatoos crossed the sky.  Their distinctive screech carried far.  They were looking 

for a familiar tree to settle for the night.  A place they would call home.  He thought of his 

home.   

 

"After four on a Sunday.  I'd probably be drinking a beer on the couch, watching some telly, 

thinking about … nothing."  He sighed as he looked around his small clearing. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y  - O n e 

 

The man had never felt so alone.  No one in the world knew where he was.  He knew he should 

have left a note, but, when he got in the car he didn't know where he was going.   

No one would have even yet missed him.  His roommate would think he was with friends.  

Friends who called his mobile would wonder why it went straight to the message bank, but they 

wouldn't jump to the conclusion he had been bitten by a snake and lay half dead in the middle 

of the forest, preparing for a cold and lonely night ...  which may well be his last!  He was 

doomed. 

 

His car would be the last in the car park, but he knew that that alone would not prompt a 

search.  He would have to be reported missing, then they would have to find the car and match 

the licence plates, and that would all be too late.  

 

He thought of his work and knew he would receive a written warning for not turning up without 

a phone call.  He laughed.  Three of those warnings were grounds for dismissal.  They could 

take his first one to his funeral.  

 

Every thought that surfaced in his mind was troubled.  He regretfully accepted the fact he would 

have to endure the tortures of the night, all alone, and be found the next day – either dead or 

alive. 

 



He ate the apple before it was dark, as he hated tasting the bruised bits.  All that was left was a 

muesli bar, which he figured he should save for breakfast.  He had one sip of water.  There 

were only two good mouthfuls left in the bottle.   

 

He leant against the tree and watched the sun fall behind the mountains.  Although the sun 

moved fast, twilight took forever.  He removed his watch and put it in his bag to stop his 

paranoid glances.  His hopes faded with the light.  He was scared.  He was sad he had not lived 

better.  He realised he may never again see the light of day.  

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y  - T w o 

 

The man drifted in and out of sleep.  He jumped out of his nightmares only to realise he was 

living one.  The stars glistened brightly overhead, but he paid them no mind.  The moon cast a 

strong light.  The gentle breeze swayed the trees, and the shadows taunted the forest floor.  

 

The man had guessed the forest would sleep at night, but he was wrong.  At night it came alive.  

Crickets and cicadas rang continuously in a breathless tease.  Frogs called sporadically looking 

for a mate.  Insects buzzed around his ears, sounding large and dangerous.  Dark shadows 

flicked the corners of his vision, but when he looked directly all was clear.  He could hear 

animals scratching the earth, but he could not see them.  The gentle gusts of air which had 

made the leaves sound so pleasant in the day, now sounded like an angry roar.  He feared what 

would appear before him.  It sounded like he was surrounded by death.  It was just waiting to 

strike. 

 

Each time he drifted off, a sound would bring him back.  He slapped at insects when he felt 

them land on his skin.  He lay uncomfortably on the earth, his aching body a constant reminder 

of the snake and the poison.  He feared staying awake would lead him through the insanity of 

irrational fear.  He feared sleep would bring Death.  It was all the snake's fault.  He hated the 

snake as he had never hated anything before. 

 

He felt true sadness as he thought of the dawn.  He longed to see the light of another day.  He 

had never so desired a tomorrow.  He waited and waited, wishing for time to pass quickly.  He 

could resist no longer and rummaged in his pack for the watch.  It was only 9:22 P.M. He would 

have guessed it was after four in the morning.  He was being tortured.  He was drowning in the 

depths of hell.   

 



"GOD!"  He yelled deep into the night sky.  "How dare you do this to me!  I am a good person!"  

The man heard no reply.  He wondered why he was being punished.  What had he done wrong?  

Was there even a lesson to learn? 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y  - T h r e e 

 

It was not usual for the man to feel connected with his dreams.  He wouldn't mind when friends 

recounted their dreams in absolute detail, drawing profound and worldly wisdom into their 

hidden meaning.  But he didn't give his own dreams much credit.  He would sometimes wake in 

the night and realise his head was filled with a story, but he would rather fall back to sleep than 

take a few minutes to write it down.  The messages in his dreams would always dissipate with 

the screech of his alarm, his rushed morning routine, and his habitual mind. 

 

But as he lay on the cold earth, emotionally and physically battered, he finally fell into a deep 

sleep and dreamed with more clarity than ever before. 

 

Ironically, his dream started with the sound of his alarm.  He hovered above his bed and looked 

down on himself.  He noticed his face looked pained as he staggered clumsily to the shower.  

Every moment was clear, every action seemingly real.  He realised he was to be an observer of 

his average day.  He already knew that nothing out of the ordinary would happen.  It was just 

going to be another of his days on Earth. 

 

He soaped himself in the shower and scrubbed without care.  He realised he did not honour the 

act of cleansing.  As he watched himself dress and get ready, he realised he took no pride in his 

appearance.  As he ate breakfast, he realised it was without concern for nourishment; His 

commute to work, without courtesy; His greetings to colleagues without real care. 

 

He knew his own mind and saw how easily he cast judgments on others, and how often he 

criticized his own way.  Each negative idea would depress his mood further, and then dissipate 

to nothingness.  The thoughts would never be recalled.  They were pointless.  From his lowered 

position he would continue his life.  Over and over without question.  One step at a time, down 

the ladder of happiness.  He never thought to break his habit of suppression of self.   

 

Even though he smiled, it was without feeling real joy.  Even though he laughed, he did not feel 

real happiness.  Even though he worked, he did not care for the result.  The man did not know 

passion.   



 

He hovered above himself as he sat as his work desk and cried.  "How have I lived this way?"  

He yelled to himself to pay more attention, but his everyday self just plodded on.   

His life was a chore.  There was nothing from which he drew true pleasure.  His dream-self felt 

the heartache his everyday self didn't.  His life was a torture.  His existence was a battle.  His 

everyday-self had blocked his awareness to combat the pain. 

 

He watched the commute home, the bad food, the alcohol, the mindless TV and empty 

conversation.  He stood before the mirror to brush his teeth and still couldn't see what was 

before him.  As he crashed to sleep to end another day, the man awoke in the forest. 

 

His dream tears had been real.  His eyes were stinging.  Never had he looked at his life from 

such a perspective … and he hated himself.  His life was a waste.  He had been deluded for so 

many years – maybe his whole life.  His habitual thoughts and actions had blinded him to the 

truth. 

 

He had spoken of passion, love, good friends and ambition, but he had never really felt any of 

it.  He had never been truly fuelled by desire.  He had never questioned his existence or way. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y -  F o u r 

 

His body ached.  He cursed his legs.  He cursed the snake.  He would never have a chance to 

change his life – if his life was soon to end.  Would he see the dawn?  

 

He grabbed his watch from inside his bag.  His dream had seemed to last an entire day, but it 

was not yet 11 P.M.  He swore.  Time had lost its meaning.  It taunted him.  He clenched his fist 

around the watch and threw it as far as he could into the darkened forest.  It was swallowed, 

and time was no more.   

 

Frustrations swarmed inside him.  Anger bubbled through his skin.  He could no longer hold his 

hate within.  He drew a deep breath and yelled.  It was a primeval sound, a guttural scream of 

raw pain and emotion. 

 

 

 



"RAAAAAAAGGGGHHHHHHH!"  His body quivered with the release.  He again drew breath and 

screamed with all of his might.  Again.  And again.  And again.  There were no words to convey 

his intent.  Just a long and continued roar of pained existence.  Now that he had really seen his 

life, he wanted to die.  He was happy for that life to end. 

 

His head throbbed.  His lungs burned.  His throat rasped.  He felt as though he would pass out, 

and he did.  He collapsed backwards, his head landing with a thud.   

 

The call of the crow travelled through the forest.  It had been waiting patiently on the branch 

above.  His head twitched, but his eyes never lost focus.  It called again. "Aaaark."  It was the 

only sound to travel through the night air.  All of the other animals had crouched cautiously.  

The man's roar had been an uneasy disturbance to the harmony.  The insects were all still and 

quiet.  Even the breeze left the leaves at peace.   

 

The call of the crow was heard far and wide. 

 

 

 

P a r t   T h r e e 

 

When the man awoke, he was at peace.  He opened his eyes and was struck by the beauty and 

majesty of the stars above.  He did not care for any other muscle in his body.  He did not care 

for any ache or pain.  His hunger had passed.  His thirst was silent.  He held no resentment.  He 

looked at the stars above and smiled.  The condition of his physical body was of no importance.  

He felt light.  He felt fresh.  He was an empty vessel.  Even his mind was silent. 

 

He saw that some stars twinkled as they usually do, but others flicked off and on.  There were 

shadows crossing the night sky.  Flashes of black on black cut through the light of the stars.  

Still, his logical mind stayed at rest.  He did not try to figure out the situation.  Quietly at first, 

he heard a sound, a screech.  With the sound he felt an energy.  He felt a connection to the 

shadows that flew above.  And he knew they were bats -- hundreds of bats flying above.  

 

He then became aware of a different feeling.  It was a tingling of sorts, which came in a flow.  

He could feel it gather above his head, then funnel down through his crown.  He could feel it 

gather at his feet, and funnel upwards.  The sensation filled him.  The energy circled within, but 

also flowed through him.  He could not help but smile, but his cheeks and mouth remained 

relaxed and still.  He was smiling on the inside.  It was his spirit that glowed. 

 



He felt warm, comfortable and contented.  His aches and pains were now on a different level.  

They were no bother.  He felt connected to the stars above, their power and majesty 

unmeasurable.  He did not lie uncomfortably on the earth, but seemed to meld with it, become 

a part of it.  The energy continued to flow in an out and around him.  It was continually 

refreshed and giving.   

 

He felt he bridged the energy between the Heavens and the Earth.  He was them.  Everything 

was one.  He felt only love and connection. 

 

His rational mind stepped in and suggested that it may well be the euphoria just before death.  

It may be the magic of an angel coming to take him, or his brain instructing his glands to 

release chemicals to ease the pain of passing ...  but it didn't matter, he didn't care.  If death 

felt so nice, there was no reason to fight it.  If it was his time to go, then so be it.  He no longer 

feared death.  His mind returned to silent marvel. 

 

A shooting star crossed the Universe above. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y -  S i x 

 

The hoot of an owl sounded close.  It diverted his attention, but his thoughts did not jump.  He 

sat up and focused his eyes.  The round white face of a barn owl looked back at him from a 

branch on the other side of the path.  "Whoo, Whoo," it called again.  He smiled at the owl and 

wished it well.   

 

He wondered if it were indeed as wise as they say.  He looked into its big round eyes and knew 

they would not miss a thing.  He knew the owl was a master of stealth and a hunter of the 

night.  He knew that the owl would be able to see the truth in total darkness – indeed making 

him wise. 

 

"From the Owl I draw the strength of knowing.  To see what many may miss.  To see the truth 

and beauty behind appearances.  Thank you."  And the owl took flight without sound.  Its soft 

feathers cushioned the air, so it could see without being seen. 

 

 

 



Between two branches above, a sparkle caught the man's eye.  It was the shimmer of the moon 

on a spider's web.  One strand stretched between two trees.  And like magic, another appeared 

to cross it.  A few minutes passed, and then another crossed those two.  The spider was laying 

his foundations. 

 

The man heard a rustle in the leaves on the path.  He looked up to see a small mouse foraging 

for grubs.  He chuckled. "What could a mouse teach me?”  But the mouse, seemingly unaware 

of his presence, continued to forage meticulously.  It would take one small hop forward, and 

then sniff in every direction.  It would turn over every leaf, check along each twig.   

 

The man compared the size of the mouse with the forest.  It was such a big place!  But instead 

of trying to run all over, the mouse took just one purposeful step at a time. 

 

He thought of himself in the real world and realised it, too, was a big place. "Hello, Mouse.  

From you I draw the strength of scrutiny.  I will not overlook the obvious – the details within 

my reach.  I know I too can learn from each step on my path.  So thank you."  The mouse 

continued to hop and scratch, learning more of his world with each step. 

 

Then the man lay back to look at the spider.  The radial spokes stretched into darkness, a tight 

spiral just starting to form from the centre.  The web glistened in the moonlight, swaying gently 

with the motion of the trees.  For some time he watched the web taking shape.  

 

The leaves rustled slightly higher to the right, and a set of eyes caught the moonlight.  They 

flashed emerald green.  Then several more sets.  A large possum was followed by three much 

smaller.  She reached for the freshest berries right at the ends of the branches.  The man 

wondered if the branches would break – then noticed the possums using their tails to secure 

themselves to stronger limbs.  

 

The mother was teaching the youngsters to find food.  She shared the best berries, which they 

sniffed cautiously before eating.  The man knew possums to be territorial.  He knew they lived 

in colonies, working as a team to function with the best success.  

 

"From the Possum I draw the strength of family – be they blood, friends, or colleagues.  I shall 

trust, as I am trustworthy.  With the strength of the group combined greater than the 

individuals, I shall share and I shall learn.  I will nurture and be thankful for all of my 

connections."  And they continued their exploration of the treetops and slowly circled from 

sight. 

 



The spider had progressed considerably. The man watched in a silent trance as the web 

continued taking shape.  The spiral now reached its limits, and the spider continued working 

from the outside to the centre, this fresh spiral of web glistening even brighter than the first.  

 

Then the man felt vibrations through the earth before he heard the sound.  Something was 

coming towards him.  He did not know what, but felt no fear.  He was simply amazed the forest 

was so alive.  How had he not noticed before?  Or, now he felt connected to both the forest and 

the universe, so maybe the animals could sense it and did not stay clear of the difference...   

 

His thoughts were side-tracked as the sound grew closer and closer, and then its source came 

into sight.   

 

It was a wombat making her way along the path.  She stopped to take in the man who was 

sitting at the far edge of the small clearing.  It sniffed the air.  The wombat walked closer and 

nudged his foot.  It was curious.  He sensed she was light-hearted and playful.  The man 

guessed she walked this path each night and knew he would not be a usual find.  

 

The man thought of the life of the wombat.  He knew they were primarily nocturnal, spending 

many hours in their burrow.  He knew the burrows could be extensive, with several entrances 

planned with considerations of security and drainage. 

 

"From the Wombat I draw the strength of dwelling.  My house must be a comfortable and 

functional environment.  I strive to be surrounded by positive influence.  I feel welcomed and 

proud.  Thank you."  The wombat stayed at the edge of the clearing to nibble on fresh shoots of 

grass.   

 

A bird sounded an urgent alarm call and took flight.  Several others took flight from the 

surrounding trees.  When the man looked down the wombat had disappeared into the darkness.  

He could definitely sense a different energy close by.  He knew it was a danger, but not to 

himself.   

 

He saw a quick shadow make its way along an overhead branch, but could not name the 

animal.  He caught a glimpse of eyes looking in his direction and he knew he'd been seen.  Then 

they purposefully vanished with a blink.  A moment's silence, and then there was the scratching 

of bark from another tree.  More birds took flight and sounded alarmed.   

 

This animal moved with stealth.  It was a hunter. 

 



'But what would hunt in these trees?'  And as if his question was answered, he sensed it was a 

feral cat.  His first thought was despair.  He thought of the bird's nests it would destroy, of the 

possums it would claw, and of the mice it would terrorise. 

 

"But it's not the cat's fault it wants to survive," and he felt ease. 

 

"From the Forest Cat I draw the strength of focus and attack.  May I know how and when to use 

force to achieve my goals.  May I sense opportunity and live with conviction.  Thank you." 

 

He heard the cat's claws climbing several other limbs of the tree before it climbed higher and 

disappeared into the night.   

 

The energy of the night returned to peace with time, and the forest slowly returned to life.  He 

knew his old energy would have been sensed in the same way, and was glad to now be 

accepted by his surrounds. 

 

When he again looked up to the universe he was amazed at the progress of the spider.  A full 

and beautiful web stretched across the night sky. "What a wonderful craftsman.  What a 

magician.  To be able to create such an intricate web from nothing!"  And he smiled in delight.  

Then the man thought, "As the spider weaves its web, man too weaves his own reality.  The 

direction of our journeys, the people we meet, the paths we cross, the patterns of our 

existence… 

 

"From the Spider I draw the knowing that my reality is my creation.  So thank you." 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y  - S e v e n 

 

Then, for unmeasured time, the man lay at peace.  He thought of his developments through the 

night.  He thought of his life.  He knew his eyes had only just been opened to a better world, 

but he was yet to take a step.   

 

"Difference of thought is nothing without action." And he wondered if he would get the 

opportunity to prove to himself and the world that he could live better. "Will God give me the 

chance of a new day?" 

 



"Aaaark," called the crow.  The man was shocked.  He just realised the crow had never been 

far.  And as he searched the branches above for those mystical yellow eyes he noticed, ever so 

slightly, the dark night sky had welcomed its first shade of grey.  He had reached the dawn! 

 

"Aaaark," called the crow. 

 

"Aaaark," called the man in his best imitation.  And then he beamed his smile, in both body and 

spirit. 

 

 

 

P a r t   F o u r 

 

Over the next period the man remained free of thought.  He was a silent witness to a magical 

dawn.  In a way, it was his first.  He watched the colours of the sky change with each breath.  

He was conscious of each breath, and he was continually thankful.    

 

The calls of the forest birds quickly built from the scattered first calls to a symphony.  The 

fragrance of blossoms opening to greet the light caught the breeze.  The gentle dew that had 

settled on the leaves began to glisten.  Everything was new.  He realised each day was a rebirth 

of life, and each day started fresh.   

 

And the man wanted to live.  He wanted to really live. 

 

He sat up and looked at the clearing in the soft light.  He smiled with affection.  He felt just one 

tingle on his calf and looked down to see a green ant.  And then it bit him.   

He gasped and laughed. 

 

"Why little ant," he proclaimed, "On your way!"  And he blew the ant from his leg.   

 

It was then that reality clicked.  That fresh bite gave him pain.  The exact same pain he had felt 

the previous day.  The agonising pain he now realised had dissipated into nothing as he'd 

approached the dawn. 

 

"Did I just lie in an ants' nest yesterday?!" he wondered with a frightful expression.  "Surely 

not!  But…" He stood and shook his legs.  His muscles held only slight stiffness, as much as he 

would expect from walking as far and fast as he had. "Was I just sore from the exercise?"  He 

looked around his space as if expecting an answer.   



 

A butterfly of golden orange caught his eye as it flicked its wings.  It was sitting peacefully on 

the rock where he first sat and had shed many tears.  Then it took flight and circled around 

him.  He had always thought the butterfly's flight was erratic, but now he saw an energetic 

dance with the world.  The butterfly was a celebration.  It flew up, and up, and disappeared into 

the leaves above.   

 

The man, too, felt weightless.  He, too, wanted to dance.  With his hands over his head he spun 

around and around in gratitude and praise.  Just to have the chance for one more day was 

enough reason to rejoice.  His open, heartfelt laughter joined in with the brilliant chorus of the 

birds.   

 

He stood on his rock and looked down at his small clearing.  He joined his hands in prayer and 

bowed his head to give thanks to his cocoon.  He looked up to the sky and saw the crow looking 

back down at him.  They again looked into each other's eyes.  He sensed the crow was pleased, 

and was smiling in spirit.  Even if it was imagined, he didn't care.  He gave thanks to the crow – 

which he now knew had been his ever-present guardian.   

 

And with a beaming smile, the man gathered his things, and continued his walk up the path. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T w e n t y -  N i n e 

 

He walked differently than he had the day before.  Time was of no consequence – his watch left 

behind without regrets.  He knew the journey was the reward, not the destination.  He 

enlivened all of his senses.  He enlivened his awareness.  He took note of his breath, and of the 

workings of his body.  He was conscious of the thoughts that passed through his mind, thinking 

with purpose, clarity and reason.  The mindless chatter was released, free and clear.   

 

He felt connected to the things he passed, be they rocks, trees and even open space.  He 

intuitively knew where to look for life.  His gaze diverted to so many things that he would have 

previously missed.  Insects, birds, flowers, lizards, an echidna, a goanna and a paddymelon, its 

joey stretching its neck from its mother's pouch to nibble the grass.  He took a few moments to 

stop and marvel at each new wonder.  Sometimes on his hands and knees searching for detail, 

other times, arms stretched and head tilted back to soak in the full might of the tall trees and 

forest sounds.  He knew there were things to learn and strengths to gain from all wild animals.  

 



A bee flew past his ear and landed on some dew-moistened wattle.  It stamped its little feet in a 

circle so the pollen would stick to its legs.  The man knew the bee would return to the hive and 

be able to communicate through dance the direction, distance and bounty of his discovery.  The 

man was developing an appreciation of working for the greater good, but he knew those lessons 

would be ever-evolving.  He was looking forward to learning.  He was eager to know more 

things about himself and the world. 

 

He felt the gentle kiss of the morning sun on his skin.  He took a sip of water.  He noticed the 

ever-changing surrounds as he climbed up from the valley.  The shrubs, plants, trees and 

animals all differed.  Each had found its place in the world.  The forest had found its harmony 

and balance.  Each element had energy to share, and he joined the exchange without selfish 

intent.  As he received, so too, did he give.   

 

The man felt blissfully open and connected to the universe. 

 

 

 

C o n c l u s i o n 

 

And then the car park was in his sight.  He could see people in the distance preparing for their 

walk.  That was him just one day previous.  How his life had changed!  How his perspectives, 

desires and dreams now differed!  He heard a car driving, some people laughing – the real 

world looming.  He knew he would miss the forest.  But, it was only a forty-minute drive, and if 

he closed his eyes it was in his heart that very instant.  He would miss it, though. 

 

He took a deep breath to appreciate his farewell – but froze in fright.  He was not twenty 

meters from the car park, and a snake lay across the trail.  It looked just like the snake that bit 

him.  He slowly let out his breath.  He calmed his instinctive urgency.  The snake was lying 

peacefully in the early sun, just as it had been the first time they met.  He now knew it was not 

an angry creature.  It did not roam the world wishing harm. 

 

The man smiled at the snake.  He surely knew there were things it could teach him – his first 

thought was of the way a snake sheds its skin.  It could wriggle free of its outer layer and start 

fresh!  The man was thankful for the snake.  He realised the snake had only bitten him in 

defence of being trodden on.  "And fair enough," he chuckled.  He felt connected to the snake, 

just as he was connected to everything else.  He apologised directly for all of his negative 

thoughts. 

 



A ranger was leading a small group of tourists towards him.  He followed the man's gaze and 

saw the snake. "Just a carpet python," the ranger told his group as they nervously gathered 

behind him to see.  "It's not poisonous, so there is no need to worry," he reassured them with a 

laugh.  On cue the snake slithered into the scrub.  The man stood to one side of the path so the 

group could continue on their way.  But the ranger realised it was too early for the man to be 

returning from a walk. 

 

"Everything all right?" he asked.  The man thought a second on the question. 

 

"I've never been better!"  He smiled with total assurance. 

 

 

 

C h a p t e r   T h i r t y  - O n e 

 

He sat in his car and turned the ignition.  The digital clock came to life.  It was only twenty 

minutes after six.  “Some much life to experience when you are up early!” he chuckled under 

his breath. As he took off his shoes, he figured he would be home around seven, and could 

easily prepare for his day at work.   

 

He knew that if he wanted, he could keep the details of his epiphany to himself.  But he also 

knew people would definitely wonder about his drastic change of attitude.  He decided he would 

tell those who asked.   

 

He pictured himself back at work – in the routine of an average day.  He vowed with all the 

strength of his spirit never to fall back into his old habits.  He wanted to really feel the joy of 

triumph, the self-worth of accomplishment, the rush of love, and even the sorrow of defeat.  He 

wanted to live each and every breath.  He wanted his connections to be meaningful and real.  

He wanted to draw on the strengths of those he encountered.  And then he thought of his crow. 

 

He stepped out of his car and called to the crow without reservation. "Aaaark! Aaaark!"  It was 

of no consequence that others in the car park stared.   

 

The crow flew into sight with its wings spread true.  It returned the man's call and circled 

above.   

 



Then the man noticed an eagle circling even higher. "The Eagle flies higher than any other 

bird," he thought.  "It brushes its wings against heaven, but still has the ability to focus on a 

detail the size of a mouse.  I too desire those strengths." 

 

And the man was sure he would live a better life.  For each day was a fresh beginning. 

 

The crow called one last time before diving gracefully into the valley below.   

 

And the man got back into his car, and made his way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


