
A low-pressure front will be sweeping up the country today, bringing rain, heavy in some 
places, as well as gale force winds in exposed areas around Wellington and the Wairarapa.

How many times has this happened?
The breeze comes from the South.
The breeze comes from the North.
From the South again.
From the North again.
Two islands, named after two ceaseless winds, cut 
adrift, moving away slowly, ever further into the Blue 
Lagoon.
A paper boat.
A plastic bag.
A traffic cone discarded in a swampy ditch.

The wind comes from the North, then from the South again.

The wind bumps into something.
A tiny interruption that it soon sidesteps.
Hardly a blip on its continuous journey around the Pacific.
It was your face.

It hits your face.
It hits your back.
Your face again.
Your back, again.
It rustles through your shopping bags as you cross a supermarket car park.



Mum and Dad sheep were taking the lambs to visit Grandma in Palmerston North.

“We should stop at Pak ‘n’ Save dear,” Mum said, “We ought to take a nice bottle of wine up 
with us.”

“Why not get one up there?” Dad asked, but he’d already pulled into the car park by then.

“We may as well get it while we still remember to,” Mum replied.

The lambs said they’d rather stay in the car.

Lucy, the younger lamb, liked how Pak ‘n’ Save had yellow metal trolleys to match their big 
yellow building.

Mary, the older lamb, pressed her nose against the window and stared down into the curb 
beside.

“Who planted that flax?” She thought.

“Why is it there? Who looks after it?”



Lucy thought, “There’s a lot of grass out here. What are sports fields for when no 
one is playing? And what about those fake grass ones? Imagine if a bug got lost 
on one of those. From its perspective it’d be like the Sahara Desert. 
An endless, lifeless wasteland.”



Father sheep liked to keep his speed just below 
100, around 97, 98. It was safer that way. It 
would still be fast enough to make it downright 
dangerous for any hoons to pass.

Lucy and Mary said nothing.

They both sat, noses fogging the window, gazing 
deeply down into the roadside ditch. When they 
squinted their eyes it became like a time-lapse 
movie. Passing reflectors turned into even white 
pulses. Fencelines abruptly stopped and started 
like barcodes. The white rumble edge line bowed 
smoothly in and out.

Mary wondered, “Why do people in Japan live so close together when there is so much ditch 
space out here that no one uses?”



Mary remained staring dozily at the roadside ditch for a while. Suddenly she snapped to
attention and realised how filthy it had become. She was now looking at a wide, swampy 
trench, tightly filled to the brim with dead, piled up trees. It was like an open mass grave of 
some forgotten genocide. Grey limbs reached out of the murky water, supported only by the 
depths of bodies beneath. Mary wondered who had done this.



Lucy loved the signs. They each had their own character.

The highway signs were clean and regimented, like anonymous soldiers standing sentry 
over a long uncontested border.

Some were brand new, screaming for attention, but were so dull that they never got any.

Some were old, haggard eccentrics covered in trees and vines, spluttering and babbling. 
No one paid much notice to them anymore.

Some were shy and reclusive, barely making an effort to be seen.

Some were bizarre and poorly worded, like a dodgy hitchhiker suspiciously too far away 
from the nearest town. Thumb up, smiling.

Then there were the dead ones. These were the hardest to spot. 
Their message had long since eroded off, leaving behind blank 
planks and rotted wooden frames. All Lucy knew was that some 
time ago something needed to be said and now it wasn’t being 
said any more. And no one had noticed.
No one remembers what it once said.







Mother sheep sat gazing out the window. The countryside wasn’t a peaceful sight for her. 
It was reminding her how much she had to do. She had organised this trip to take her mind 
off things. However getting away had only succeeded in making those things appear bigger. 
They were like hungry wolves chasing her up the road.

She worried about how many things there were to do and how little time she had to do them.
She wondered about how little time.
She wondered about time.

Maybe sheep weren’t too slow.
Maybe time itself was too fast.
Maybe sheep operate slower than time is set.
Maybe they take more time to learn, understand and grow.

Sheep weren’t in mind when time was set up. Time was purely functional. It was based on 
innocuous things. 

Something as inconsequential as a sphere of earth’s rotation on an axis and the view of a sun 
being interrupted by a view of stars dictates how long days are.
How long hours are.
How long minutes are.
How long seconds are.
How long you have to complete tasks if you have to complete tasks before days end.

Time doesn’t suit the lives of sheep. It just counts gravity and rotation.

A metal ruler, a ticking gear, an orbit, a spinning rock in vast empty blackness.
Nowhere is there flesh involved.
Nowhere is there feeling or emotion or spirit or soul.



On passing lane stretches of highway Father sheep always drove in the outside lane. He 
didn’t believe it was safe for hoons to pass him at 120 kilometres an hour and he hated 
merging at the end. He just knew some idiot would try their luck pipping him at the last 
moment before the lanes became one again.

Mary noticed they had slowly edged up beside a boy racer car. The ferret behind the wheel 
sat there, staring blankly ahead. Normally these guys would tear past and Dad would get 
really mad. This ferret was just sitting there, barely reaching the speed limit.

“Was he bored?” Mary wondered.

“How long had he been patrolling these roads?”

“Was he an aspiring police officer?”

“Had he given up?”

“Had his life slowed down?”

“Had he drifted into the inside lane and could he no longer will himself to overtake anyone 
any more?”





There were no trees by the house, just caterpillar wheel 
tracks in upturned dirt and seedling grass. Lucy knew 
that it’d take a long time for planted trees to grow leafy 
and tall, for hedges to grow flowers and for birds to 
arrive. 

It’d be a long time before that naked box became a home. 
If an old sheep bought that house, they’d pass away
before any of that happened. 

It’d be growing slower than they’d be dying.

Lucy looked up at a freshly nude hilltop. Upon its crest was perched a brand 
new house, fresh out of its packaging. A smooth black asphalt driveway snaked 
its way down from the double garage door and connected back onto the 
highway like an uncut umbilical chord. 



Behind the first set of hills, rolling, bald and green, 
Mary spied something odd. The second row of hills 
was pale brown and white, as if shaved to the skin. 
Pines had been felled recently. She could see the 
edge of the gash. Trees still standing were recoiled 
backwards away from the brink, silently pondering 
the last few days of their lives.

“Who owns the pine forests?” Mary wondered.

“What is he like?”

“What is he doing right now?”



Mary and Lucy got out and weakly knocked on the shiny, unfamiliar door...

Suddenly it flung open but before they could flee woolly old Grandma had them in a big 
hug.

“How have you two rascals been then?” She laughed.

It was the same old Grandma, the one Mary and Lucy loved very much.

Father sheep took a wrong turn. Both lambs cried out in unison, “This isn’t the 
right way! This isn’t where Grandma lives!”

The shrillness of the first words spoken by her children all journey gave Mother sheep quite a 
start.

“No, no, no, she’s moved house. This’ll be the first time you two have been,” she consoled.

After a while Father sheep came to a bald, treeless hilltop. He turned up a smooth black 
asphalt driveway lined with seedling grass and dirty caterpillar wheel tracks. A house loomed 
up ahead, fresh out of its plastic packaging.



And I have no eyes, no hands, and all of these names and faces just keep...
They keep passing through.
And there’s no ... no scale.

Just a lot of details.
Just a slow accumulation of details.

 

- Laurie Anderson, Blue Lagoon, 1982

I had this dream and in it I wake up in this small house somewhere in the tropics.
And it’s very hot and humid.
And all these names and faces are somehow endlessly moving through me.
Not that I see them exactly.
I’m not a person in this dream, I’m a place.
Yeah, a kind of a, just a place.



Pick it up.
Read it once.
Put it down.
Another object cluttering your home.
A paper clip.
A 10-cent piece.
A receipt crumpled into a ball.
The key to the laundry window long rusted shut.
Sorry to disturb you.
Just keep driving.

 - CR, 2013



Young New Zealanders commit suicide because there is 
nothing out there.
The bush is gone.
The property is private.
Bayley’s have it for sale.
What did you expect?
Everyone started on minimum wage.
None of us can get those hours back.
Sorry to disturb you.
Just keep driving.

 - CR, 2013



I know it’s not good enough.
It could be better.
But I’m too old to care now.
I’ve got a house, a car, and a dog.
My kid’s birthday is coming up.
I have to focus on the road ahead.
I’ve done my dash.
I’m over the hump.
I’m home and dry.
When I was your age I was on minimum wage too.
I know I’ll never get those hours back.
Maybe I can pass this truck.
Do I have a text?
I’d better check my emails when I get home.
Maybe now.
Nope, oncoming minivan.
Finally, space to overtake.
Better make it quick.
Passing lane 3km ahead.
Could’ve waited.
Why do birds wait until the last second to fly out of the way?
Better watch my speed.
Sorry what was the question?

 - CR, 2013



You can read the signs.
You’ve been on this road before.
Do you want to go home?
Do you want to go home now?
 

 - Laurie Anderson, Say Hello, 1982





A review by my former self - 

“Wow! A must read! This is the best book I’ve read in a long time. It is a candid 
insight into the confused psyche of a new New Zealander. This is priceless, frozen in 
time material documenting the thoughts of young kiwis. A perspective often ignored 
and often lost as a result. A perspective often incorrectly guessed at by older, 
experienced artists and writers. I couldn’t put it down!” 

A review by my future self - 

“What was he thinking? Naïve drawings often poorly backed up by even more naïve 
writing. All the hallmarks of an arrogant can-do-no-wrong young artist full of 
himself. To try to bounce off Laurie Anderson was ambitious at best, reckless at 
worst, and in the long run humiliating at how short it has fallen. The reason few 
young kiwis are published (or ‘ignored’) is because they simply haven’t learned to 
communicate as well as they could do (unless they’re Lorde). All in all, this is a sad 
book from an angry young man in need of a reality check.”

‘Adrift in the Blue Lagoon’
Callum Robertson 2013
cjdrobertson@gmail.com


