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Gather close if
you

seek the door
to other realms.

Open wide the
corridors of the mind to walk the

trails of
light

through the
dark valleys of the night. Listen to

the words
that

dance to songs
long forgotten.

Stone is the
ancestor of all.

It is of the
beginning and the timeless spirit

that joins star
to star and age to age.

Out of stone
comes life.






We are of the
stone

and the stone
is of us.

Hold it close.
Feel its power.

Hear its song
and prepare to enter realms

known but long
forgotten.

Journey
well.

May the good go
with you.


 The Kraken
Awakes






Whale song echoes through the oceans to join all lands and
honour time lost to time with a voice of Ancient Knowing. Its
source is the Keeper of the Long Tides and recorder of the Wisdom
of the Waters.






Utini paddled
beyond the breakers day-after-day. With growing expectation he went
to the blue waters where the sound of the waves greeting the shore
was lost and only the sea birds and wind sang their songs.

It was a time
of waiting. Waiting for the arrival of an old friend, once known to
Navigators long gone and now to him alone. For seven quiet days he
lay within his little waka watching the Sun walk the sky trails and
listening to the children of the Sea People playing in the waters.
For dolphins came often to talk with him and when in hunting mode
herded flying fish his way. Those that leapt aboard were welcome
gifts to take home.

Each night
Hera, his young life companion, chided him with a smile and said,
‘Dear one, I tell you again it’s too early. Your White Whale is
days away. I think you seek the quietness of the waters to avoid
the noise of the land and the call to clear the kumara grounds. If
you don’t wield the hoe soon there will be no sweet potato.’

Utini saw
truth in those words spoken gently and with love. A world of wonder
always awaited him on the tides, a time to dream of the days to
come and the space to hold visions of sea trails beyond the
horizon. His mind travelled those trails even to the distant Double
Sea, saw each star marker and change of course and easily plotted
the return voyage.

Yet, Utini enjoyed gardening. It offered balance. That word
reawakened the concern that had filled the last seven days…
a tip in the balance called me to the waves… a
shift in the tides…a sense of loss…

And there was more. His yearning for the rise and fall of the
waves was matched by an inner
knowing born of the ocean. Deep within the
waters something had disturbed the balance… had urged him to take
his little waka beyond the breakers so early. The great White Whale
was gathering the mothers and their newborn ahead of the usual
tides. At the end of the day, Utini sent a message across the waves
to the Old One… Paikea, companion of the
Navigators… I await you and those who gather to make the great
journey… Hera says I’m too early. What’s happened?

Once again
Utini thought of the strange cry that had pulled him from the
gardens to his waka. It had perplexed him. A disturbance in the
deep tides still echoed through the waters.

The strange
cry, which sent Utini to the waves seven days ago, was born of an
age-old conflict. It began in the blue waters where chance and fate
collide.

vvvvv

Winter gave
way to spring. Paikea, the White Whale plunged deep. He revelled in
his power and the excitement of the journey about to begin. Ancient
memory stirred within the huge humpback whale to call forth the
songs that opened trails spanning the widest of oceans.

Paikea, the
Trail Seeker, knew it was time to prepare to lead the whale family
from the warm waters, where the Sun lingered long over the birthing
banks, to the southern seas of the ice mountains, the forbidding
realm of drifting icebergs.

Others heard
the call to gather to journey to those distant waters. The mothers
and the grandmothers knew them as the feasting grounds visited
season after season in the past. Those chill, clear waters, teeming
with krill and herring, brought the young into the fullness of
their strength and gave all the family the sustenance to see them
through the long winter fast. They fed only in the summer months
spent on the cold fringes of the ice. Day after day they harvested
the rich upwelling to create great layers of blubber beneath their
skin. A storehouse of food for the long mating and birthing season
spent in shallow sun-drenched bays.

The southern
journey was a race to the grounds of survival. Amidst the danger of
great ice floes and shifting icebergs they fed to gain the strength
to carry them on the longest trails of the oceans. All yearned to
reach that playground bounded by the Great Whiteness and filled
with precious memories nurtured in the child.

Only one was
destined to lead the family south. Age and wisdom bequeathed the
mantle of that calling. Paikea was born to honour the ways of the
Trail Seeker. Selected on the first tides, and nurtured on each
journey made in the turning of the seasons, he learned the lore of
old. It was grafted into a knowing that went deeper still and
carried within it knowledge of the beginning of all.

Yet he did not
travel the tides alone, for one of even greater size went with him
to hold the balance. She also honoured time-worn lore and ancient
lineage that spoke of nurture. Larger than the male, for that was
the way of her kind, Manui was the Trail Keeper, the guardian of
all that has been and will ever be. Only the mothers carry the
unbroken threads that weave all the colours of life. When the White
Whale took up the song and forged ahead of the family to open the
way, she swam at his side.

On the long
tides Paikea searched ahead to protect the family. Danger lurking
within the deeps might threaten not only the young but also those
of greater strength. Manui, the Trail Keeper, added her wisdom to
that purpose and gathered to the leader the spirit of the past and
the hope of the future.

With Manui
travelled all their yesterdays and all their tomorrows. Together
they answer the cry of old and accept the struggle of the tides. It
is of their knowing and the truth of their being. Both wear the
scars of journeys made, deep gouges healed now, but once running
red with blood. Much is asked of those called to carry the songs
for the family and all who follow. The Kraken seldom sleeps and
never forgets the eternal battle. It has the power to rip the great
ones asunder and gift their long bones to the surging waters. That
is of its being and its purpose.

Paikea and
Manui circled the gathering family. The adults patrolled the bay to
care for the new-born, dozed on the surface through High Sun and
late in the day turned to play by breaching or smacking the water
with their huge tails. Only the young fed, all others fasted, for
the harvesting time was in the cold southern waters. That was where
food awaited the hunter and where the sustenance for the long
journeys was won. It gave them life throughout the summer and on
the sea trails. Returning to the ice was the essence of their
lives.

No other whale
ventured as far as the family of the humpback. No other whale was
called to honour the warmest and the coldest of waters. Yet that
was their life's story. To be born of the warmest tides and travel
the longest of trails to the coldest, to know the colours of the
frozen waters and in the turning of the four seasons come to warm,
golden sands again.

Young calves
swam beside their mothers. With uncanny knowing they instantly
mirrored every twist and turn of the mother they shadowed, gliding
through the tides as one, bound in spirit and joined in the flow.
Sometimes a calf briefly slipped away to explore alone but it was
usually hunger that broke the pattern. Hunger sent the young one
deeper and saw it rise beneath the mother to firmly nudge the great
body of the nurturer to open the feeding slit and free the nipple
to the nuzzling child. Urgent hunger saw the young one take in the
rich, white milk expelled quickly by the mother. Forty times each
day or more this ritual of nourishment sustained the baby that was
as long as two tall people.

Conceived in
these warm waters, it had journeyed to the ice within the womb and
returned full term to emerge to these tides. Long the day and
bright the Sun that honoured the arrival of the new one. All within
the family knew the moment the birthing song of the mother sounded
strongly through the waters. They gathered close but only two went
to greet her.

A male, the
strong one who sowed the seed, her companion on the trails, came to
her side. That closeness echoed his arrival thus four seasons past.
Memory intruded to bring yesterday to this moment. On that tide he
had thrust the other males aside when he sensed the flow of her
seed in the waters. It was so strong and compelling it opened him
to realms that released a cry of ancient power: his mating song. It
travelled the deeps from the dawn time until High Sun. Again and
again it sounded to herald a seeding and drew him ever closer until
their huge bodies touched. Its urgency gave power to his great
flipper, carried it high and brought it crashing down across her
body.

She responded
with her own flipper strike to send the thunder of the blow across
the waters to reach the distant land. Primal understanding, the
need to carry today into tomorrow, to create anew the line and hold
it fast, gathered force within them. Her song melded with his.
Then, when she was ready, he heard the note that brought him to his
greatest power. The channel for his seed unfolded from his body,
emerged strongly to plough the tide and gave her witness of their
need. They surfaced together, aligned body to body, turned on their
sides, touched, and in that moment came to penetration and the
joining of the seed.

The dance of
life then travelled into the deeps. Separation saw them plunge far
below, turn gracefully, rise swiftly, close, join and break the
surface in complete union. Arched backs brought separation amidst
the tumult of waves broken as the great whales crashed into the
tides once more. Exhilaration and dance… creation celebrated… life
seeded… awaiting but this moment to emerge… birth and rebirth… the
continuance.

A female, the
oldest of the grandmothers, came to be with the pregnant one. This
was how it had always been. Mother to mother closely bound in
understanding, and with them the companion, the male.

Grandmother
circled and saw all. The calf was very anxious to meet the waters.
Its tail came first into the light, moving with an ancient rhythm
and using the strength of the tides to aid its journey down the
birthing channel. Sending the red colours of the mother adrift on
the currents, inviting the sharks to the child but emitting no
signals of fear, for there was no thought of attack here. None
would enter this place to challenge the birthing rites of the
whales.

It is a long
journey and in the end filled with danger. Amidst a red cloud of
pain and release, the baby slipped exhausted into the tide to be
carried deeper by the afterbirth. As grandmother moved to help, the
cord broke to set the calf free but the baby lacked the strength to
reach the surface of the waters. Without air it would drown in
moments. This child of the waters was indeed once a child of the
land. When its distant ancestors chose to enter these realms they
remained bound forever to the life-giving winds that stirred the
waves.

Moving rapidly
with great assurance, mother and grandmother joined to deny the
pull of the deeps. They swam beneath the struggling calf and lifted
it quickly to the surface. The first breath, the sound of air taken
within and the sigh of its return to the wind brought joy to the
family. Another seed had come to fruition, another young one waited
on the milk of the mother and the strength to make the long journey
to the ice.

Many came to
celebrate the arrival of the young one. Grandparents and juveniles
were the first to cruise in close. Others followed. All approached
quietly for the child invited only gentleness. The swift and
graceful appearance of the dolphins, distant cousins of the old
ones, sent a ripple of excitement through the bay. Those who still
carried the most ancient of memory understood the blessing bestowed
by the joyous patterns the dolphins carved in the waters. Wondrous
songs of nurture and peace were woven around the young as they
frolicked and played amidst the waves. Thus was the dance of life
gifted by the dancers.

Days passed.
The two great leaders committed to the journey knew the dawn of
departure approached. They circled, waited, and listened. To leave
too late was to invite grave dangers on the journey with the
shifting of the seasons. To leave too soon was to endanger the new
ones who needed strength for the long trail. They waited patiently,
accessing old wisdom. It was triggered by old songs… ancient sounds
inherited from ancient tides… understandings felt in the warming of
the waters… and the shifting of the light.

In these safe
waters, under the watchful eye of the elders, the calves had grown
stronger. Now mother and baby, brothers and sisters already blooded
on this trail, the fathers, and their fathers and mothers, all took
up the song. It bound them as one. It joined them to those who had
travelled before, spoke of the dream of tomorrow and all their
tomorrows.

As dawn gave
light to the waves the great White Whale signalled the beginning of
the first stage of the long journey. Paikea called them to the
trail with a haunting song that greeted the dawn and continued on
and on until the Sun stood high overhead. Then he broke strongly
out of the sheltered waters that had been their haven for many
tides. Manui followed as the others moved to and fro to find their
place in the gathering pod. As they cleared the bay and met the
deep blue waters, dolphins leapt high to send them safely forth.
The largest and the smallest within the great whale family departed
in the time honoured way.

Their
departure was not without order. By sunrise the two great ones were
far ahead of the others and alone in the wide waters. Paikea and
Manui knew the family followed and understood just how they would
be arrayed and the shape of their journey. They knew the mothers,
with their new calves close by, would cut the first waves to answer
the song of the Trail Seeker. Next came the young males and females
who were yet to know the power of the seed tides. They were
followed by the mothers who waited through another season before
mating again. With them were the mature males, the fathers who knew
the many trails of life. Lastly came the pregnant females with
their companion males.

Separated,
ordered and guided by old ways, yet moving as one, they held to
their places within the family. Hundreds of humpback whale pods
crossed the widest of oceans, each knowing its place and its
purpose, linked for the trail and open to the needs of each other.
Many left that favoured nursery but not all would return to
complete the circle. Such is the way of life.

The calves set
the pace and the resting times. All adjusted to the needs of the
very young who ventured beyond the bay for the first time. When it
was time to suckle, the others circled and rested while the calves
fed.

When a young
one strayed from its mother's side and called in distress on
discovering it was alone, many answered and led it to the comfort
of the parent. That was the way. Thus did the first day come to an
end.

As darkness
covered the waves the White Whale sent the trail song through the
tides. It travelled far and reached more than intended. Those who
guided the family felt reassured and answered strongly but another
heard that call. It knew a different excitement and a terrible
hunger. Danger now stalked the deeps.

Paikea and
Manui moved swiftly through the night and on the dawn tides came to
the broad river within the ocean. Although it flowed strongly
westward it would eventually swing south to carry them to the realm
of floating ice and its summer waters. This great trail offered aid
to the young with its power to carry them forward. It was crucial
to their long journey. Yet on this ancient seaway hunted their
greatest enemy. The waters provided and the waters asked their
price. All was of the balance.

Once again
Paikea sent his song back to those who were now nearly half the
night behind. It carried news of the great river and gave heart to
all.

And the other,
who had heard the cry at the setting of the Sun, felt excitement
grow and hunger build. It gave no response, for its purpose was
hidden and its way the silent path that let the whales come close.
Death swam quietly as darkness embraced the ocean. And the Trail
Seeker and Trail Keeper journeyed on to greet another dawn.

Fast movement!
Sudden attack! Great tentacles questing through the gloom to
swiftly encircle its prey. The Kraken moved with deadly intent…
grasped Manui to itself and struck harshly with its hooked beak.
The silence of the new day was shattered by the scream of terror
that penetrated the waters. All creatures within the deeps were
startled into flight.

Paikea closed
in and circled. Saw Manui, with wisdom born of ancient struggles
and lore founded in extreme pain, leap free of the surface and
crash back into the waters. The Kraken held.

Once more
Manui carried that weight free of the waves and smashed down on the
surface with awesome force. Still the Kraken held. Her third great
leap brought a brief moment of hope. She felt release, thought she
had at last wrenched the entwining tentacles away then felt new
pain as the creature reasserted dominion within her writhing flesh.
Powerful suckers and horned hooks claimed all Manui’s being.

GO DEEP! GO DOWN TO THE DARKEST REALMS! I am with you…
cried Paikea.

Hope flared as Manui gave all her strength to that desperate
dive into the depths. Again Paikea’s words reached her…
remember… we have the power to survive in the
innermost place… our knowing is of the land and the waters… GO
DEEPER THAN EVER BEFORE… find reef or bottom rock and scrape the
creature away.

Paikea plunged
with her. His song stilled and intent unknown. Blood flowed behind
as they swept down into the dark valleys below. The Kraken gathered
itself for greater struggle, harnessing its fading strength as the
depths drained away its power to strike again. Its beak probed the
open wound and searched for vital purchase in the core of the great
whale's body.

Light gave way to darkness. No reef beckoned and Manui now
lacked the strength to reach bottom rock. Her cries of anguish
committed Paikea to desperation… RAM
IT! Harnessing all his speed and strength,
Paikea struck the Kraken’s head with a shattering blow. Circled and
hit hard again, dislodging the predator hunched so cruelly over the
body of his companion.

A cry of
mortal pain echoed through the waters. The Kraken was doomed. It
released Manui… fell away to drift slowly into the gloom below…
life fading with each feeble sweep of its long tentacles.

Paikea’s
companion called. Manui’s hurt cut into her heart. With unerring
power the creature had penetrated deeply with its honed hook to
sever crucial lifelines. Paikea used his great strength to lift her
slowly toward the light. They surfaced. She laboured to fill her
lungs… to take in the breath of life… to send forth her last song.
Only his strength kept her afloat. He knew she gathered herself to
call the family for the final time and willed her voice to reach
them.

He was not
disappointed. When her song echoed through the tides it was
beautiful and of the old sounds that speak of mystery and the
realms of spirit. Gentleness and nurture marked her passing. There
was still light in her eye when the cries of the family, who were
still trying to reach them, echoed through the waters. They
honoured the one who had gone before to open the way. They mourned
the loss of their courageous Keeper of the Trails.

Silence
cloaked all. Manui was gone. Paikea moved apart from her to scribe
a great circle about the still form that had so recently revelled
in the thrill of life. When he came to the beginning of the wake he
had cut into the waves, he went deep and surfaced cleanly, cleaved
the ocean, soared aloft and fell back with a great splash.

Then Paikea
left her, turned aside to seek the family that needed to be guided
on the long tides. Manui would understand. The long trail called
and in a sheltered bay, seven days hence, a young navigator waited.
There the family would rest and find the courage to make the
journey to the ice. The ancient songs could not be denied.

When Manui's
body finally tilted in the tide to sink into the bottom waters, she
was not alone. A large family of dolphins had arrived to circle her
drifting frame. As her head dipped below the surface her tail
flicked high to cleave the shimmering waters. It was not life that
sent that last salute to the sky, but death. All moves within a
realm that is without beginning or end.

Then the song
of many dolphins leaping higher and higher to celebrate the journey
of Manui reached Paikea. In their joy they honoured the Keeper of
the Trails of Time who gave her life to uphold the ancient Secrets
of the Tides.

Despite the
sadness of loss

A wondrous
spirit moves in the tides.

Whale magic
still abides.
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The Story
Teller was happy to know so many gathered to share the Chronicles.
Perhaps they sought wisdom from the old journeys to help them on
their own. Or was it simply the love of the unfolding word, enjoyed
in the company of a circle of friends, and warm memories of
childhood.

They will call
him Grandfather again and expect answers to their questions, but
more often he will use the question to open the way to another
story.

‘Grandfather, you speak of the Kraken. Is it also known as the
giant squid?’

‘Yes and no! Most squid, although sometimes very large, are no
threat to whales. Yet there is one that is of another order. That
is the Kraken, a creature of the old stories; a giant, which is
rarely seen today. Those recovered from the ocean are sometimes
much longer than the whales, have tentacles as thick as a thigh and
suckers as broad as a hand. I am told the beak is not its only
weapon, for each tentacle ends with a row of great
hooks.

‘For those who find the death of Manui difficult, remember
struggle is part of life and change a portion of the journey. Out
of life comes death and out of death comes life.

‘In the beginning were Time and Change. Time the seed of life
and Change the birth of life and its renewal. All is change and
change is the challenge.’


 The Great White Whale






In the Beginning was
the Void, the Nothingness Without End and into the Nothingness came
the Great Sound, and out of the Great Sound came Life and all there
is. We are of the Great Sound and the Song of the Universe. We are
of the Whales. All are kin.



The Great
Whale sent its cry from the depths. It was heard by others far from
the Sea of Iwa and carried reassurance. It spoke of yet another
haven, a time-honoured resting place on the long trail of the
Keepers of the Deeps. Mother whales, with the next generation
growing within the womb, were relieved to hear the call to the
gathering place where young Utini waited. Young males and females,
new to this journey, and parent and grandparent alike, all felt the
joy of approaching safe waters.

Utini almost
capsized his little fishing waka as he leapt up in his excitement.
Thrusting his paddle aloft to honour the moment, he swayed, began
to topple, then instinctively shifted his weight to find his
balance and allow the small outrigger canoe to settle.

Utini cried to
the Spirit of the Oceans, ‘Thank you for guiding the White Whale
back to us! May he return in strength and open the way to the
Double Sea once again.’ Then with a wry smile, said, ‘And thank you
for not swamping my waka when I behaved like a foolish little
boy.’

Utini stood searching the waters for the plume of a surfacing
whale. He still saw nothing. Then settling comfortably in his seat
he lowered his head against the thwart and quietly sank his paddle
into the water until its handle touched the side of his head. He
immediately heard the clicking
of distant dolphins: playful sounds of contentment
and frolic. Nothing more.

‘Where are you, old friend?’ he asked. ‘Are you too tired to
speak to your little friend or do those who follow in your wake
need you close?’

Later, as the
Sun reached the end of its long trail, a short cry from the dark
blue reached the paddle. In that instant the dolphin chatter fell
away. Everything stilled, waited for the voice of the Old One to
move again within the tides. Waited for the wisdom written in the
old journeys to come to pass again. Sought assurance that the
Seeker of the Trails moved with the power of the past to honour the
changeless rhythms. Mako, the shark, called off his hunt to quietly
cruise the reef, the giant groper rested and the octopus retreated
to cover within the rocks. All waited upon the arrival of the
Seeker of All.

None were
disappointed. Whale song cut through the waters like rolling
thunder riding dark clouds. It rippled swiftly down the tides to
those with failing strength and in need of encouragement to bring
them safely to the bay.

Utini felt it
and reeled as Paikea’s cry hit the blade and reverberated through
his head. He knew the Old One’s messages travelled far, suspected
many days paddling would be needed to reach the end of its
path.

Then he heard
a distant answering cry. A grandmother responded to say the family
was gathering close. Utini relaxed. All was as it should be. Only
when they arrived would Paikea call again, his powerful voice
welcoming his family to this haven.

Utini felt he
still had much to learn. Yet, despite the uncertainty and the
challenge, he knew this was his path. The realm of the waters
excited him more and more as he learned to read the colours of the
waves, the messages they brought of the storm winds or long calm
days. He was but a beginner welcomed into the world of the
Navigators. He revelled in their lore. Yet, he came late to it, for
he was of the mountains, born of the stone and beneath other
stars.

The stone tied him to the land, joined him to all that has
ever been, anchored his life. Stone allowed him to reach out to the
stars and seek their guidance. In the days to come star songs would
lead him to shores of mystery and power. Recently the grandmothers
had shared the stories of his mother’s journey. She left this realm
the day he was born, gave her life that he might be. In her last
hours Awi miraculously… held a stone and a
star in one hand… to open the way for an
age of hope, healing and wisdom.

Awi’s stone
was the one gifted in the ritual that bound her and Tu together.
Utini, born of her loss, inherited his mother’s companion stone for
his journey.

Utini’s dream
was to be a Star Strider who guided the great double-hulled waka to
distant shores. It was a dream carved in prophecy and in the wisdom
of the White Whale. At no other time in the chronicles of the
nations had the world known such a precarious balance. Only in the
last days of the Ancients, when Chaos was unleashed to tear the
mountains down and drown the continents, did humankind face such a
disaster. Yet within the gathering Darkness, fostered by
Mata-u-enga of the Altec Nation, moved three bright flames of
hope.

Gifted by
prophecy to this momentous time were Utini and Hera. Companions
dedicated by the Ancients to hold the balance. They carried the
flame of hope. Many gathered to them to see it held aloft.

The second
flame resided in the sacred Stone Bird, brought into this age by
Eroa, the last guardian of this treasure fashioned by the Ancients
to hold the Chaos fast.

The third was of the stars but distant and unclaimed. We speak
now of the healing stone, the one named Pounamu, the essence of
love. In the old lore… It is of Te Kore
Kore… the Nothingness… the Great Void… and the Beginning of
All.

The challenge
faced by those who honoured the Good was to restore the balance by
bringing all three flames together in the right place.

Kanohi, a seer of wisdom and courage, was the messenger who
carried the words of the prophecy that brought Utini, Hera, Aria,
Eroa, little Ra, and those who gathered to help them to these long
tides. While it had been a long, hard journey they had moved with
great care knowing that… Each fragile
strand of the spider's web has its place. Remove one and the weave
is broken.

They had honoured the web as best they could, followed
Kanohi’s words and had… taken twelve to
the Dark River… heeded the Keeper of the Two Tides… sailed the Wide
Waters… and embraced the Isle of the Eternal Cord.
Now they waited on that island to…
be guided by the stars… sail swiftly to the
Islands of the Double Sea… to honour the Healing Stone and the
sacred waters of its birthing.

As Utini
swiftly rode the waves home, shouting with exhilaration for the
sheer thrill of life, he knew contentment. Once again the whales
were arriving to rest briefly before embarking through the great
circle that was their life.

Hera heard his
news with calmness. She knew the whales would return. If not led by
the Old One then by another of wisdom and valour. That was the way.
Her focus was not on the whales but on the man who filled her life.
So much had touched their lives and bound them as one.

'So Paikea
still leads them,' said Hera. 'Remember he is both wise and brave,
a master of the waves. Do not be anxious for your friend.'

'It was his
call,' responded Utini, 'but something has changed. I am not
experienced enough to understand it all. The Navigators teach me
much and expect much, yet in the end the old lore goes beyond
learning. I taste it in the salt wind, hear it in the murmur of the
waves, see it signalled in the waving fronds of seaweed and the
colour of the shell and the rainbow.'

'That is truly
so. You were born to the lore,' confirmed Hera, 'just as we were
born to each other. When your mother, Awi, died on your birthing,
she gave her life to honour the stars that stood over the
snow-covered peaks to highlight the sacred stone. Those stars
bequeathed the colours that adorn your spirit and set you on the
path of the Trail Maker. You are bound to the White Whale because
only in his power can you meet and overcome the Octopus that awaits
you on the long tides.

'And those
star-bright colours that asked so much of Awi brought you to me.
Remember how you lamented the loneliness of reaching manhood
without formal betrothal for the seeding of the first child?
Everyone was betrothed from birth, everyone but you because your
colours matched none in your nation.

'Strange and
mysterious tides flowed there. I knew the same loneliness. My
colours found no companion within my people. Yet the elders of my
village, on the floating island of reeds on Lake Titi Kaka, could
do little to ease my pain and confusion. They simply said my future
was written in the brightest of stars, and one day a prophecy of
great ancientness would be fulfilled to bring a companion into my
life.

'All that came
to pass and so much more. Our journey has been ever founded in
trust. Your great White Whale awaits you on the dawn tide. That too
is written in the stars above this land of Weeping Waters.'

When they sat
to eat Hera said, 'Little Ra visited with a gift of fish. He says
you promised to take him to the White Whale. I still call him
little although really he is tall for a lad of nine years. He is
quick to learn and confident in all he does, but is it wise to take
him with you? Do Aria and Eroa know of this? Was it discussed with
Eroa before he left to sail Tahatu back to the land of the
Navigators?'

'No! They do
not. Ra pleaded countless times and I caved in. It was when the
whales left last spring. It was a promise I hoped he’d forget
amidst his many adventures. Now he arrives this day to claim it.
The very day the old one sent forth his cry. The Ancients conspire
to burden me with this boy of unknown stars and no sure
bloodline.'

'Few can doubt
he has been chosen by the ancestors,' said Hera with a fond smile,
for Ra-u-mana was very precious to her. 'When Aria found him as a
babe, on the southern shores of the lake, she stepped into mystery.
How did he survive the dark tide of the Black Robe army that swept
the shores of life and stained the land with the blood of the
innocents? The Darkness touched him not. It was as if he was beyond
its power.

'Remember his
part in the long journey to the Halls of Stone. We carried the
sacred Stone Bird you found within the Chasm to lend its power to
the Circle of the Stone People. That beautiful carving was of the
Ancients and Eroa was its keeper. Ra was the key to passing through
the Black Robe forces guarding the First Gate, and several moons
later he toddled up to the great portal of the Seventh Gate to open
it with a touch. That portal had the strength to defy the power of
hundreds armed with battering rams and great hammers, yet it
responded to his tiny hand. In his innocence he completed the
opening of the Stone Trails and dealt a telling blow to the
Darkness.

‘That foundling, of no known birth star and of lost ancestral
line, did much to restore the balance when the world wavered on the
edge of Chaos. How can we doubt he knew the White Whale was coming
home this day? And how can you, his brother, fail to honour your
promise?'

'I will speak
of it with Aria tonight,' said Utini. 'In Eroa's absence we will
have to go with her decision. You do well to remind me of Ra's
place in our lives and his kinship with worlds few enter or
understand. My plan was to emphasise the dangers and allow his
parents to deny the way. Now that the White Whale has reached his
mind on the right day and tide I feel compelled to persuade Aria to
allow me to take her young son beyond the breakers. Ae, the White
Whale has spoken. Who are we to deny it a meeting with Ra?'

First light
before sunrise found them launching the little waka. To Utini’s
surprise Aria had offered no objection. Ra carried his own paddle,
a gift from Naru, the Guardian of the Two Tides and leader of the
Navigators. Working smoothly, blade tuned into blade, they needed
few words to cut cleanly through the white water to the blue tides
of the whales. Resting beyond the breakers, cradled in the gentle
motion of the waves, they sat in companionable silence.

As Ra’s wet
paddle glistened in the light of the rising Sun, Utini’s thoughts
turned to Naru of the Two Tides. Once again he pictured the blond,
fair-skinned, blue-eyed leader of the greatest seafarers the world
had ever known. Wonderful memories of their time together then
filled his mind. Firstly, Naru’s skilful search for them after they
fled the Halls of Stone and journeyed with the Twelve down the Dark
River. Then his sure command as he guided the five great waka to
this island in the vastness of the ocean. His courage when Kekeno
sank, taking many of his sons and daughters to their deaths. The
comforting words offered when they realised their dear friends,
Mira and Panio, had died with the lost crew. All that and his
wonderful teachings over so many years, for no one carried more of
the ancient lore of the waters and the stars.

The new Sun climbed over the horizon and sent bright low light
to dance the waves and draw the land in sharp relief. Ra stirred.
Utini sensed the thought he formed and replied without breaking the
silence. He sang strongly and there was a
clear response from the following family… Yes, it sounded like the
White One of old... And I did remember to bring the black mussels
he enjoyed so much last year... How did you know about
them?

Ah! Hera told
you. Yes, I know the whales do not feed in these warm waters. The
mussels are but a taste for him, a morsel to honour friendship. It
seems there is little about this old one you do not know. Did I
hear his companion call? No, but she is the silent one who listens
and holds the truth for all who follow.

They almost
drifted into sleep and were thus taken by surprise when the great
whale sounded so quietly and so close they could lean out and touch
his side. The hull of the little craft rubbed against the
glistening darkness of his thick skin. Utini was ecstatic to see
Paikea again. The great scar across his head that nearly cut the
line of his eye was clear to see. He had been to the lands in the
southern seas and returned to journey thence again. But this time
it would be different, for whale and waka would journey
together.

Utini reached
into a kit at his feet and offered a handful of shelled mussels to
his friend. With amazing gentleness the succulent food was taken
into his enormous cavern of a mouth. The food was but a token, the
smallest taste to acknowledge a friendship patiently nurtured over
the last seven years. Yet that was how those asked to guide the
great waka gained the trust of the old ones and opened the trails
to the southern lands.

'Where is your
trail companion?' asked Utini. 'Have you left her resting in the
bay, or does she await the family in the calm waters behind the
headland?'

'She is not
coming,' said Ra.

Utini had
forgotten his brother in the excitement of the greeting. He was
shaken by the certainty that cloaked those words. Something
mysterious and powerful moved here.

'What do you
know of this, my brother?' he asked.

'She was taken by the Kraken.
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