
 
  



Tempest Bay on the south coast of Wellington, New 
Zealand is the end of the earth. A quiet town savaged by 
storms and a deep, weird strain of altered perception. 
People come here to go mad, sometimes. But for Eva and 
Lucia, in their very different ways, it’s where freedom and 
revolution begin. 
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“Madness, the object of my studies, was, until now, 
considered a mere island in an ocean of reason; I am 

beginning to suspect that it is a continent.” 

Joaquim Maria Machado de Assis 



1. 

Eva and Jackie and then Lucia 

We need to have that conversation, Jackie says to Eva all of 
a sudden while they’re cleaning up after dinner in the 
cottage. The one we’ve been not having. 

Do we? Eva says, feeling her spine go tight. 
I can feel this change, Jackie says. Started tiny but it 

keeps on growing. 
Change in what? 
Perspective. About us. 
Ah. 
It’s like a hole in the edge of a painting, Jackie says. 

Once you see it it’s always there. But I don’t want that hole 
to tear open. 

You want to keep some of our illusions? Eva says. 
I do, angel cat. I SO do– 
But not all of them. You’re selective. 
I don’t want to say things and do things just because 

they feel like they should be true, Eva. And right now in 
my squirrelly little head it feels like this adventure, this 
project, this whatever-it-is that we’ve been on, is coming to 



some type of moment. A disconnect. Like a lawnmower. 
Out of fuel. 

Out of fuel? 
Despite all the best intentions. And I don’t know what 

comes next, but it’s not the same, Eva. Can’t be. 
I’m not someone who lives in holes at the edge of a 

painting, Jackie. I will not, I will NOT be disconnected. 
Whatever game we’re playing here– 
Told I’m out of fuel. 
–I’m not playing it any more, Jackie says. I’m going to 

stay over in Thorndon a while. Maybe a week or so. Once 
we’ve got these plates in the washer. 

•   •   • 

Overnight the Cook Strait sloshes hot with unseasonal 
storms. Tidal swells drive hundreds of jellyfish onto the 
Tempest Bay shoreline, glowing sickly blue in the dark like 
primordial stars. Things like that happen here. Tempest 
Bay looks like cottages and holidays and Pacific ocean 
skies but the south coast of New Zealand is still the ends of 
the earth, make no doubt. 

Eva sits on her bed alone in the cottage with her arms 
folded sweaty inside her favourite knit jumper, the one 
with the Ziggy Stardust pattern that they found at the 
Wellington markets last Easter. Listens to the wind. Tries 
not to think of what happened before, what happens next. 
Why everything keeps coming back round to this same 
place and this same bed and this same look-inside feeling 
where everything’s broke and itchy like a jellyfish sting– 

Jackie in Eva’s head: Hey, angel cat. Don’t live down to 
that part of you. 



But it’s all that part of me. The mistake people make is 
thinking there’s separate pieces. Like I’m a bolt-on riding 
mower with attachments. 

•   •   • 

The morning when it comes is a long stain of disgraceful 
sunlight. The taste of sand and birdshit in the air. 

An eleven year old girl whose name is Lucia stumbles 
along the water’s edge of Tempest Bay. All at angles to 
herself as she picks a desperate path through dying 
jellyfish. 

She’s trailed by the young wolves of the housing 
development. They’ve hounded her from the eastern 
stream past the BP surf hut and the driftwood strand and 
now Plumber Cottage– 

She trips– 
The children swarm. Tear her shoes from her feet. 

Muck them in the grey-black sand. Scoop up a jellyfish 
corpse and shriek gleefully. The youngest girl-wolf squats 
and pisses on the shoes with a spidery hissing sound while 
the others laugh and laugh and laugh. 

A lump of sand explodes. Eva rises like a sea monster 
from where she blacked out and fell at four o’clock this 
morning in the dark. 

HNNGNGNGNNNNH. The child-wolves scatter back 
east, whooping. 

Eleven year old Lucia folds sideways on the shore. Hot 
face. Something clutched tight in her hand, won’t let go. 

•   •   • 



Eva looks after Lucia at the kitchen table of Plumber 
cottage. Warm wet cloth and a shrewsbury biscuit from 
the old soldier tin. Green citrus tea in a battered pot. 

What went on out there? Eva says. 
Not telling, Lucia says. 
The girl is so awkward. Ragged and misaligned, a 

visitor everywhere she goes. But something about her. A 
determination. 

Scudding grey clouds outside. Eva hungers for a 
shower. For chocolate. For company and delicious 
solitude, ideally at the same time. 

Lucia studies the sketches and printouts on the cottage 
walls. Maps. Mood boards. Characters. Scenery. Once-
loved possibilities recently neglected. 

What do you do? Lucia says. 
I’m a game designer, Eva says. 
You make games? For real? 
Used to. Indie videogames. 
But not any more? 
Maybe. I don’t know. 
Lucia absorbs this. Hasn’t let go of the thing clutched 

in her hand, not for anything. 
Why were you out on the beach? Lucia says. 
Why were you? Eva says. 
Who’s that in that photo? 
That’s Jackie. My girlfriend. 
Where’s she? 
Not here. 
Is that why you were out on the beach, all smelly and 

covered in sand? 
Be grateful I was there at all, young lady. 
I’m not a lady, Lucia says. Though I guess I’m young. 

What’s it like being old? 



I’m twenty eight, Eva says. 
Exactly. 
Eva doesn’t know whether to smile or snap so she gets 

up and sees to the girl’s shoes. They wash up all right, 
orange child-piss sluicing away in the sink. But they’re not 
normal kicks. Old and fancy with worn white straps. More 
like something from an antique op shop. 

Where’d you get these? Eva says. 
Not– 
I know. Not telling. 

•   •   • 

The girl leaves Plumber Cottage with the shoes around her 
neck, thin black laces tied together. 

Don’t tell my Dad, Lucia says instead of thank you. 
Who’s your Dad? Eva says. 
Just don’t tell him, Lucia says. 
Lucia turns away. Her shoulders hunch and just for a 

moment Eva sees the weight on them. The girl steps down 
onto the sand and trots west in the morning light, towards 
the cliffs at the far end of the bay where the old Lighthouse 
stands. 

On her way to the bathroom Eva realises that one of 
the old spoons that goes with the teapot has vanished. 

In the shower, the night-beach muck streaming out of 
her hair and down her back and legs, she realises who the 
young girl’s father might be. Drops the shampoo bottle on 
her foot then tears the shower curtain trying to get her 
balance back. 



2. 

The billionaire on the beach 

He’s been the whisper of the town for two months now. 
How could he not be? 

People in Tempest Bay pride themselves on letting well 
enough alone. You come here to be yourself, they say. Live 
by the ocean, roam the coast, breathe the air. Make art if 
that’s your thing. Write your novel. Build an odd house 
like Jenny Weaver with her turret up by the car tunnel. 
Repair old bicycles like Munesh in his shed near the corner 
store. Raise kids or don’t, grow a garden or don’t, just 
don’t make a fuss. 

You want compromise, hit the big city. Show up to 
your job, make your mark, climb those ladders that never 
seem to really go anywhere. Exist on other people’s terms. 
Wear a label. Stay glued to your phone so you don’t miss 
anything, even though of course you’re missing 
everything. 

Tempest Bay’s the escape from all that. You come 
through the car tunnel, see the light bouncing off the 
water, and you’re home free. No ladders to climb except 
the one up on your roof to clear the gutters. No pretending 



to be someone else for a paycheck. Right or wrong, rough 
edges and all, we are who we are and we let well enough 
alone, they say. 

But people in Tempest Bay are still people. And when 
a disgraced billionaire comes to town like Lucia’s father 
did, you can bet the gossip will fly. 

•   •   • 

A global technology empire in tatters. Scandals and 
lawsuits rampant. Congressional inquiries. Privacy groups 
howling. An immigration dodge got him a Kiwi passport– 

And then he showed up here and bought that hideous 
old caravan up by the Lighthouse, Jessica says. Hiding 
away in the cliffs. Not even a splashy mansion. What 
d’you say about a man like that? 

Jessica Turner’s ninety nine years old. Jessica lives over 
by the Tempest Bay cricket field. Jessica’s front room 
smells like gin and sandwiches. 

Jackie’s gone away for a while, Eva says. Staying over 
in Thorndon. 

Makes an impression, that Jackie, Jessica says. Best 
chase after her, you know what’s good for you. 

We’ve firmly established that I don’t know what’s 
good for me, Eva says. 

You keep making strangers, Jessica says, the world’s 
going to run out of friends. 

I met a strange little girl yesterday, Eva says. I think 
she’s his daughter. 

Whose daughter? 
The rich man up in the caravan by the lighthouse. 

Lucia, she’s called. 



Oh, Jessica says, drawing her lips together like dry 
leaves. Her. 

•   •   • 

The billionaire is smaller in person. Eva doesn’t realise it’s 
him at first. Just a rumpled man walking the beach at high 
tide in sandals. Pacific dusk falling in the sky. He sees Eva, 
changes his stride and heads over. 

You helped my daughter, he says. Thank you. 
She was getting bullied, Eva says. Badly, from what I 

could see. 
Lucia is an unusual human being, he says. And 

sometimes other people… 
…don’t surprise you, Eva says. 
Exactly. 
He looks around, sniffs the air deep. 
You know I lie awake at night sometimes and I listen to 

the ocean here, the wind, he says. It sounds different from 
anywhere else I’ve ever been. 

He’s unshaven and tired. Metal on his breath. That 
look in his eyes like Eva used to get when it was bad for 
her. Back before Jackie. 

I woke up in a pile of jellyfish the other day, Eva says. 
Can’t recommend it. 

I’d like to hire you, he says. I saw the sign. By your 
cottage. 

Oh that? Eva says. We’re not a real detective agency. 
We make videogames. Used to. 

Even better, he says. I want you to watch over my 
daughter. She’s on a knife edge and I worry about her. 

Surveillance? Eva says. Isn’t that what got you into all 
this trouble in the first place? 



She liked you, he says. Sees something. 
I think she stole one of my teaspoons. 
Lucia’s in possession of something very, very valuable, 

he says. A secret. Is it surveillance if you’re protecting 
someone you love? 

So maybe it’s true what they say about you, Eva says. 
What do they say about me? 
That you’re a monster who helped drive the world 

crazy, and now you’re falling apart. 
I can make every worry you’ve ever had about money 

disappear, he says. Disappear and never come back. Now 
you go your way, and I’ll go mine. But think about Lucia. 
And if you’re not going to help me, make sure not to get in 
my way. 

•   •   • 

No, Eva says. Just no. I’m flat broke but I don’t say yes to 
oligarchs. 

Good on you, Jackie says on the other end of the 
phone. 

People leave people alone here, Eva says. That’s the 
deal. 

How’s that working out for people? 
It’s all just sitting there on the wall, same as when you 

left. Not actually a game. Just a bunch of stupid ideas. 
Thorndon breathing so far away. 
You make imaginary things, Jackie says. That’s who 

you are. It’ll come right. 
Right now I’m the tart who’s drinking red wine from 

the corner shop that tastes like road tar. 
Don’t drown. I’m not there to help. 
You could be. 



Just be optimistic enough to not drown, angel cat. 
Good night. 



3. 

Decision time 

Revenge is a dawn fire on the beach. Down by the rocky 
edge of the housing development. 

A huge dead seagull half buried in driftwood and 
petrol. A sign in the sand that hurts your eyes. Flames 
whipping back and forth off the wind. 

Charred fancy shoes placed on its wings. Stench of 
crude feathers. The tiniest imagined hint of a urine 
infusion. 

Whole thing looks like a sea monster. 
Whole thing looks like Lucia declaring war. 

•   •   • 

Eva climbs the northern slopes above the bay. Everything 
laid out below, grid lines against the curves of ocean and 
sky. The Tempest Bay Corner Shop. Cricket club. Mack’s 
Artisan Sheds. White-topped weatherboard houses in 
sunlight. Hues of blue and green in well-kept gardens. 
Small and loved and real. 

Well shit, Eva says to herself. 



The loss of direction feels like cicadas on her skin. 
Crawling across her calves, tickling her spine. This 
frustration with making games, with Jackie, with where 
she lives and what she cares about and all these 
distractions everywhere– 

Three people having sex by the trail. A thick beard and 
delighted noises. People come up here for it. Eva and 
Jackie, certainly. That taste of the psychosphere melting 
around you in the breeze. The feeling that this is the last 
free place to fuck on earth. 

No pause as Eva passes. No distraction from the urge 
at hand. Joyful human steam engines pumping and 
breathing. 

Long way from shore. That vast ocean with Antarctica 
beyond. 

Below in the distance. An awkward figure pursued 
again by child-wolves across the sand. Lucia lopes towards 
Plumber cottage, too far away for Eva to shout. The girl 
goes round to the leeward side. Finds a rock. Smashes the 
lounge window, unhooks the catch, lifts and wriggles 
inside like a fish just as the wolves arrive and howl in 
thwarted confusion. 

•   •   • 

Up at the Tempest Bay Lighthouse. A battered shell 
abandoned sometime last century. Thigh-top grass. A half-
strung nylon washing line. Scraps around a campfire. The 
old orange caravan with its billionaire munching a dry 
hamburger on the steps. Is this how they’re living? 

Your goddamn daughter broke into my home, Eva 
says. Stole from me. 



She takes a lot of things, he says. Keeps them stashed 
somewhere. 

It was precious, Eva says. Something I was working on. 
Something you intended to finish? he says, one 

sardonic eyebrow raised. 
Finishing’s not the point. 
Heard that from a lot of people. Usually people who 

struggle to look in the mirror. 
So what did Lucia steal from you? Eva says. 
What do you mean? he says. 
You said she’s got some valuable secret, Eva says. Man 

like you, I think that means it’s something of yours. 
Something you don’t want getting loose, even after 
everything else. 

Couldn’t be more wrong, he says. But you strike me as 
someone who’s wrong a lot. 

Eva plucks a strand of long grass. Slides her fingernail 
along the centre line, splitting it. 

I mean, what’re you really running from out here? Eva 
says. You could be in any rich-guy hideout in the world. 
But you’re on the New Zealand coast in a shitty caravan. 

I never run from anything, he says. Don’t believe the 
internet. 

Never do, Eva says. But if I did, there’d be some pretty 
crazy theories about you. 

He stands. Throws the last scraps of hamburger into 
the grass towards the Lighthouse. 

So you’re going to help with Lucia, he says. 
What? 
Now that it’s in your interest too, he says. To get your 

finishing thing back. We’re birds of a feather on this one. 
Fuck. And no we’re not. Ever. 



Look after my daughter, Eva Lamprey, he says. Find 
the things that need finding. They’ll be somewhere hidden, 
somewhere I’d never think of. I love my daughter but we 
do not occupy the same geography. 



4. 

Trails 

Eva tries the direct approach first. Finds Lucia shoplifting 
old english gobstoppers at the Tempest Bay corner store, 
waits outside, collars her. 

Where’s the thing you took from my cottage? Eva says. 
Not telling. 
I know those little shits are harassing you again. And 

you broke in to get away from them. That’s okay. I’m not 
mad. I just want my property back. 

Not telling. 
Your Dad says you take a lot of things from people. Is 

that true? 
Not telling. 
You’re not helping anyone here. Least of all yourself. 
Not telling. And stay away from me or I’ll scream. 
You want people to come and find those candies in 

your pockets? 
Not telling not telling NOT TELLING– 

•   •   • 



Eva sits on the junkshop sofa in Plumber Cottage. Broken 
glass swept up, an old plastic bag sellotaped over the 
window hole. 

The sketches and printouts and maps and mood 
boards and designs on the walls have a single gap, an echo 
of space like a painting stolen from a gallery. In that gap 
used to be a rough level design in two-colour biro pen, not 
the biggest or best or most obvious, but the one with a 
secret title never admitted, never revealed, known only to 
Eva: 

A dream of you and me. 
The dream that’s currently staying in Thorndon, a 

million miles and two bus zones away. Staying in 
Thorndon with who knows who, doing who knows what– 

And that little girl went right for it. Took this particular 
scrap off the walls instead of anything else. Like an 
orthogonal bloodhound. Miniature Sherlock tuned to deep 
frequencies. 

Fine. If the game’s afoot, let’s play it for real. 

•   •   • 

Eva tracks Lucia the rest of the day. For an eleven year old 
girl she rambles far. In and around Tempest Bay’s 
gridlines, stopping at the corner shop again, exploring the 
cricket sheds, heading past the fish’n’chip shop. 

Signs and signals, obscure. Seaweed arrangements next 
to the BP Surf Hut. A hammered book page in a tree trunk 
by the commuter tunnel. Eva realises: Lucia has wired this 
place to her own specifications. 

Does Lucia know she’s there? Probably. But it seems to 
make no difference. 



The number three bus arrives and both of them hop on. 
From Tempest Bay into Wellington city the long way via 
Kilbirnie, winding up past the Haitaitai shops, dipping 
back down from Roseneath onto the flat harbour road. 

People get on and off with canvas shopping bags. 
Everyone thanks the driver. Sitting four rows behind 
Lucia, Eva’s struck by the strangeness of this bright small 
world, everyone pushed up against each other, hemmed 
and framed by the hills, surrounded by endless dark 
seawater that would drown us all in moments if a true 
storm ever came. 

•   •   • 

Central Wellington. Off the bus by Chaffers Dock, past the 
blue painted boat sheds and along the walkway. 
Schoolkids lined up in the shadow of the Freyberg pool 
gymnasium, ready to learn how to pilot small dinghies. 

A girl with ginger hair and acne takes a photo. Sticks 
her tongue out. 

Onto Oriental Parade, the same shape as Tempest Bay 
but so very different; a bustling inner city village lined 
with townhouses and apartment blocks. The golden 
crescent of sand winding round, park benches every 
twenty feet. A place for strolling and chatting and sipping 
and being seen. 

Lucia moves through geography like it’s raindrops. 
Eva keeps catching on Jackie memories. 

Rata trees on the turn back to downtown. Kids playing 
at the Herd Street playground by Waitangi Park. The 
skateboard bowl with the spotty teenagers where we 
sketched out our first game one night. New World 
supermarket across Cable Street with the peanut butter 



cheesecake. The block of 1930s office spaces where we got 
drunk with those German tourists. 

On to Courtenay past the bars and restaurants and the 
old-fashioned pinball parlour. Memories of the strip club 
and the alley out back. Into the laneways, the Wellington 
Chocolate Factory and the bakery with the kumara buns. 

A woman sitting in the downstairs of a hipster beer 
bar, mid-50s, with short trimmed stylish grey hair and 
diamond earrings. Turquoise scarf. Purple glasses. 
Listening to a middle-aged man with a quiet voice. 

I wanted to do something different, he says. Something 
real. And teaching wasn’t the right thing. They get paid 
nothing. But some german friends, I went to Newtown 
with them last week, and they know what I’ve been trying 
and how nervous I am, but they handed me a card. And it 
was a very nice card, a german one, with some kind of joke 
in it that must have been very funny if you’re german. But 
there was also a pile of money. Quite a lot, at least for me. 
And the message in the card was very simple: we support 
what you’re doing. And I couldn’t accept the money, of 
course. But I wanted to cry. For the first time in a long 
time, I felt like I was somehow part of a team. That it 
wasn’t just me. 

•   •   • 

Eva loses Lucia near the Left Bank arcade, just down from 
the service entrance of the Farmers Department store. 
Peers into storefronts, moves past a Vietnamese restaurant, 
searches a knickknack store. No luck, until a glimpse of the 
girl going through a door Eva’s never noticed before. 



5. 

The bookstore 

The Idle Hour second-hand bookstore. Outside plastered 
with local theatre bills and faded posters. Tiny 
handwritten ads seeking flatmates and selling cars. 
Spiritual massage only $25 per session, Ohiro Road, 
discreet enquiries welcome. 

Eva clinks the bell as she enters. The woman by the 
counter whose name is Brita is middle-aged with a green 
bouffant slid to one side. A purple dress that seems too 
formal but sits well on her. Working a slice of toast with 
what looks like marmite spread on it. 

A girl just came in here, Eva says. Where’d she go? 
Hmmm? the woman says. 
It’s a maze of shelves and book piles, romance novels 

and thrillers and old car mechanic manuals. A miasma of 
page-dust everywhere, a smell so distinct and universal. 

Inside and out, the Idle Hour is the world before the 
internet. 

Used to be three locations, the woman says as she 
settles behind the counter. Here, up the far end of 
Courtenay Place, and above the pharmacy in Island Bay. 



But now we’re just here. All those videogames and 
cellphones. They’re murder. 

I know how you feel, Eva says. But did you see the 
girl? 

The woman munches her toast uncomfortably, 
marmite spreading over her lipstick like an oil patch. 

•   •   • 

Brita shows Eva the Picture Room. Landscapes in oil, 
studies in ink and pencil. Old nitrate photos. Diaries and 
pamphlets. Tempest Bay, cliffs to rocks, beach and cottages 
and the Lighthouse and more, charted with hallucinatory 
intensity by generations of artists. 

She comes in sometimes, Brita says. Roams around. 
Takes stuff. Heads out the back door. You’ll never catch 
her now. 

So she steals, Eva says. 
Not really, Brita says. At least from here. 
How? 
Her dad – yes, him – owns the place. Took me out of 

bankruptcy. I’m not supposed to talk about it. 
Why’d he do that? 
Said he wanted things that weren’t on the internet. 

LIttle bits of history. Don’t know why. 
A sketch of people down on the Tempest Bay shoreline 

long ago. 1920s Sunday clothes, Adults with two girls. 
Haunted, malevolent faces. Something different about the 
landscape but Eva can’t put her finger on it. 

•   •   • 



People come here to go mad, you know, Brita says, as she 
wraps a slim volume in butcher’s paper back at the front 
counter. 

Your bookstore? Eva says. 
Wellington, Brita says. Down here at the ends of the 

earth. We don’t talk about it much, do we, but this place 
seeps in. Seeps in deep. 

I do find strange things on my mind these days, Eva 
says. 

Go to London to get paid, Paris to get laid, and 
Wellington to go barmy, Brita says. That’s what my sister 
used to say. And she did all three, bless her. So you live 
around here, then? 

Over in Tempest Bay, Eva says. With my girlfriend, 
until recently. 

Well I wouldn’t know anything about that, Brita says, 
her face flushing. I grew up in Petone. 

Brita’s perfume, red rose and jasmine with a touch of 
marmite, lingering in Eva’s mouth as she breathes. 

Well then, Eva says. Which part of Petone? 



6. 

Rising 

Lucia on the Wellington cable car 
Rising from Lambton Quay to the Gardens 
Old ladies chewing egg sandwiches beside her 
This place is so whizzical 
Its stories so naked 
Memory trails like cheese pieces in soup 
The sky so different from back home 
Hard to understand but everything is hard to 

understand, always 
Your brain gets so tired trying to decode it all 
Cogs like cipher wheels 
Emotions and faces and invisible meanings 
Hemmed in by handbags and sandwich smells 
Tiny crumbs 
Are all she needs 
Tiny clues 
All she can swallow 
She is a detective on the trail 
Of small mercies and secrets 
A looking-glass solution 



To the crime 
Of not knowing 
What to say 
Or who to be 
Or where to look 
Or how to see 
When to be quiet 
And when to say the words 
That fit so neatly 
Into the jigsaw 
Of this coggy eggy mystery 
That everyone else seems to have solved 
Before they even got on the cable car. 

•   •   • 

All these people wrapped up empty in their bodies. All 
these people going onstage and playing themselves. Lucia 
wishes the stage would make up its mind about what it 
wants. What it’s really hungry for. What’s hiding beneath 
the boards and behind the curtains. 



7. 

Falling 

Brita’s a different shape from Jackie. Moves her hips 
lopsided. Enjoys herself loudly. 

Thank god for that, she murmurs afterwards, curled on 
a couch among the science fiction paperbacks. Long low 
trumpets from a 1970s stereo with rusted wire speakers. 

Eva kisses her cheek and leaves the bookstore, picking 
her way past car mechanic manuals and a dungeons and 
dragons box set, second edition. 

•   •   • 

Jackie on the other end of the phone. Laundry day. Fondly 
remembered bras on a Thorndon washing line. 

So she’s a weird little girl who steals secrets from 
people, Jackie says. 

And hides them somewhere, Eva says. Somewhere I 
haven’t found, yet. 

Huh, Jackie says. You always do that. 
What? 
Look for obsessions other than me. 
You’re the one who ran away, Eva says. 



Oh that’s what we’re calling it? Jackie says. 
No guilt. No thought of bookstore sex with a stranger. 

Just Jackie’s voice continuing. Compartments are gift, 
sometimes. But they’re still compartments. 

•   •   • 

Back off the bus at Tempest Bay in the late afternoon but 
something’s happening. 

Hot zones. Liminal states. Shoals of wolves and 
parents roaming. Angry. Hungry. Eyes like seawater. 

Perhaps the dead seagull fire was too much. Or not 
enough. 

Perhaps too many secrets have been stolen. 
Perhaps the Bay itself is angry. A boiling point. Ready 

to eat somebody. 
Lucia visible from the bus stop rise. Skirting the hot 

zones. Sneaking through back yards. Climbing through the 
bathroom window of a house with an oversized barbecue 
table. 

Eva wants to call Jackie again. But here obsession lies: 
the burning trail of a girl who doesn’t belong here, 
anywhere, and is going to get us all into serious fucking 
trouble. 



8. 

A horrible thing 

Strange dreams that night for everyone in Tempest Bay. 
Sweating, tired, strange. Time and normalcy melting like 
ice floes. 

And so dawn wakes to a horrible thing. 

•   •   • 

Eva finds Lucia near the rocks at the eastern end of the 
Bay, after. 

Weeping and sad and strange. The wolves and their 
parents left marks. She’s so so stubborn but the seams are 
starting to crack. 

I never know what to say, Lucia says. Smiling doesn’t 
work and talking doesn’t work and you try to explain but 
it’s so tiring and weird and nothing fits– 

So then you set fires and break into houses and take 
things, Eva says. 

That’s not what was happening, Lucia says. Not at all. 
Maybe not in your world. But this world sees it 

differently, Lucia. 



What happens to people? Lucia says. Does everyone 
just keep pretending until they die? 

Despite the moment, Eva thinks this over. It’s a good 
question. 

Truth isn’t easy, she says. But at some point it’s the 
only thing we’ve got. Truth and consequences. 

What point? Lucia says. 
I’ll let you know when I find it, Eva says. Lucia, 

everyone in Tempest Bay needs to stop this shit. I need my 
game design back. And your father needs whatever the big 
secret is you stole from him. Otherwise it feels like this 
whole thing is going to boil over. 

Lucia digs in her pocket then opens her hand. A tiny 
scarred USB drive. Grim look on her face. 

But it’s like Dad always says, then, she says. You don’t 
fight a war with appeasement. 



9. 

Flames 

And now the Lighthouse is burning. Flames against a 
weeping sky. 

Tempest Bay roaring, enraged. The people have 
everything but pitchforks. The people are angry. Here and 
everywhere. 

•   •   • 

The three of them hiding in this hidden cave. Eva, Lucia, 
the billionaire. This cave that’s not supposed to exist. 
Forgotten in a Tempest Bay earthquake of 1932 and never 
found again, except by a girl who knows how to look for 
things that aren’t there. 

Listening to the far-off cries and the waves and the 
flames and the silence right here of the dead. 

You mad, impossible girl, Lucia’s father says. You 
released it. 

Truth isn’t easy, Lucia says. But at some point it’s the 
only thing we’ve got. Truth and consequences. Now 
everyone can see what’s really going on and things’ll get 
better. 



That’s not how it works, my love, he says softly and 
sadly. In your world, perhaps, but not in this one. 

Old skeletons nearby in a half circle. Around them in a 
rosebud pattern lie the recently stolen secrets of Tempest 
Bay, lifted from drawers and walls and cherished 
hideyholes by a girl with boundary issues. Affairs and 
obsessions and guilt and remembrance looping across each 
other like kissing cousins, memories and signs of the 
things we don’t talk about yet can never let go, things that 
live in the dark and are made luminous by it. 

•   •   • 

Later Lucia hears Eva talking with her Dad in the dark, 
away from the skeletons. 

So now everyone out there knows, Eva says, how ’bout 
telling me? My phone reception’s dead in here. 

So he tells Eva the first secret. The things that were true 
in the news stories. 

I knew it, Eva says. Though, for the record, you’re a 
fucking arsehole. 

So then as Lucia listens he tells Eva the second secret. 
The bigger one. What the people outside in Tempest Bay 
and all round the world just found out, what they’re all 
having to digest like horrid cheesy soup as it slithers 
through their mind’s digestive systems– 

He’s not halfway through before Eva slaps him. Hard. 
Again. Again. Again. Skrunching boneflesh anger in the 
dark. 

Not anger. Horror. Not at him, not really. 
We never even got to the third part, he says. Where it’s 

all going. What the plan is to fix it. 



I’m done with secrets right now, Eva says. Done with 
everything. Fuck you and the damage you’ve caused. All 
you self-deluded world changers. 

•   •   • 

Eva and Lucia still in the cave. Phone lights. Whispers. 
Looking over the skeletons. At the half-decayed clothes in 
surprisingly good condition. 

They all got poisoned and then there was an 
earthquake and it buried everything, Lucia says. 

I’ve never heard of it, Eva says. 
I think everyone just wanted to forget. That’s where I 

took the shoes. 
More bones by a table-shaped rock. A niggle at the 

very edge of Eva’s memory. 
Can you see it? Lucia says. 
See what? Eva says. 
Lucia clicks the lights off. Full dark, no stars. 
Dad says there’s places normal thoughts can’t go, 

Lucia says. Where you have to be orth-orth– 
Orthogonal? 
Orthogonal, to even see the map. That’s me. He wants 

me to be an explorer. 
You going to do that? Eva says. 
I don’t know. Dad’s a dick sometimes. But he’s right 

about part of it. 
What’s that? 
Something’s coming. Someday. I can feel it. Dad wants 

to be ready. Wants everyone to be ready. 
What do you want, Lucia? 
My brain to stop sloshing, Lucia says. So I can say the 

right thing every now and again. Stuff to be okay and 



everyone to stop hurting so hard. Your design’s just over 
there if you want it. In the paper bag by the rock. I’m sorry 
for upsetting you. 

That’s okay, Luciia. It’s okay. 
Maybe some hot fresh toast with runny butter. That’s 

what I really want. 
Don’t we all, love. Don’t we all. 



10. 

Aftermath 

Riots. Crashes. Chaos and disruptions ringing the world. 
But Tempest Bay is back to pretending normal. 

Whole world’s gone mad, innit, says Munesh down at 
the corner store as he’s getting his smokes. 

Always knew it, Jenny Weaver says. 
But when people actually see the evidence, see what 

those bloody computers see– 
It’s different. Yes it is. 
You at the pub later? 
’Course I am. Quiz night. 
I’ll see you there, then. Cheerio. 

•   •   • 

Jessica sips gin in her Tempest Bay living room. Eva on the 
visitor chair. 

Secret to getting where I’ve got is sheer stubbornness, 
Jessica says. Wake up every morning and refuse to die. 
Not going to let a little mob action give me pause. 

There was a cave, Eva says. A long time ago. A picnic 
outing on Tempest Bay. 



Was there? Jessica says. 
Your name wasn’t always Jessica Turner, Eva says. 

You went away to world war two then you came back 
different. So people wouldn’t remember. 

Yes I did. 
But you remember, don’t you. The day of the 

earthquake in 1932. And the poisoning. 
I do indeed. I was so jealous of my sister that morning. 

She had that beautiful new pair of fancy shoes. 

•   •   • 

Jackie waiting on the Plumber Cottage sofa. Supermarket 
wine and takeout pizza. Purple Mountain on the stereo. 

Oh so you’re back now, Eva says. Back from your 
adventuring. 

I am, Jackie says. 
Everyone’s crazy, Eva says as she flops down. Like, for 

real. 
Took them long enough, Jackie says. We’ve been there 

for years. 
Perspective always flips in the end. Or so I’ve been 

told. 
Take that tone with me and you’ll end up getting 

licked like an ice cream, angel cat. 
I hate dairy. 
Get yourself over here woman. 

•   •   • 

Tempest Bay at dawn. Wave cry. Wind cry. Vast pacific 
waters scratched by cargo ships in the Cook Strait. A 
seagull riding the current above the BP Surf Hut. 



You know what he told me when we were hiding in 
that cave? Eva says. He said others like him want to go to 
the moon or fix malaria or build floating cities. But he 
wants to play where the real action is. Right here in the 
heart of it. 

Some people stare into the void and decide to punch it 
in the face, Jackie says. 

They do, Eva says. And I respect that somehow. Even 
though he’s an arsehole and a half. 

Some people are even crazier than the rest of us, Jackie 
says. 

He never did pay me, Eva says. And I don’t intend to 
go begging. 

Begging’s not our style, Jackie says. Not the game we 
play. 

The seagull dives. Landscapes intersecting. That 
feeling of something new being birthed. Everything’s a 
rehearsal. Always has been. Floorboards and curtains and 
playing pretend. 

Time for a new conversation. Time to let go of 
illusions. Time to fight the next story, together. 



Did you enjoy Hearts and Minds? If so, help others enjoy it 
too. Please recommend to friends and leave a review 
where possible! 

The Project Tempest website at project-tempest.net is the 
home for updates from C.J. Halbard and all new releases 
in the series. Free electronic reader copies of Hearts and 
Minds are available there now. Visit project-tempest.net 
and sign up for the Tempest Bay newsletter to keep up 
with everything happening in your favourite Kiiwi 
mystery horror series. 

Read on for a conversation with C. J. Halbard and an 
excerpt from the next Project Tempest release, The Island. 

http://project-tempest.net/
http://project-tempest.net/


A conversation with C. J. Halbard 

… so this started when you were very young. Growing 
up in small town New Zealand. 
A place called Whitianga on the Coromandel coast. Area 
schools, barbecues, cricket, afternoons at the beach, rusty 
fishing boats chugging their way along the estuary. People 
knew each other’s business, each other’s children, very few 
secrets. 

And I was completely at angles to all of it. No idea 
what was going on. What drawer the scissors were in. 
Why you were supposed to sit on the mat at school. How 
to pretend like you were enjoying a birthday party. There 
was just a fundamental gap between the world I inhabited 
and the one everybody else in this small town seemed to 
be doing fine in. 

I think a lot of people go through that one way or 
another. But it’s hard to know at the time. 
That’s true, isn’t it? Being a weirdo is truly a majority 
condition. And it’s not that I was especially unhappy, I 
think. The New Zealand seaside can be a wonderful place 
to grow up. 

But I don’t think anyone, especially me, realised how 
much energy I was burning just to keep up. Trying to deal 
with this constant stream of refracted, abrasive 
information sloshing everywhere. It’s exhausting. You 
wriggle and react and try to ‘get it’ but everything seems 



out of place, which means you get shifted out of place in 
turn. 

Like a drum that can’t find the beat. 
Or trying to go onstage and act yourself in a play that 
hasn’t been written for you. And so that all went on for a 
long, long time. Led to all sorts of strange behaviour, 

Such as? 
Well eventually, jobs and careers and marriages and 
suchlike. It’s been an interesting road. 

Project Tempest seems deeply sceptical of the direction 
that information is taking us in general. 
We’re in the most apparently connected age that’s ever 
been, with all these helpful machines joining us up in 
advertising-powered circuit boards. I think it’s fair to say 
things are speeding up and gaining intensity. And yet the 
disconnection is rising. Which brings even more people 
face to face with the very simple question, what the fuck is 
going on? 

And how do I deal with it. 
How do we all, individually weird and collectively 
isolated as we are, deal with it. 

So Project Tempest builds on that? 
The core of Project Tempest for me is probably wrapping 
up the emotion and struggle of that question, which is 
something that hurts, in things I love. Starting with this 
stubborn brokenness. Banging your head against the 
world. Trying to turn that into some kind of music. 

And then around that these flavours, colours. Strange 
small towns and windswept coasts and people shacked up 



in cottages obsessively trying to create things. Detective 
stories. Buried secrets. A scandalous billionaire who drops 
out of the billionaire race and sets his sights on new 
horizons. Unseen frontiers. Quiet, close conversations 
between people who don’t quite know how to show their 
love for each other. 

There’s a lot in there. Yet the episodes are very short. 
There’s hopefully going to be 5 Project Tempest releases, 
each maybe 4-5,000 words, which for most people is less 
than 15 minutes reading time. A short lunch break, a 
prolonged bathroom stay. Maybe a slightly awkward 
shower. 

It feels like something much bigger has been boiled 
right down. 
Like one of those 1950s cabbage recipes. But yes, 
absolutely. Part of it is about respecting people’s time. We 
live in an ultra high-noise world. The attention economy is 
rapidly overtaking the financial one. And books sometimes 
take 400 pages to say their piece because books are 
supposed to be 400 pages. You know, the cover price. But 
then you skim the first 20 pages, get the point, and move 
on. I know a lot of people who increasingly read that way. 

So I asked myself, what if we worked with that? Set a 
tight attention budget, wring a lot of juice out of a small 
number of words. Assume that the person reading is 
curious and human and capable, and that the bigger story, 
if it works, will unspool out in their mind rather than on 
the page. 

Almost like poetry. 



Or an episode of great TV. Or a pop concept album. Or an 
intense indie videogame like Sayonara Wild Hearts. I think 
the natural consequence of an attention economy is that 
consumption itself changes. Experiences and language 
become super compressed. And let’s be clear that I love the 
older forms. But I wanted to create something different 
and run with it. 

It’s linked in my mind to something William Goldman 
did with The Princess Bride. Not the movie but the original 
novel, which has this wonderful conceit: William Goldman 
presents himself as the editor, rather than the author. He 
says the ‘real’ Princess Bride is a much longer book by a 
writer named Sal Morgenstern, which has many exciting 
sequences but also some long boring parts. And Wiliam 
Goldman doesn’t want to subject us, the reader, to all that. 

So William Goldman pretends to have gone through 
this big book and chopped out all the boring bits, all the 
dull chronologies and long asides and suchlike. Leaving 
only the best moments of high adventure and romance, 
which he presents to us as The Princess Bride that we’re 
reading. Almost like a highlight reel. 

Just the good bits. 
I think it’s a wonderful approach, and very much part of 
Project Tempest. 

To maximize distribution, minimize the message, as 
Naval Ravikant would say. Readers have options—respect 
their time. 

And who are the readers? Who’s Project Tempest for? 
My simplest thought is that it’s for anyone who’s 
experienced the abrasion of the world, in the way we’ve 
been talking about. Beyond that - 



People who don’t necessarily have a lot of time, but 
enjoy a rich experience. 

People who feel a little bit apart sometimes, pulled 
between isolation and connection. 

People who know that we’re all heading into strange 
waters, and stories are one of the best navigation tools we 
have. 

People who love New Zealand, or the idea of New 
Zealand, and Wellington in particular. 

Anyone who’s up for a good story, really. 

The geography, especially, struck me. 
This conflict and paradox of place. We’re right on the edge 
of a vast stormy ocean here. You can journey south for 
thousands of miles and the only thing you’ll encounter, 
eventually, is the blank cold terror of Antarctica. From a 
European view, or even from other Pacific Islands, this is 
the final waystation at the ends of the earth. 

And yet on the surface Wellington’s this charming, 
civilized, gentle place. Odd little houses and compact hills 
and quirky people and a good life to be lived. You walk 
down Cuba Street on a Friday night and it feels like hipster 
heaven crossed with a touch of Scandinavia. 

Putting those geographies next to each other, the 
friction between them can spark unexpected things. In real 
life and in the imagination. 

Like a frontier. Landscape meeting possibility. 
For the longest time New Zealand felt like a green, wet 
version of Tatooine. Far away from everywhere. You 
watched all these things happening on TV or the internet, 
world events, pop culture, everything, and it was always 
somewhere else, always there, not here. 



But you can flip that on its head. New Zealand’s a 
physical frontier, certainly—like the mid to late nineteenth 
century, with gold rush madness running wild in Otago. 
And we’re still a hidey-hole for various species of 
billionaire doing doomsday prep. But much more than 
that, I think, you can put immense pressure on the 
uniqueness of our local psychosphere. This genuinely 
distinct, potent landscape of tectonic creativity. 

That’s a feeling I very much wanted to explore. And 
there’s an arrogance to that way of looking at things—to 
insist that this isn’t the bottom of the map, that right here 
is the centre of the world in some sense—but I wonder if 
Kiwis in general could do with a bit more gumption 
around these sort of things. Stop assuming all the real 
action is elsewhere. 

At some point mimesis has to give way to creation. 
Yes! And the ways out of that closed loop are not always 
going to be obvious or straightforward. 

Linked to that, perhaps, there’s mention in the first 
episode of Wellington as a place where people come to 
go mad. 
Brita, in the second hand bookstore, says it. And once you 
start looking through that lens it’s quite compelling, at 
least for me. 

Diving back through time a moment, think of what the 
southern ocean was like for the whaling ships. Or the 
Polynesian voyagers. The storms they’d experience. Then 
came settlers on their one-way journeys to what was 
effectively another planet. Prospectors infected with gold 
rush fever. Obsessed explorers trying to probe Antarctica. 
A whole line of artists and writers who produced 



visionary works, photographers capturing images of the 
invisible, all of it. And if you look in the right places these 
trends never really stopped. The flipside of New Zealand, 
and Wellington in particular, isn’t just happy sheep 
farmers and people wandering around in Lord of the 
Rings landscapes. There’s a deep, weird strain of altered 
perception that’s woven right into the fabric of this place. 

Now in Project Tempest you’ve got Eva, this woman in 
a cottage on the beach struggling with her own artistic and 
creative journey. Around her a small group of unlikely 
people, all of whom are exploring strange spaces in their 
own ways. And I guess that includes me. It certainly 
includes the reader. 

Territory, again. 
We use these metaphors, we talk and think of it in these 
terms, but I’m really getting serious about imagination as a 
place. Putting positive pressure on it in the same way that 
the internet puts pressure on information. 

If I can go big for a moment- 

Feel free. 
I want to experience stories that are liminal tools for 
change. Epic sagas as tight pop concept albums. Human 
conversation as the lego connector of souls. The ends of the 
earth as the place to start again. And along the way help 
each other become not just story consumers, not even story 
tellers, but story makers. Human beings determined to do 
something with this strange abrasive world of ours. 

It’s a long way from squirming on the mat at school and 
trying to figure out which drawer the scissors are in. 
A long way and no distance at all, I’d say. 



Read on for an early sneak peak of the next Project 
Tempest release… 

The Island 

Project Tempest: Two 

1. 

We’re different, aren’t we. You and I. 
Yes Dad. 
You find it hard to sit still. 
Yes Dad. 
You bounce and wriggle like popcorn on the stove. 
Yes Dad. 
Sometimes I feel the world might be very loud for you. 

All these voices and colours and emotions, sploshing 
everywhere the way the ocean sploshes. 

Yes Dad. 
People will be cruel sometimes. Those kids yesterday 

down by the old pond. They hurt you. And you scared 
them. 

Yes Dad. 
Those people are like little caterpillars. It’s not their 

fault for being caterpillars. And it’s okay to feel angry at 



them for acting so stupid. But being human is more than 
being angry or being a caterpillar. 

Yes Dad. 
When you choose to, you can be very scary indeed. 
Yes Dad. 
We define ourselves by what we seek. What we accept. 

What we struggle with. 
Yes Dad. 
I wonder sometimes if I’m a good Dad. If I’m doing 

right by you. But you’re at such an intersection with the 
world, so beautiful in your singular velocity. 

Yes Dad. 
It’s getting strange out there. Let’s make it stranger. 
Yes Dad. 
You keep saying yes Dad. 
Yes Dad. 
I love you. Now how ’bout we go see if there’s still 

some mint chocolate ice cream at the back of the freezer? 

2. 

Tempest Bay on the south coast of Wellington. Sun 
blowing cool light up from Antarctica. 

People in the streets and on the beach. Roaming almost 
in a daze, still. 

This feeling of a half-truce. The housing development 
quiet and shuttered. The smashed windows of the dairy 
swept and boarded up but not replaced, yet. 

Tempest Bay – people come here to be themselves and 
be left alone. That bargain was broken. 



The Big Release reverberated round the world. 
Everyone got a new perspective. No one knows what’s 
next. 

A woman and a girl make their way along the 
beachfront. Eva and Lucia. Each awkward and out of place 
in their own way. 

Can’t believe we’re doing this. 
Others look at them with curious eyes that glint in the 

sunlight like seagulls. The house they’re heading for is 
tucked into a knot where the northern hills come down 
almost to the shoreline. The garden is a tangle of flower 
beds and shrubs with knots of clay showing through the 
grass. It looks as though someone had once tended it 
carefully but let things slip over the years. 

On the threshold a very old lady waits. A plate of pink 
cake- slice in her hands. 

Well hurry up, Jessica says. It’s not every day I let 
revolutionaries into my parlour. 



About the Author 

C. J. Halbard lives in Wellington, New Zealand, in a 
wooden house surrounded by hills and sky. 
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