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A New Beginning 

Heloise was awakened by the singing of a million birds 

outside her window and simultaneously she became 

aware of a cramping in her right hand. Looking down she 

saw that Thomé, who had kept a faithful vigil at her 

bedside, had fallen asleep clasping her hand in his. But he 

woke instantly at her softly whispered, “Good morning.” 

Thomé’s smile was all the welcome she needed as she 

woke from the coma that had presented her with life and 

death choices. But here she was back again, restored in 

body and soul, and ready to face the real world. And to 

welcome her back was almost the entire assemblage of 

their forest creature friends who, guided by the instinctive 

communion of their kind, had responded with joy that one 

of their own had returned to the living world. 

It was a day that the people of New Town would 

remember for the rest of their lives as they had watched 

with bemused amazement the solemn procession of small 

creatures down from the forest and into their human 

space. Seemingly undeterred by their proximity to 

humans, hundreds of tiny creatures had made their way to 

the hospital where Heloise had lain and, together with Cat 

and Dog, had maintained a vigil outside her window until, 

sensing that her struggle with death was over, they had 
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collectively begun a rejoicing celebration of birdsong and 

forest chatter. 

Sensing their presence, Thomé took himself to the 

window and, awed by their multitude, flung the casement 

wide so that Heloise could hear what her senses had 

already told her, that the collective of creatures both great 

and small were outside sounding out their joy. 

For the forest creatures, life, death and birth are an 

everyday experience which they all take in their stride. But 

for most who mate for life, the loss of any one of a mated 

pair who have not yet created young of their own, is a loss 

that all agonise over. Thus, recognising that Thomé and 

Heloise were, in their terms, a mated pair, the celebration 

was a simple sharing and extension of their own joy at 

being re-united after a struggle with death. 

And in their manner, having waited out the death struggle 

and in their collective way claimed a victory in which all 

shared the effort of will, one by one and pair by pair, the 

forest creatures now all quietly took their leave. 

Strengthened immensely and deeply humbled by this 

incredible welcome back to life, Heloise felt the energy of 

life flowing back into her veins and, with spirits soaring 

she rose to join Thomé at the window, stumbling 

momentarily as her legs sought traction once again. 

Concerned, Thomé reached out for her to give her support 

and arm in arm the pair thus stood offering their silent 
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thanks to this multitude of creatures whom, they both 

sensed, had played as much a part as the medical team 

had done in the battle of wills that had overcome the evil 

of premature death. 

Thus it was that Heloise was both overcome with both joy 

in her heart at her physical reunion with all these souls 

who had for so long peopled her world, but curiously also, 

she sensed an inexplicable sense of loss; that she had 

been forced to initially fight this fight on her own while 

Thomé was far away living his carefree student life....and 

there was something more; something dimly perceived but 

also lost! 

It helped not at all that she knew it had been her own 

decision to remain silent about her fears that she might 

have fallen pregnant as punishment for defying the taboo 

laid upon her so long ago by her father. Inexplicably, and 

defying logic, resentment now came to lay its clammy 

hand upon her heart at the very moment when she was 

experiencing the extraordinary joy of her own resurrection 

and the shared acclaim of a multitude of forest creatures. 

No amount of their radiated love, nor the reassuring 

warmth of Thomé’s strong arms wrapped around her to 

protect her from the chill of the early summer air coming in 

through the window, could quite remove this unwanted 

stain of resentment which death had left upon her soul as 

its jealously parting shot. 
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Heloise felt the need to withdraw from the circle of love 

into her own space while she came to terms with this 

tumult of emotions flooding her being. So she gently 

unpeeled Tomé’s arm and made her way to the adjoining 

bathroom. 

Thomé was instantly at her side again to assist her lest 

she stumble in her weakened state, but she indicated that 

she had no need of his assistance as she quietly but firmly 

closed the door in his face. 

Aggrieved and uncertain about how to handle this 

rejection, Thomé stood staring at the closed door until he 

heard the gushing sound of the toilet flushing followed, 

almost immediately by the hiss of the shower and, 

realising that she needed to be alone in order to go about 

her ablutions, he returned to his seat beside her bed. 

But Thomé could not restrain himself for long. It had been 

over a month since he had last seen Heloise and the past 

long hours at her unconscious bedside had also taken 

their toll. Eventually, no longer able to bear being parted 

from her for another second, he once again tried the door 

and was relieved to find that she had not locked him out. 

Sensing this as a sign that his renewed presence might be 

welcome, he eased the door handle and slowly made his 

way back into the bathroom. 

Heloise was standing naked with her back to him at the 

partially-opened bathroom window and was once again 
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basking in the magic of welcoming bird-song. Thomé was 

instantly overwhelmed by the sight of her symmetrical 

beauty; her slender shoulders tapering down to a narrow 

waistline and outward again around beautifully-rounded 

buttocks before the line descended in a fresh taper down 

to slim ankles and a last rounding of delicate heels. 

Transfixed, all Thomé could do was stare until his own 

need to hold her again took charge and in two steps he 

again had her in his arms. 

As Heloise turned her head slightly to welcome his 

embrace, tilting her head back so that it could now rest 

lightly upon his shoulder and her breath could delicately 

fan his face, she again felt the magnificent surging of her 

own longing for this man who for so long had filled the 

firmament of her world with his gentle presence. 

Simultaneously and with extraordinary newness she felt a 

vibration of warmth in her loins and then the familiar 

surging of heat that marked the onset of orgasm triggered 

by nothing more than Theme’s arms about her. The 

sensation was not at all new to her, but always in the past 

it had been triggered by Tomé’s gentle fingers stroking her 

vagina and, more recently, when he had penetrated her 

with his penis.  

But now it had happened without those triggers and she 

was momentarily puzzled before giving herself over 

completely to the emotional surge that flooded her body. 
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Thomé, aroused by her now familiar simultaneous intake 

of breath, rapidly unzipped himself and plunged into her 

from behind, catching her orgasm as it rose to a 

crescendo and rising in unison with her into a 

simultaneous ejaculation. 

Then, sensing that his penis was becoming flaccid and, 

unable to resist the demands of her body that this intimate 

contact be prolonged as long as possible, she took his 

penis in both her hands and, turning, re-inserted it into her 

vagina before raising both her legs to lock herself about 

him in the ultimate embrace of lovers. 

Thus coupled, Thomé could easily move for both of them 

and returned with her to her sick bed for yet another bout 

of love-making. 

At some point in this chain of events, one of them had the 

presence of mind to rise and lock the door that linked her 

private ward with the hustle and bustle of the hospital 

corridor outside and so it was some time later that a 

gentle tapping on the door brought both of them back to 

reality. 

Thomé hastily climbed off her bed while Heloise drew up 

the covers to conceal her naked body.  

But not even a blind person would have been deceived 

about what had been happening, and certainly not 

Heloise’s physician when Thomé opened the door to him. 
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With gentle amusement flickering his lips, he took in the 

scene immediately and, feeling for her still racing pulse, 

he expressed his joy that Heloise had returned in such 

miraculous fashion to the land of the living. 

Then, with an expression on his face that left no doubt in 

the minds of any of them, he said quietly, “If it were my 

professional opinion to offer, I would advise the best tonic 

for your recuperation young lady might be for the two of 

you to consider marriage...and quite soon.” 

   

 

 

  

 

 

 

Chapter Two 

A New Start 
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The physician’s departure together with an instruction to 

the hospital matron that Heloise could be discharged in 24 

hours if there was no subsequent deterioration in her 

condition, left Thomé and Heloise sitting in her ward with 

guilty smiles on their faces. 

Grinning like a Cheshire cat that had just got the cream, 

Thomé told Heloise he was convinced they simply could 

not continue behaving the way they had been doing. 

“Good thing I locked the door,” she responded. But the 

happiness she now radiated made it clear that she would 

not really have minded if the whole world had broken in on 

their love-making because it was the simple outstanding 

proof that the two of them belonged together and the act 

of doing so had bridged the tiny differences that had 

grown up between them during Tomé’s absence at 

university. 

Together, they believed, they could face down the world. 

Together they were giants and, as always in the afterglow 

of this ultimate expression of their mutual dependence, 

they both knew that each belonged to the other forever. 

“Seriously now,” Thomé said, “this short time away from 

you has been pure agony. I simply cannot bare being 

parted from you any longer.” 

Heloise nodded in agreement, signifying that if Thomé 

only knew the half of it, her time apart from him had been 
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the worst she ever remembered…far worse than the times 

when he had been away at school. 

“I don’t want it to happen anymore,” he said solemnly. 

“Why don’t you come and join me at university? Couldn’t 

we just live together up there and be together forever like 

we have always been here,” he pondered aloud? 

“You know my father would never allow that,” she 

responded bringing both of them immediately back to 

reality. 

“Maybe,” he mused, “We could get married in the 

holidays. I mean, everybody knows that we are going to 

do so eventually, so what’s to stop us doing it right away?” 

As the two pondered the thought, the more they thought 

about it the more they both liked it. 

“Then,” said Thomé, “We could get a small apartment 

near varsity and you could be a student there. It wouldn’t 

cost any more that our both being in a res!” 

“But we are so young,” she responded. “Surely they would 

not allow that.” 

“Well,” said Thomé, “I think we should just tell everyone 

we are engaged to be married and plan to marry these 

holidays. Let them think or say what they like,” he added 

with a note of indignation in his voice. 
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Their musing was now interrupted by the bustling arrival of 

the ward nurse to get Heloise started on her new day; a 

time for pulse and temperature-taking, bed fluffing without 

even a blink of expression to record her thoughts about 

Heloise being stark naked beneath the bed sheets and 

still radiating the heat of their love-making. 

“And I think young man you will need to get off home for a 

rest and a shower. You must have been here for at least 

36 hours,” effectively hustling him out of the door before 

he even realized he had been given his marching orders. 

Returning briefly to stick his head back through the door, 

all he could manage was a brief “I’ll be back in an hour or 

two,” before he was again hustled out. 

Knowing better to argue with the nursing staff, Thomé 

headed out for the car park, but only as he climbed into 

his car did he realize how tired he was, exhausted by both 

the demands of emergency travel, lack of sleep, and 

overwhelmingly as well by the emotional anxiety of the 

long hours of his vigil when, for so long he had feared she 

was slipping away. 

He had barely slept for two days since the message had 

arrived telling him about Heloise’s condition. To think that 

the last time he had properly slept in a bed had been in 

his university residence from which he had leapt in a panic 

at the news that Heloise was dying. 
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The race to arrange an emergency seat on an aircraft and 

the dash to get to the airport for a flight he very nearly 

missed, were all a blurred memory. Then had followed the 

long hours of waiting at Heloise’s bedside as the fever 

raged within her body before the final turning point came, 

followed by a remarkably rapid recovery. 

With a knowledgeable look at the two of them once he 

had finished examining Heloise, the physician had 

advised them the cause of the septicemia that had 

invaded her body would remain an open question. 

“No need to bother parents and family with problems that 

they don’t have to deal with,” he had commented before 

adding.” But I would think of getting married” if I were 

you.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 
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A Big Surprise 

Cook woke Thomé with a hot cup of tea and the news 

that the family lawyer was waiting to see him in the library. 

He had better not waste time because lawyer’s time was 

expensive, she added with a meaningful look which, 

Thomé knew of long childhood experience, was not a 

comment to be lightly ignored! 

Ed Branson of Branson and Haines, the family’s long-

serving attorney had a very complicated story to explain to 

Thomé. It seemed, as Thomé already knew, that his late 

father had, at his mother’s urging, set up a trust fund that 

would ensure that if anything went wrong with his ever-

riskier business ventures, there would be sufficient money 

set aside to ensure that Thomé’s education was well 

taken care of. 

What nobody knew, however, was that in the days before 

he had taken his own life, Thomé’s father had pledged 

every cent of the trust fund to something called a “Put 

Option” which meant that the trust had the right to put 

millions of the now virtually worthless shares in Bob 

Wellington-Browne’s Energy Corporation into the hands of 

speculators who had agreed to advance the “Put” at a 

price that discounted the peak of the share market price 

by only a modest percentage. Since the shares were now 

standing at less than five percent of their peak value, the 
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Trust was now able to buy up huge quantities at bargain 

basement value and deliver them at top dollar. 

The effect of it was that Thomé’s Trust was now worth 

arguably more than Bob Wellington-Browne had ever 

been at the peak of his wealth. As the sole beneficiary, all 

Thomé was required to do was sanction that the 

transaction go ahead any time within the next 60 days. 

However, in the opinion of Branson and Haines, the share 

price was not likely to fall much further and, in any case, it 

would take some time to arrange the transaction which 

involved buying up the heavily-discounted shares in small 

enough quantities so as not to start pushing them upward 

in price and to then deliver them to the speculators who 

had sold the “Put.” 

All Ed Branson required was Thomé’s signature on a 

document allowing the firm to go ahead with the process. 

Ed cautioned, however, that there could well be a 

backlash from Energy Corporation shareholders who had 

lost billions in the crash because Bob Wellington-Browne 

would obviously have known that his suicide, and the 

rapid public discovery thereafter that the company was 

bankrupt, would have sent the shares plummeting. 

“You could face some very serious adverse publicity if this 

thing becomes known,” warned Ed Branson. “However, 

since you are the only beneficiary and could hardly have 
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known what your father planned, we are confident that 

you are in a sound legal position. 

“Just understand, however, that quite a lot of people might 

not take as charitable view of this, particularly the 

speculators who agreed to sell your father the Put Option. 

Given the billions that are involved, they are likely to be 

financially devastated by this and so it would be surprising 

if they did not come after you. 

“Our suggestion is that you sign the authority for us to go 

ahead, and we will deal with whatever the outcome if, or 

when it happens.” 

Thomé’s dilemma was plain. Already the family name was 

mud and many of the families in the valley had taken the 

situation to justify turning their erstwhile envy of the 

Wellington-Brownes into moral indignation. 

Both Thomé and his mother had experienced their scorn 

and Heloise, because of her long association with the 

family, had similarly taken considerable pain at school and 

in the village. 

Now, this new development could only heap more scorn 

upon the family. And yet, there were billions involved 

which Thomé might well employ to try to rectify much of 

the harm his father’s actions had caused so many people, 

both in the village and in the country as a whole. 



The Heart of the  

 

17 
 

Furthermore, Thomé was in the midst of year-end exams 

and he had to get back to the university as soon as 

possible to resume them. So the decision had to be taken 

right away. 

Persuasively, Ed pointed out that as things were, the 

factories and mill in New Town were currently at risk of 

closure following the collapse of the Energy Corporation 

and that meant that scores of local jobs were on the line. 

“I am not exaggerating when I say that you have it in your 

power to save the town. With just a small part of the 

proceeds of this Put, you could buy the factories out of 

liquidation and assure hundreds of jobs as well as the 

welfare of the town itself. 

“With respect, we do not believe you have any option but 

to exercise this option no matter the moral issues. 

“And, of course, you also need to realize that if you take 

no action, if you simply allow the Put to expire then the 

entire value of your trust fund is gone. Its entire value was 

used by your father to buy the Put and so, if you do not 

exercise it, there will be nothing left for you to live on. 

“All your money will be gone!” 
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Chapter Four 

A time of change 

Heeding the call of nature, Thomé headed down the 

aircraft aisle to a bank of toilets toward the rear and, 

inevitably, found them all occupied with a lone woman 

waiting ahead of him. Troubled as he was by the surging 

thoughts that had been preoccupying him since his 

hurried departure from New Town, he was still churning 

over in his mind the issues and decisions that had been 

laid upon him by the family lawyers. But even more so, he 

had been troubled by the changes he sensed in Heloise. 

Wrapped up in his thoughts, Thomé had not paid much 

attention to the squat woman ahead of him in the queue 

but now his curiosity was aroused by the rhythmic 

swaying of her body and, paying attention to her for the 

first time, Thomé realized she was breast-feeding her 

child. As this realization struck him he simultaneously 

realized that he alone was party to this act of great 

intimacy between mother and child, and by something that 

had never before occurred to him; that this relationship he 

was witness to could only exist between a mother and her 

child. Obviously it was something no man could ever 

experience. 
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The child was tiny: clearly no more than a few weeks old 

and, realizing that one day soon he could be a father; 

indeed had Heloise not aborted their first creation he 

might soon have been, Thomé was immediately aware of 

a flood of emotions the like of which he had never before 

experienced. 

Until now there had only been Heloise and himself making 

up his emotional world and yet the very love-making that 

was the consummation of their togetherness was likely to 

create a separation. Bringing a third soul into their tightly-

bound equation represented a change that Thomé was 

not yet emotionally prepared for. Furthermore, here before 

him was being enacted an experience to which he could 

only ever be a silent witness. Was it possible that man 

could ever have such a bond with a child as was so 

evident in this intimate act of feeding? 

Pondering, for the first time in his life, the links that must 

obviously grow between mother and child in the long 

months that the tiny thing grows within her from gestation 

to the point of partition, Thomé was struck by the profound 

realization that no man would ever be able to experience 

this ultimate relationship between two souls. The bond 

that had grown between Heloise and himself had seemed 

so all-encompassing that he had never contemplated the 

possibility of something greater than it. Yet here before 

him, in its stark simplicity reenacting an image that had 

been witnessed by countless males throughout history, 

was the profound truth of the difference between genders. 
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Playing out before his eyes alone in the sleeping aircraft 

was a scene of such remarkable intimacy that he felt like 

an intruder and he was embarrassed that he had been so 

wrapped up in his own thoughts that he had without 

realization been staring like a voyeur upon an ultimate act 

of female intimacy. 

How often had he observed without really thinking about it 

how pregnant women, almost unconsciously, rhythmically 

stroked their swollen bellies with precisely the same 

tempo as this woman was now maintaining as she 

swayed there before him, gently rocking her feeding 

infant? 

Embarrassed that he could not tear his eyes away for the 

scene, but luxuriating in the fact that he had been allowed 

to share it, his thoughts finally impacted upon the woman 

who, opening her eyes, gave him a long slow smile of 

recognition which immediately encompassed him in her 

world as if to say, “It’s OK. There is enough room in my 

love for this child to share it with you as well.” 

Now her smile broadened.”You do not have children of 

your own do you,” she whispered.  

Realising that what she was really saying was that he had 

no need to feel embarrassed, Thomé replied that he had 

as yet not been so fortunate. 

Then the woman offered him the simplest, and yet 

arguably the most profound truth that he had until then 
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ever encountered: “To give birth is the sole reason for 

living. It is the greatest blessing any human being can 

receive and I pray that such joy will be yours before too 

long.” 

With that her concentration returned to her child and 

Thomé realized that the episode was closed. Now he was 

again a mere onlooker. But somehow in the process he 

had progressed from boyhood to manhood in those few 

moments of admission to an adult world of new 

responsibility which totally eclipsed the dilemma of his 

father’s business legacy. And, with it, a chill of 

apprehension as he sensed the great dilemma that most 

young men have to face at some time in their lives 

Intuitively he had recently sensed a change in Heloise, 

one that would require reciprocation from himself: the 

ultimate choice that all men have to inevitably make as 

they pass into adulthood; to give up the easy 

carelessness of youth and take up the burden of 

responsibility for family and the wider community. 

Thomé was not sure he was yet ready for that. Neither 

was he sure that he wanted to give up the care-free 

relationship he had with Heloise; to relinquish the simple 

joy of her constant company in all their youthful 

adventures in order to take on the role of guardianship of 

the nest she so evidently was now intent upon building for 

the two of them, or rather to put it into more practical 

terms, to become the provider and defender of a home 
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with all the daily responsibilities he had observed adults 

having to take on. 

Life until now has been so simple, personified by the small 

boy whose daily routine consisted of pulling on a pair of 

shorts, pocketing an apple and a handful of biscuits from 

Cook’s kitchen before letting himself, Dog and Cat out into 

the forest for a day of rambling adventure.  

Adults, on the other hand, had in his observation their 

entire day dictated to them from their first awakening by 

an endless and tedious process that began with shaving, 

putting on a tight collar and tie and a strait jacket of a suit 

and leather shoes before spending an hour with a boring 

newspaper over breakfast and then heading out for an 

office where every minute was scheduled by phone calls 

and meetings without a single moment for such delicious 

things as lying on one’s back beside a forest pool listening 

to the birds singing. 

“I am not ready to make that change,” he thought to 

himself. And why did he need to? Accepting as they both 

had that living apart in separate towns was something that 

neither of them wished to ever contemplate again, the 

only issue was how they could accomplish a move that 

could see Heloise moving to the same university as 

himself so that they could make a home together. 

If, to achieve that they would need to marry in order to 

satisfy her father and the conventions of society, then so 
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be it. Marriage was merely a legal formality so far as he 

understood things and it would not really change anything. 

Or would it? 

Thomé’s thoughts were interrupted by an annoying “Ping” 

as the overhead indicator lights came on instructing him to 

return to his seat and buckle up, forcing him once again to 

reflect upon how aircraft seats seemed deliberately 

designed to reinforce the discomforts of being an adult.  

He was facing a major examination in the morning and he 

desperately needed some sleep but instead, the sharp 

angularity of the seat frame embraced him like that 

ultimate mediaeval instrument of torture, the Iron Maiden, 

frustrating his every effort to find a way to wrap his body 

into some semblance of relaxation while his tortured brain 

circled endlessly around the inescapable challenges that 

life was now starting to thrust upon him. 

In addition to the new issues surrounding Heloise and his 

inheritance were the curriculum demands of the courses 

he had elected to study. Given his instinctive insight into 

animal behavior Thomé had been guided into studying 

biological sciences where, in vain he had been confronted 

with demands that he participate in the dissection of tiny 

creatures which had been killed for the purpose. 

His refusal had brought him into confrontation with his 

professors who had insisted that he perform these 
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experiments. Thomé, with equal determination had 

refused. 

Recognising his obvious genius and the affinity that he 

seemed to possess with all minor life forms, the 

academics had concluded that this was one student who 

simply could not be permitted to simply drop out of their 

classes since they sensed a brilliant career that would 

ultimately heap considerable glory upon their faculty. 

But Thomé had with equal determination insisted that 

there was no need for him to kill and dissect animals in 

order to understand how they were put together. Indeed, 

even as an undergraduate he had demonstrated such 

insight into the bodily functions and interrelatedness of 

species that it was clear his instinctive understanding for, 

what he described as the synchronicity of life, 

demonstrated that he operated on an intellectual plane so 

far above that of those who purported to teach him, that 

many of the faculty were inclined to defer to his 

determination and simply let him be in order to see where 

Thomé’s own path of progress ultimately led him. The 

wise among his faculty meanwhile saw clearly that great 

things were inevitable. 

However, a determined group of diehards demanded that 

all students stick to the orthodox rote of learning. They 

themselves had trod this route and so, they argued, no 

exceptions should be made, even for students of 

acknowledged brilliance. There could be no substitute, 
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they argued, for the tactile hands-on process of learning 

through dissection, and they refused to accept that one 

could learn everything one needed from text books 

without the need for actually killing living creatures. 

Furthermore, they argued that if Thomé’s views were 

allowed to prevail, and he were awarded a degree without 

performing the dissections, there would be a significant 

break-down of discipline. 

Tempers had flared and attitudes ultimately boiled over 

when Thomé’s perspectives convinced a large enough 

group of students to take up his point of view and actively 

boycott dissections. But the last straw came when some 

students, presumably led by Thomé, broke into the 

storage facility were animals were kept and released them 

all. 

His supporters finally conceded that enough was enough 

and Thomé had been barred from the faculty, which was 

in fact where he was anyway headed having exhausted all 

that he believed the Biological Sciences Faculty had to 

teach him. 

His departure was, furthermore accelerated by his 

frustration with the lab creatures themselves since, upon 

release, most simply lingered refusing to leave their 

comfortable cages. Those whom Thomé and his fellow 

students removed and set on their way to freedom mostly 

milled about trying to find their way back to their warm 

straw-lined prisons with their steady supply of food. Even 
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though they knew that all were destined to die, it seemed 

that their reasoning went along the lines that death was 

inevitable at some stage and so, if theirs was likely to be a 

little premature, then it was a reasonable enough price to 

pay for not having to participate in the daily struggle to 

feed and defend themselves which was the ordinary lot of 

wild creatures. 

In vain Thomé had tried to reach into their minds but the 

simple lab creatures blocked him out and, in the end he 

had come away frustrated and angry. In time, however, he 

came to realize that the lab animals were not much 

different from the majority of his fellow humans who were 

similarly happy to be enslaved by “The System” which 

ensured that the bulk of their lives would be lived out in a 

half-life of drudgery circumscribed by a peer pressure-

controlled life which dictated that most would labour 

perpetually enslaved to mortgages and the banking 

system in return for a media-induced yearning to possess 

material goods for which they, in truth, had little need. 

He had accordingly moved on, following his nose into an 

unusual combination of psychology and physics where he 

was again making waves by challenging orthodox theories 

about the nature of matter. In vain once more the 

academics had argued that undergraduates had, if 

necessary by rote, to learn the accepted theories for only 

upon these foundation stones could one then proceed to 

the new frontier of Quantum Physics where Thomé had 

finally found his intellectual home. Ironically, it was not in 
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the lecture room but rather at student parties in smoke-

filled rooms where cheap wine and cold pizza-fuelled 

earnest discussions about the meaning of life that Thomé  

found a new sense of direction that was to become 

increasingly all-consuming. It began when, at one of these 

parties, someone mentioned the paradox of Schrödinger's 

cat. 

From his earliest childhood, Thomé had on countless 

occasions lain on his back in the garden at night 

pondering the heavens and wondering what lay beyond 

those millions of twinkling suns such unthinkable light 

years away. In his mind the universe was like some vast 

childhood toy; a giant flask filled with sparkling jewels. But 

if indeed the universe was contained, as his high school 

science teacher had solemnly advised him, like DNA 

within a double helix spiral, then what lay beyond the 

spiral? Nothing in his earthly experience, where 

everything had measurable limits, had prepared him for 

the concept of infinite nothingness lying beyond the Milky 

Way. Surely if one were able to travel at infinite speed 

through the universe one must eventually reach some sort 

of boundary. But if there were a boundary, then what lay 

beyond? His mind simply could not comprehend 

nothingness that went on forever and ever…could not 

conceive of infinity! 

But then he had come across references to the thoughts 

of the early quantum physicists who argued that matter 

and energy were interchangeable and further, that the 
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material world only came into being following an immense 

explosion known popularly as the Big Bang which 

coincided with the arrival of humankind and their ability to 

think. Once there was conscious thought; once people 

thought of things, then they became reality.  

The proof of this reality had been evident in signposts 

throughout history. Thomé was quite young when he first 

came across the paradox of Claudius Ptolemy, a Greco-

Egyptian mathematician and astronomer who lived in 

Alexandria from AD85 to AD165 and who developed a 

model that predicted the movements of the Sun, Moon, 

planets, and stars. His model, called the Ptolemaic 

System, visualized an Earth-centered universe and 

assumed that all astronomical objects moved at constant 

speeds in circular orbits. The circle was considered by the 

ancients to be the perfect shape and, regardless of the 

evidence against circular orbits, Ptolemy built his model to 

fit this idea.  

The Ptolemaic model is one of history’s longest-upheld 

scientific theories: it was the cornerstone of astronomy for 

over 1 400 years and, here is the catch; it depended in 

part upon an assumption that the world was flat…because 

that was what the ancients believed was the case. Thus, 

for the next 1400 years the model accordingly worked. It 

was only once Nicolaus Copernicus came along that 

things changed. Copernicus, who was born in Torun, 

Poland in 1473 was a Renaissance-era mathematician 

and astronomer who formulated a model of the universe 
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that placed the Sun rather than the Earth at the center of 

the universe. Thereafter the Ptolemaic model ceased to 

be an accurate means whereby mankind was able to 

navigate planet earth. All of which posed the question; if 

all mankind assumed that the world was flat, then might it 

have at that time actually been flat? And once mankind 

collectively began to believe that it was round, did it 

actually then become round? 

For most ordinary folk these thoughts were simply beyond 

comprehension and, furthermore, probably irrelevant 

because they did not impact their everyday lives in any 

perceivable manner. But for Thomé here was another 

great imponderable to keep him awake at night; of matter 

and non-matter existing simultaneously side by side in the 

theory of the quantum physicists.  

The source of the story of Schrödinger’s cat was a long-

haired intellectual known to everyone as Ginger on 

account of his flaming red hair; a person of great 

significance on campus because, notwithstanding his 

unkempt albinoesque appearance, he seemed to possess 

an unlimited attraction for the most beautiful women 

students. Ginger’s thoughts and exploits were accordingly 

held in great regard by everyone, if only because if one 

could be like Ginger perhaps one might be just as 

successful with women. 
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As an impressionable student, Thomé was not immune to 

the hero-worship that Ginger attracted but Thomé was 

also given to silent contemplation of the inexplicable, and 

what Ginger had to say that evening was more intriguing 

than most. As Ginger related the story, an Austrian 

physicist known as Erwin Schrödinger, a contemporary of 

physicists Max Planck and Albert Einstein, had developed 

an argument, later known as Schrödinger’s cat, to explain 

the theory then held by physicists that matter existed 

simultaneously in the form of matter and energy; a theory 

then known as the Copenhagen Interpretation. 

Albert Einstein’s Theory of Relativity was inherent in this 

relationship between matter and energy and it had, as 

Ginger explained, ultimately been proved to be correct 

when the first atomic bomb was exploded on July 16 1945 

in New Mexico USA. 

In Schrödinger’s example a cat is placed in a locked steel 

chamber together with a radioactive isotope and a Geiger 

counter to which is attached a hammer mechanism and a 

vial of cyanide. If the Geiger counter detects the release of 

atomic energy from the radio-active sample, it triggers the 

descent of the hammer which crushes the vial of cyanide 

and kills the cat. Thus, since there is a 50/50 chance of 

the cat living or dying, the cat’s life depends upon whether 

or not the radio-active material has decayed and emitted 

radiation. 
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Since it is inevitable that, in time, radio activity will be 

detected, it is only a matter of time before the mechanism 

is triggered and the cat is killed.  

However, since the cat cannot be seen by an external 

observer until the steel chamber is opened again, the 

“Copenhagen interpretation” implies that “the cat remains 

both alive and dead” until the state has been observed. If 

the Copenhagen interpretation suggests the radioactive 

material can have simultaneously decayed and not 

decayed in the sealed environment, then it follows the cat 

too is both alive and dead until the box is opened. 

Common sense tells us this is not the case, and 

Schrödinger used this to highlight the limits of the 

Copenhagen interpretation when applied to practical 

situations. The cat is actually either dead or alive, whether 

or not it has been observed. 

“It prevents us from so naively accepting as valid a 

"blurred model" for representing reality,” Schrödinger 

wrote. “In itself, this would not embody anything unclear or 

contradictory.” 

 
“Schrödinger,” said Ginger, “did not wish to promote the 

idea of dead-and-alive cats as a serious possibility. On the 

contrary, he intended the example to illustrate the 

absurdity of the existing interpretation of quantum 

mechanics.  
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And yet, when American scientists exploded the first 

atomic bomb in 1945, they dramatically proved the 

relationship between matter and energy that the quantum 

physicists had postulated…and so it was also correct to 

assume that Schrödinger’s Cat was both simultaneously 

alive and dead! 

By the time Ginger had finished his explanation, most of 

the partygoers had drifted off in search of other sources of 

entertainment and only Thomé was still paying attention, 

his imagination running wild with the realization that if 

Ginger was correct in his logic then reality was whatever 

one chose to make of it, a fact he had long ago well 

understood when he and Heloise had thought into reality a 

whole legion of creatures in their forest world back in New 

Town. 

However, in Ginger’s world of quantum physics, the proof 

of this interrelationship between thought and reality 

became immutable once scientists set about measuring 

events. The implication was thus that mankind – or rather 

the minds of men - had shaped the universe. But Thomé 

knew that the forest creatures, which had for so long 

peopled his childhood world of forests and woodland, 

were thinking creatures as well with their own rational 

understanding of the world about them. Thus, Thomé 

concluded if it were true that the thoughts of sentient 

creatures like mankind had effectively shaped the 

universe, then it would be surely wrong to assume that 

only mankind could be part of this process of imaginative 
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creation. Surely all thinking creatures must be included in 

this process? They were, after all, little different from 

mankind.  

Indeed, might it not be so that the forest creatures in fact 

played a far more important role than man himself. Unlike 

mankind which had long ago ended his dependence upon 

the immutable cycles of the seasons, the whole existence 

of the forest creatures depended upon their individual 

sensitivity to the multitudinous daily changes in weather 

patterns; the turning of the seasons which governed their 

daily activity of food-gathering and storage, and of mating 

at the appropriate time so that their young might be born 

at a time when the weather was sufficiently benign as to 

assure their offspring of the best possible chance of 

survival. 

They were, in other words, collectively, entirely dependent 

upon their environment, the seasons and the weather. 

And, if that were so, might it not be equally true that if their 

own internal seasonal calendars were so closely aligned 

to the rhythms of the universe that they were in fact the 

real custodians of the fabric of the universe, of the cycles 

of the weather and its very continuity? 

Mankind, for example, was aware of the changing of the 

seasons inasmuch as the summer meant seaside 

holidays and mountain hiking. But, if summer came a few 

days later that it should, man would simply keep on 

wearing his overcoat for a few extra days.  
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For creatures that hibernated through the winter with 

slowed bodily systems intended to ensure that their 

summer-stored body fat would keep their bodies alive 

through the winter, any significant change in the timing of 

the seasons  

might spell disaster. Might it thus not be so that by their 

collective consciousness, the forest creatures actually 

governed the rhythm of the seasons? 

Might they, in other words, not be providing the 

metaphysical backbone which actually held the entire 

universe together. 

And why should one end the equation with the forest 

creatures? Thomé’s isolated childhood had resulted in his 

spending so much time with the forest creatures that he 

had developed the ability to converse with many of them 

within the limitations of their own manner of conversation 

and he had accordingly long been aware that they were 

capable of considerable rational thought. Where the forest 

creatures most differed from mankind, however, was their 

unquestioning approach to the events that shaped their 

daily lives. 

To give this a simple example, where the forest creatures 

were content to use the same pathways that had been 

shaped generations ago by their earliest ancestors, 

mankind was essentially lazy and accordingly was 

perpetually seeking the shortest way home.  
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Thus, had a giant tree once blocked the path, then the 

pathway simply curved around the tree. But when in time 

the tree withered, died and rotted away, the forest 

creatures would continue to take the original path that 

curved around where the tree had once stood.  

And of course, in the fullness of time new trees would 

grow in the place of the old one and so the logic of the 

curving pathway was never questioned by the forest 

creatures. 

Man, however, might very likely cut away the new 

saplings for fire wood and in the process straighten the 

pathway once it became obvious that this was an easier 

route home. The forest creatures would, of course 

continue to use the old curving pathway unless something 

like an avalanche eventually blocked it. Then, the forest 

creatures would turn to using the new pathway made by 

men; but only then. 

As an undergraduate student, Thomé had tried to explain 

these thoughts to his professors and, recognizing there 

here was one student whose thoughts should never be 

lightly dismissed, the more enlightened of them had 

pressed him to find a way to move on from theory to 

scientific proof. If you cannot prove a theory 

experimentally, they argued, then it would remain just an 

interesting theory. 
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Now Thomé was headed back for the university where 

later in the morning he was to come before a panel of 

academics who would either confer upon him a Masters 

degree or reject his ideas. And rejection was a high 

possibility if Thomé could not come up with, at the very 

least, an experimental method which might in time offer 

the vital proof he needed.  

And without a degree his tenure at the university was at 

an end with the only future lying ahead of him to return to 

New Town to take up the managerial demands of what 

remained of his father’s industrial empire. That, together 

with marriage, setting up a home and getting locked into 

the daily working routines of businessmen which Thomé 

had long come to despise, was something he was simply 

not yet ready for. 

If only Heloise were beside him now so that he could talk 

this thing through, he realized, the solution would quickly 

come to mind as had always been the case in the past. 

It was not that Heloise herself could provide the answers 

but rather that talking over things with her required him to 

set out his arguments in logical order and in the process 

the answers had always seemed to come as an inevitable 

consequence. They quite simply just popped into his mind 

as he spoke to her. But when she was not there, the logic 

always seemed incomplete. 
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Methodically now, Thomé began to imagine her seated 

beside himself on the aircraft until her presence beside 

him became almost real enough to be able to reach out 

and hold her. And then Thomé set about explaining his 

theory to her step by step and as he did so he saw the 

answers beginning to take shape. And finally, he was able 

to fall into an exhausted sleep deeply contented again 

because he could now feel her presence beside himself.  

With a wry smile he realized that Heloise was, like 

Schrödinger’s Cat, both beside him in a loving embrace 

and, simultaneously home in bed in New Town. 

The first proof he would offer his professors was now 

simple. He would show the academics that the forest 

creatures were capable of rational thought and 

communication between themselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


