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PREFACE 

As a young man not long out of college, I took a job as a 

Health Surveyor (Health Inspector) for the Murweh Shire in 

Western Queensland. So began an eighteen-month residence 

in Charleville, a town where I knew not a soul.  

Said to be an Aboriginal name for a waterhole, Murweh 

had been a pastoral run in the early days of settlement in the 

Warrego River region.   

Being a health inspector was not a job much respected by 

the people of the town. A necessary job that stays in the 

background unnoticed until the absence of a one is felt. The 

Shire had been without a Health Surveyor for at least a year 

following the retirement of the previous inspector. 

This public facing job proved doubly hard for an introvert 

such as me. I was the Outsider who stayed outside even as 

the months wore on. I thought I could be happy all by myself.  

So, I would go off to work each morning, go through the 

motions of the job, then go home and lose myself in a fantasy 

world of invention. I was moving into uncharted territory as 

the effects of social isolation took me further and further 

from reality.  

It was a journey with neither compass nor map. Before 

long I was lost, had gone so far that I doubted I could ever 

find my way back to a balanced state of mind.  
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PART I: 

CHARLEVILLE, THE TOWN 

Travel 800 kilometres west from Queensland’s capital 

Brisbane on the Warrego Highway and you will reach 

Charleville, a handsome town established in the 1860’s. A 

town that grew to be an important regional centre in the 

heart of Queensland’s outback.  

 

As generations of outback folk have drifted to the coastal 

cities, today it is a well-preserved historic town in with 

around 5,000 residents. In its hey-day, the town was larger, 

quite a bit larger.  

 

Corones Hotel, Charleville. 



 

To get there, drive another 300 kilometres west on the old 

Warrego Highway past the sign that informs the traveller 

that they are entering The Outback. 

 

Museum, Alfred Street, Charleville. 

Charleville today is a half century journey back in time. 

The town still has the historic character of the past. No fast-

food franchises, no Coles or Woolworths, no Domino’s Pizza 

or Hungry Jacks. Modernity is for other towns; this one has 

kept its character.  

The main street is lined with fine public buildings and a 

grand colonial hotel like the Corones seen above. The main 

street looked just like this in the 1970’s when I lived there.  

The town was founded in the mid-1800’s about the time 

my Great Grandfather Henry Tuffley left Leicestershire for 

far-off Australia. Charleville was named after a town in 

County Cork by Irishman William Tully after whom the town 



 

in Far North Queensland was named. Tully has the 

distinction of being one of the wettest places in Queensland. 

Ironically, Charleville is one of the driest. Cattle would be the 

life blood of the area. Soon the region had become a major 

beef producer.  

The town sits on the banks of the Warrego River deep in 

the heart of Mulga Country, a large area of flat sandy plains 

stretching far to the South, down into New South Wales.  The 

region is home to millions of Mulga trees, an Acacia that 

thrives in the depleted sandy soils and little water. Seen from 

the air, the area looks like a green baize-covered billiard 

table stretching to the horizon.  

Lining the Warrego River are majestic red river gums with 

their roots down deep in the perennially moist soils deep 

under the river.  

 

Warrego River, Charleville. 

Water is the life blood of this country, and except for a 

flood every 20 years, it is a scarce commodity in these parts. 

As one local wryly observed: 

Whiskey is for drinking; water is for fighting. 

  



 

PART II: 

THE DESERT 

Return to the desert,  

Journey back to your heart of darkness  

And know the place for the first time. 

IN THE DESERT, YOU DON’T REMEMBER YOUR NAME 

In the city, we are surrounded by family, friends, creature 

comforts and all the social structures that we take for 

granted every day. In such a world we are one kind of 

creature. In the desert, we are another kind. There, you see 

that we wear civilization like a lycra body suit. It covers our 

original skin. But in the searing heat of the sun, this outer 

skin peels away, revealing our original self. The version 1.0 

human. The person we were before we learned about 

ourselves in society.  

In the desert, there is deep silence. Listen long enough and 

the silence reveals something raw, something primordial. 

Being alone here is not like being alone in a forest. 

Surrounded by life all around, one can enjoy the solitude of 

the forest. But the desert feels devoid of life, a vacuum, and 

so it feels lonely and a little dangerous.  

It is liberating to have no societal restraints, no 

expectations. But it is also scary to be vulnerable in the face 

of the primordial chaos of the void that could any moment 

destroy you.  

Spend time alone in the desert and ideas and desires that 

have long been submerged in the primordial soup of your 



 

subconscious rise to the surface. Primitive thoughts emerge 

and sit obstinately on the beach of consciousness like an 

unruly denizen of the deep, or unwelcome party guest that 

refuses to leave. At first you try to ignore it, then you 

confront it and demand it leave. But the gatecrasher will not 

leave. You cannot reason with it, nor can you make it go 

away. This is distressing and anxiety-producing.  

Strangely violent thoughts might go through your mind. A 

savage ‘kill or be killed’ mindset, perhaps not unlike what our 

distant ancestors had as their dominant way of thinking. Any 

moment they might be attacked and forced to defend 

themself, knowing that this could be the time and place 

where they die. 

For the city-slicker in the year 2020 who finds himself 

entertaining such thoughts, the experience can lead to a 

downward spiral into a savage state of mind. Once begun on 

this journey into the survival mind-set, the trajectory is not 

an easy one to turn around.  

HEART OF DARKNESS 

A well-read person might recognize the theme of Joseph 

Conrad's classic story Heart of Darkness, later to become the 

movie "Apocalypse Now". An intelligent, sophisticated 

urbanite placed in a primal environment descends deep into 

their own savage "heart of darkness" wherein they are 

capable of the most barbaric acts. Their intelligence making 

them appallingly creative killers.  

I once heard a talk from a famous psychologist who told 

the heart of darkness morality tale in different terms. We 

would like to think that if we had lived in Nazi Germany, that 



 

we would not become a Nazi. We might vehemently believe 

that there is no way I would be a cold-blooded mass 

murderer. I would be like Anne Frank, the courageous young 

Jewish woman who survived the pogrom. But the stark 

reality of this horrible situation is that the social pressure to 

conform and the will to survive makes most people into 

unwilling or willing collaborators. To resist was death, and 

people naturally go along to get along. So, let’s not kid 

ourselves about our presumed virtue. Deep down we are all 

capable of dreadful savagery. It is lucky for us that our 

civilized world is so structured to not allow the 

circumstances to come about.  

But here in the desert, we are brought face to face with 

this truth. That I and almost everyone else is capable of 

barbarous acts when the circumstances call for it. I had 

glimpsed this during my earlier time in the desert, and 

wrestled with it for years, trying to reconcile myself.  

I had found it easy enough to park this idea on the back 

burner while going about my daily life in society. But here in 

the silent desert, this primal part of human nature somehow 

comes into stark focus, demanding to be acknowledged.  

I AM EVIL, BUT I AM ALSO DIVINE 

Sitting beside the river among the tall gums, with the 

breeze sighing gently in the leaves, I faced the truth that I had 

approached but shied away from 40 years earlier. Deep 

down I am evil, or at least have the potential to be evil down 

in my lizard brain. My “original sin".  

And following this came the balancing thought that I also 

have a higher self. Born with a spark of divine consciousness, 



 

a gift from a benign creator. There it waits, a shining city on 

the hill waiting for me to inhabit.   

Perhaps the meaning of Life is no more complicated than 

this; the conscious freedom to choose good over evil in full 

awareness of the consequences of both. Maybe the point is to 

consciously choose the high road, but to know you have the 

freedom to travel the low road too.  

Sitting here on a riverbank in the outback, in a moment of 

clarity it seemed just that simple. Perhaps we are all spiritual 

beings having a human experience, not human beings having a 

spiritual experience. 

WHY DOES EVIL EXIST? 

So, we inevitably ask, what is evil? Why does it exist? What 

can I do about it if anything? 

I'm rather glad I was not one of those kids at school who 

said "why do we have to study science? I'm never going to need 

it!" I was not down the oval having a smoke the day we 

studied the human brain. I would not have heard about our 

brain being an evolving work in progress for these past 

millions of years.  

Our brain has the recently evolved neo-cortex and frontal 

lobes where we think logically, make plans using our 

awareness of time, and perceive how cause and effect are 

connected.  

But dig down below the new brain and you find the old 

"lizard brain". The same formation that we share with 

reptiles. Science calls this the Limbic System and it is here 

that primitive impulses reside.  In here lives the survival 

instincts of kill or be killed. In humans, "evil" is what we call 



 

these survival instincts. But in reptiles, it is no more than a 

reflex.  

Despite appearance, Crocodile Hunter Steve Irwin was 

quite safe around crocodiles because their reflexes are 100% 

predictable. They cannot choose to do something else. We 

don’t say the crocodile is evil even if they kill someone. But 

for a human, we say behaving like a crocodile is evil because 

we could choose to do otherwise if we wanted to.  

Here in the outback oven, as the dry wind raised dust-

devils, I knew I should not be judgmental about being this 

way. It is just how I am made, nothing to be done about it 

except to know that I have the power to choose. Having a 

lizard brain does not make me evil. The problem is allowing 

the lizard brain to rule us.  

I cannot wish that part of my nature away. I cannot shame 

myself into being different. Nor can I simply deny its 

existence. Repressing it, forcing it down into the 

subconscious guarantees future problems as the impulse re-

emerges.  

No, I must use reason and self-discipline to avoid acting 

on those primitive impulses. This is the stark binary choice 

that is at the heart of every human heart and mind.  

What is the purpose of evil? It exists to create a context and 

give meaning to goodness. To give definition to the higher 

qualities of compassion, love, kindness, self-sacrifice.  

  



 

PART III: 

CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR 

ONCE IN A LIFETIME 

Six months into my earlier time in Charleville, the dream 

had become a nightmare. I woke up in the morning 

wondering how on earth I got here. It was a variation on the 

Talking Heads song Once in a Lifetime;  

“and you may find yourself  

living in an outback town,  

and you may say to yourself,  

well, how did I get here!?”. 

I puzzled over that for some time until it dawned on me 

that for quite a while, a year or more before coming to 

Charleville, I had entertained the romantic but misguided 

idea of living as a hermit in the desert. At the time I was 

living in the tropical heat of Far North Queensland. Every day 

the thought had gone through my mind and I liked it, toyed 

with it. 

A HERMITAGE, TO ORDER 

And why not? It is after all how the early Christian “Desert 

Fathers” had sought enlightenment. It made sense. So, I 

wished for a hermit life of solitude in a hot, dry but harshly 

beautiful desert whereupon the transformation would 

happen.  



 

Obligingly, Life made the necessary arrangements. Found 

me what I wished for. It was even conveniently located. No 

need for a Saharan safari.  

And that is when I realized the truth of the old saying;  

Be careful what you wish for, ‘cos you might just get it! 

And what I got was the fulfillment of a foolishly naïve 

wish. One that I was now paying a high price for indulging. 

Far from blissful enlightenment feeling sublimely connected 

to all things, I felt only a deep alienation.  

Now instead of asking myself how did I get here? It was 

how do I get out of here?  

I started to visualize a life back home, surrounded by 

family and friends, far from the harsh realities of outback 

Queensland. Yes, it was a cop-out to scurry home with tail 

between my legs. Though at the time I preferred to think of it 

as a strategic regrouping while I thought about my next 

move.  

But it would be another 12 months before I could stage 

this strategic withdrawal. Eighteen months was longer than 

most city boys lasted in towns like Charleville.  

Twelve more months of driving about on deserted back 

roads in the work car, a battered Holden Gemini sedan, seen 

here on an old earthworks bridge across a channel of the 

Warrego river, on the Augathella road.  



 

 

Murweh Shire Health Surveyor’s Holden Gemini 

Only two radio stations could be picked up on the car 

radio. The AM band the ABC and 4VL, the local commercial 

station. Nothing at all on the FM band.  

Compared to 1980, there is a staggeringly rich array of 

content in 2020.  I take it for granted even though it is 

amazing to have hundreds of podcast channels and millions 

of YouTube videos on almost any conceivable topic.  

But in 1980 I drive around listening to whatever the ABC 

local station wanted to talk about. Very slim pickings.  

The free to air TV was just Channel 2, the ABC one and 

only channel at the time. I could surely have done with 

Netflix or Foxtel.  

  



 

PART IV: 

THE CELESTIAL SYMPHONY 

Cosmic Choir, Chorus of Angels, Music of the Spheres -- I 

don’t know what to call it. Whatever it was it changed me 

forever.  I heard this celestial music for five seconds, yet I 

remember it like yesterday.  

I was walking on a desert highway in the middle of the 

night when I suddenly heard what sounded like an orchestra 

of a thousand violins playing the sweetest music I had ever 

heard.  

After those few seconds there was silence. It seemed that 

the music was still playing, but a veil of worldliness had 

descended between the music and me perhaps because I was 

trying to analyze the experience.  

The ancient Greeks spoke of the “music of the spheres” or 

musica universalis. This is an ancient philosophical idea 

championed by Pythagoras. He thought that music is created 

through the movements of celestial bodies – the Sun, Moon, 

and planets moving in harmony.   

Maybe I had been visited by a Muse, a divine agent of 

music and choral song spoken of by the ancients. My mind 

seemed to have travelled to the place where musicians get 

their inspiration. Bring the music back to our mundane world 

for people to enjoy.  

HOW DID I GET HERE?  



 

Feeing like some company, when the weekend rolled 

around I drove down the Mitchell Highway, south from 

Charleville to visit my brother who lived with his wife and 

four kids in Wyandra, a small town 100 kilometers south of 

Charleville on the way to Cunnamulla. He was the teacher at 

the one-teacher school there.  

We had a good day chatting about this and that, driving 

around the backroads, taking photographs and then 

developing the 35 mm slide film. After dinner we relaxed 

until about 9pm when I took my leave and headed off up the 

highway towards home. Trusty dog Luke, a Red 

Setter/Labrador cross was on the back seat with his head out 

the window, tongue lolling, enjoying the cool clean night air.  

About 25 kilometers out a big kangaroo jumped in front of 

the car. I had no time to avoid a collision. A sickening thump 

as flesh and bone met cold metal. I saw the bonnet crumple 

upwards. Old Man Roo bounced off and skidded to a halt in 

front. I looked back at Luke for a second. When I looked in 

front, the roo had picked himself up and disappeared into the 

darkness.  

On closer inspection, I saw steam was rising from beneath 

crumpled hood. I reckoned I had about ten minutes of 

cruising before the motor over-heated. So, I turned around 

and drove at 80 kph back to my brother’s house. I suppose I 

managed to travel 8 or 10 kilometers before the engine over-

heated. I pulled off the road and locked the car.  

I would walk back to Wyandra, sleep at my brother’s and 

call for a tow truck in the morning. That, or wait with the car 

and get a lift with someone. I had not seen a single vehicle 

since leaving Wyandra. It would be a long wait.  



 

I set off on foot and settled in to an easy walking rhythm. I 

had about a four hour walk ahead of me with no food or 

water. But the night was cool, and I’d eaten well earlier in the 

evening.  

It was a moonless night and the sky was full of star light. 

Millions upon millions of glittering stars against a blacker 

than black background. The Milky Way ran through it all like 

a lazy river.   

 

Outback night sky. 

Only one vehicle went by in the four hours that I was 

walking. It was going in the opposite direction, towards 

Charleville. I heard it coming for a long time, saw the high-

beam headlights from below the horizon like a gathering 

dawn even before it came up over the horizon. The sound of 

an unmuffled engine and the lights got louder and brighter 

until finally it reached me.  

It was a beat-up old Holden station wagon with at least 

five happily drunk people on board. They slowed to have a 

look at me and yelled something that I did not catch. Then 



 

they laughed a good-natured laugh before speeding off. That 

was OK, they could have decided to give me a hard time.  

BEWARE THE WILD BOARS 

There are feral pigs roaming about this country in some 

numbers. Local hunters go after them with high-powered 

archery weapons.  Aggressive, quick to attack, these wild 

hogs could grow to 100 kilograms. On their lower jaw was a 

set of razor-sharp tusks. I could hear at least one of them 

grunting and snuffling nearby.  

Luke was suddenly walking close to me with ears back, 

looking fearful. I have no doubt he could have eluded a 

charging pig, but I doubted whether I could. Without a 

weapon I was easy prey. All I could do was think positive and 

keep walking as quietly as I could.  

Soon after that and without any prelude came the music I 

shall never forget.  

WHERE MUSIC COMES FROM 

Perhaps the abstract realm from which the music comes is 

what great musicians are somehow able to project their 

minds and experience the sublime music, then return to 

mundane reality to render what they heard into playable 

music.  

But the task of rendering something so huge and gorgeous 

into earthly music is reductive.  The result would seem a 

poor rendering of the original. But what they do manage to 

bring back is nonetheless beautiful and recognized by the 

world as inspired.  



 

It seems that people everywhere instinctively recognize 

genius when they hear it. They may not be able to produce 

such work themselves, but they can recognize a good thing 

when they hear it.   

It gives me great comfort to feel that I was visited by the 

Muse once. If the door is opened once, it can open again and 

again.  

 

  



 

PART V: 

ON HER OWN TERMS 

This sad tale began a week earlier with a visit from the 

community nurse; that kind lady who visits the house-bound 

and the needy people of the town. Their job is to change 

dressings and keep their spirits up.  

The nurse told me she was concerned about old Mrs F, a 

widow in her 80’s who lived by herself in a house across the 

road from me in Alfred Street.  

Mrs F had grown frail and was refusing visits from the 

nurse for some weeks now. There were concerns for her 

well-being.  

The nurse knew when Mrs F would be up at the hospital 

for her weekly visit and asked me if I would accompany her 

on an officially sanctioned inspection of the house.  

On entering the once proud colonial house with its wide 

verandahs, we were met by an unbearable stench that made 

me wretch. There were piles and piles of newspapers, food 

scraps, dirty dishes, over-flowing ashtrays. And throughout 

the house, the smell of stake urine. It was worse than 

anything I had ever experienced.  

We got out of there, had to get out if we were not going to 

vomit. The fresh air outside was a relief. I heard nothing 

more about it in the days that followed. But the nurse had 

initiated some form of intervention. Perhaps forced 

hospitalization. I did not know what.  



 

Whatever it was, old Mrs F was having none of it. Perhaps 

it was a coincidence when the following Sunday morning 

around 7am, I woke to the sounds of commotion. People 

were shouting. Urgent, plaintive voices. 

I went to the window and saw Mrs F’s house was an 

inferno. The roar of the flames, the cracking of wooden 

beams and the sound of cans and jars exploding. The police 

had arrived and were setting up a cordon.  

 

Setting up a cordon. 

A few minutes earlier, a neighbor had risked his life and 

gone in to try and rescue Mrs F. The man later reported that 

he found her in the lounge room, sitting in her armchair, 

conscious, but refusing to move. In desperation he grabbed 

her by the forearms to pull her out of the chair. But she 

wrenched her arms free. He was horrified to see that her skin 

had come away in his hands.  

In that moment, Mrs F made it clear she wanted to die. So, 

he left her there to be consumed by the flames. Her remains 



 

later to be found by the firemen in the frame of the chair she 

had sat in for forty years or more.  

With the fire so hot and the timber so dry, the fire grew 

quickly to become an unstoppable inferno. The fire brigade 

did their best, but the flames were too intense. In the end 

95% of the house was consumed by the flames. All that 

remained was a jumble of roofing iron.  

TOMORROW AND TOMORROW AND TOMORROW 

When the commotion died down, and the last of the 

smoke and steam had gone, I stood at my window looking at 

the funeral pyre for a long time.  

Mrs F may have lived in that house since getting married 

some sixty years earlier. She and her husband had raised a 

family there. In time the children grew up and moved out, 

starting families of their own. Her husband eventually died 

and for the past maybe twenty years she lived alone in the 

house with her memories until even the memories faded.  

I imagined this withered old lady must once have been a 

sweet little girl who delighted her parents. Who looked 

optimistically to the future, grew to womanhood, got 

married, made a family, grew old. This was the span of her 

life. The span of all our lives.  

In her final months, Mrs F must have felt the increasingly 

heavy burden of simply living from day to day until her 

strength was gone and she could bear it no longer.   

ON HER OWN TERMS 



 

Of course, the town was shocked by these events, but 

beneath the shock was the tacit acknowledgement that 

people had the right to choose the time and place of their exit 

from this life.  

Mrs F had departed on her own terms, and that was that. 

  



 

PART VI:  

COUNCIL BUSINESS 

THE WORK OF THE HEALTH SURVEYOR  

It was straightforward enough; keep an eye on public 

health and take action to safeguard it. That meant making 

sure the food premises in town were hygienic. The water 

coming out of the taps fit to drink. Organizing a monthly 

immunization clinic for the children to be vaccinated against 

diphtheria, tetanus, polio, and rubella. Investigate complaints 

from people about their neighbors. Checking that the rental 

premises in town were up to code. And a few other things 

besides.  

It was a low-pressure job most of the time. Employer 

expectations were not unreasonable. Local authorities are 

obliged by the State Government to employ at least one 

health surveyor, whether they thought they needed them or 

not. The State ultimately paid for it with the grants that 

councils receive to keep the administration ticking along.  

THE SHIRE CLERK 

The attitude of my boss, the Shire Clerk gave me the 

impression that I was an unnecessary addition to the payroll, 

but they had to play by the State’s rules.  

The permanent head of the Council administration is 

called the Shire Clerk, a modest-sounding title that today 

would be something like Chief Executive Officer.  



 

The Shire Clerk while I was with the Murweh Council was 

a grizzled old timer of Scottish heritage with a short temper 

and a permanently annoyed look on his face. He liked to give 

people the impression that he was ready to give them a 

tongue lashing given half a reason. Behavior like this in those 

earlier times was described euphemistically as “not suffering 

fools gladly”.  

I kept my contact with the Shire Clerk to a bare minimum. 

An arrangement that suited us both. The main contact was 

my monthly report to Council that was submitted through 

him and put on the agenda for the Council meeting. The 

report outlined my official activities for the month, things 

like 27 children received the combined diphtheria tetanus 

(CDT) vaccine, and the same number the oral polio vaccine. 

Three noise complaints investigated. Two food premises 

inspected and found satisfactory. Reports of noxious weeds 

on a section of flood levee. This was the bread and butter of 

the rural health surveyor.  

THE MONTHLY COUNCIL MEETING 

The highlight of the month was the Council meeting. The 

council chamber had seats for the twelve councilors 

arranged in a semi-circle before a raised dais where sat four 

people; in the middle was the Shire Clerk and Mayor. On 

either side was the minute-taker, and whichever council 

officer was presenting their report next to the Shire Clerk. 

That was either me, the Shire Engineer or the Impound 

Officer who rounded up stray animals. The engineer was on 

first, then me, then the pound guy. I would wait outside and 

when the engineer came out, I would go in and take my place. 



 

Once I had taken my seat next to the Shire Clerk, the 

Mayor would say, now we will consider the Health 

Surveyor’s report. The councilors would leaf through my 

slender offering and often it would be accepted into the 

minutes with little or no discussion. That suited me fine. 

There would usually be a journalist from the local paper 

seated at the back taking notes for tomorrow’s edition. This 

journalist was also the editor.  

THE SPIN DOCTOR 

I had my first taste of journalistic license when the 

journalist asked a seemingly innocent question about 

progress on a particular community project. I answered 

honestly. The spin that was put on this comment in the next 

day’s paper was designed to make me and the Council look 

like we were dragging our feet on a project that needed 

speedy action. This was a gross distortion of what I had 

meant and what the journalist would have understood me to 

mean. Yet here was a piece of reportage that was designed to 

make the public angry at the council. I was naïve enough to 

not realize that such tricks were common in local 

government politics.  

But the business turned out to be a “storm in a tea-cup” 

and I heard no more about it. As the old saying goes, today’s 

news is tomorrow’s bird-cage liner.  

 

  



 

PART VII: 

MY GIRLFRIEND KNIFED ME 

One of the less enjoyable jobs that a Health Surveyor does 

is investigate health-related complaints from the public. This 

meant going ‘round to the offending premises and looking 

into the situation. Most times, the persons involved are 

hostile and defensive. Sometimes dogs were accidently left 

off the leash so as to cause fear and alarm in the health 

surveyor. Other times, you might overhear a loud 

conversation about who f@#k is this walking around our back 

yard?  

Most of the houses in Charleville are built on half acre 

blocks, so there is plenty of room for sheds and parking. 

HORSE IN THE BACKYARD 

Charleville folk are not the kind that complains about 

trifling matters, so I did not have to deal with very many of 

these complaints.  

So it was that one morning I received a report that a horse 

was being kept in the back yard of a house in town, contrary 

to the Council’s By-Laws. It was fair enough since horse 

manure attracts flies and the stench carries, so the neighbors 

are not happy. 

There in the back yard of this one house was a young 

chestnut mare in good condition. She was munching lucerne 

from a trough when I arrived.  



 

BIG RED 

Steeling myself, I went up the front stairs and knocked. 

The man who opened the door was a big strong red-haired 

bloke in his early 30’s who would not have looked out of 

place playing Gaelic football for Ireland. With no shirt on, I 

noticed he had a blood-soaked plaster on his stomach, just 

left of center below the ribcage.  

I launched into my spiel about the horse. To his credit, 

Red heard me out and replied that the situation was 

temporary. A couple of days max. Strictly speaking the 

situation should have been remedied the same day, but I 

thought he would have reacted badly. So, we agreed on no 

later than the day after tomorrow. All very reasonable.  

As I turned to go, I glanced down at the plaster and 

noticing this he volunteered that he had just got back from 

the hospital. I asked what happened.  

My fucking girlfriend knifed me!  

It was said in a matter-of-fact tone that spoke volumes 

about the people who live in Charleville. Get stabbed, get a 

few stitches, have a penicillin jab then home for breakfast. 

End of story. I guess it was not a deep wound. The wound 

being left of center suggested that the girlfriend was right-

handed.  

The whole drama had been put to rest with a minimum of 

fuss. But in the city, Red would have been admitted to 

hospital and kept in for observation. The police would have 

taken an interest and probably charged the girlfriend with 

criminal assault.  



 

NO THANKS NECESSARY 

Thinking about the contrast between city and outback, I 

understood that local attitudes are a carry-over from an 

earlier, frontier times.  

Life in the early days of settlement was harsh. No place for 

the weak. Tough men and women lived here, built this town 

and handed it on to the next generation and the next. They 

did not ask for thanks, just acknowledgement that they had 

put in the work, seen it through, done their bit. 

 

  



 

PART VIII:  

A TRUCKLOAD OF WILD GOATS 

A MOVEABLE FEAST 

The early settlers in outback Queensland were a hardy lot. 

Practical, hard-headed, not given to over- statement, as in “a 

bit warm today” when it’s so hot the crows are falling from 

the sky.  

The work was long and arduous, often from sunrise to 

sunset. With that kind of effort, they needed a reliable source 

of meat.  The goat was a good choice. Having evolved in the 

marginal areas of the Sahara Desert, goats could get by on 

very little nourishment and even less water. So useful have 

they been for thousands of years, it is believed that goats are 

the first animal ever to be domesticated by humans, 

beginning around 10,000 years ago in north Africa. 

Gourmet foodies, people “in the know” say goat meat is 

delicious. Though a little gamey, the meat is a lean red meat 

tasting not unlike beef. And as a bonus, goat milk is at least as 

nourishing as cow’s milk, and made good cheese. 

JOINING THE RANKS OF THE FERAL 

The settlers brought a few goats and bred them up. 

Inevitably some of these escaped or were released into the 

wild and became feral. In time their numbers increased to 

plague proportions since there were few predators capable 

of bringing down a goat. Dingoes found them a tough 

customer.  



 

In 2020 Australia had around 2.3 million feral goats 

inhabiting dry outback areas. Around 240 000 of these are in 

Queensland. They seek out rugged terrain where wild dogs 

and human hunters cannot follow. With amazing sure-

footedness, they could leap easily across rocky outcrops and 

scale impossible looking cliffs.  

 

Feral goats in Queensland. 

They have joined the long list of feral animals in outback 

Australia making problems with their destructive ways. With 

goats, their cloven hooves damaged the native grasses, 

causing erosion.  

Others Australian feral pests include cats, rabbits, foxes, 

horses, camels, buffalo, and pigs. Not to mention cane-toads 

and sparrows.  

To control goat numbers, professional hunters cull the 

goats and collect a bounty. The hunters either shoot the goats 

or trap them for transport.  



 

THE REPORT 

One day I received a report that a big, two trailer livestock 

transport fully loaded with several hundred live goats was 

parked in a suburban street in town. Goats have a strong 

smell about them at the best of times, but feral goats 

confined in a transport takes this odor to a new level of 

assault.  The neighbors were not happy.  

I drove ‘round to see for myself. Hundreds of goats staring 

blankly at me with their vacant stare. I did not know which 

house to find the driver and I did not fancy doing a house to 

house search. Logic would suggest that this being a Saturday 

the driver was probably planning to spend the night at home 

then leave early the next morning for the abattoir.  

When I drove over the following morning, the truck was 

gone.  

A GOAT MASSACRE 

Some goats are trapped and transported, and others are 

simply shot. Doing my rounds one day maybe 30 kilometers 

out of town on a back road, I came upon a pile of dead goats, 

perhaps 30 of them. They had been there for several weeks 

in the baking heat. Crows and other carrion-eaters had been 

working away at the corpses, but goats have a tough hide, 

difficult for a crow to breach, because most of them were still 

intact. Shriveled to half their living size, they were 

mummified in the dry heat. I will not attempt to describe the 

uniquely goat stench. I’m not sure that words would be 

adequate.  

I wanted to stack wood around them and douse the pile 

with petrol to cremate the goat corpses, but the nearby 



 

acacias would have caught fire, and by the time it was 

extinguished a hundred thousand acres might have been 

burned. No, best just to leave them be and let Nature deal 

with it. The gentle art of calculated inaction.  

A STRANGE DOUBLE STANDARD 

I compared the similarities of a goat carcass with that of a 

human. They weigh about the same. Both are composed of 

flesh and bone and sinew. Both have brains and livers and 

lungs and all the other organs that make up a complete 

person. The only major difference is the relative size of the 

brains.  

If it had been a pile of human corpses left at the side of a 

bush track, it would be an international scandal. Witnesses 

would need counselling. But because they are animals and a 

declared pest, it is acceptable to cull them.  

I understand the practical need to do this if the 

environment is not to be over-run with them, their cloven 

hooves tearing up the ground and causing erosion. It just 

seems like a stark double-standard.   

 

  



 

PART IX:  

HIGHWAY CRUISING 

800 kilometers (or 500 miles) in a day is a long drive by 

most people’s standards. Maybe even for those living in 

western Queensland. Every month or so, I would get in my 

car, fuel up, get a good playlist sorted out and head east on 

the Warrego. Drive non-stop the 10 hours to Brisbane for the 

weekend. Make it a long-weekend and leave Friday morning.  

When I did this trip again in 2020, it was more of a 

marathon effort. In truth I enjoyed those long drives, a great 

time for thinking about life, the universe, and my place in it. 

Never mind that I had way more questions than answer then. 

COMPLETELY INTEGRATED SOCIAL INTERFACE (CISI) 

In those early days I remember driving along on a certain 

stretch of road just west of Roma, thinking about how it was 

to be so painfully shy, full of confusion and doubt.  In 2020 

terms, that might be called social anxiety.  

I felt very keenly that I lacked the social skills to interact 

properly with people that I liked. I worried that people 

judged me harshly and found the idea laughable that I could 

be their friend. I decided that what I really needed to 

overcome this crippling phobia was something called a 

Completely Integrated Social Interface, CISI, (pronounced 

“see-zee”). 

Now, as I drove that same stretch 40 years later, it felt 

good to know that I had learned the social skills to have a 

fully functional CISI that I could use anywhere, anytime. With 



 

University Vice Chancellors and government ministers down 

to the janitor that cleans the toilets. Feeling at ease with 

national TV hosts down to the shiest student who I saw 

myself in those years ago. 

It raised the question, why do some rare things stay so 

vividly in memory while most other things do not? A doctor 

friend explained it to me. She said when something happens 

that either enhances or threatens your survival chances, it is 

imprinted to long-term memory for future reference.  

BORN TO RUN 

“In the days we sweated out on the street of a runaway 

American dream. At night we’d ride through mansions of glory 

in suicide machines”. These are the opening lines of the Bruce 

Springsteen song Born to Run.  

This song had been my first exposure to “The Boss”. I 

remember the moment it came on the radio one-night 

driving home from Ange’s place at Upper Mt Gravatt. I took 

the bait, hook line and sinker. I still remember exactly where 

I was at the time.  There is something in this song that 

describes so well what it feels like to be a teenager with all 

the undisciplined urges that make growing up so hard. 

Hearing it again later in life, those opening bars evoked 

powerfully those same feelings. Like now as I drove the long 

Warrego highway in the year 2020.  

This was another memory that had been written to long-

term memory, suggesting that it isn’t only practical matters 

like the ability to relate and communicate, but also aesthetic 

matters like music.  



 

A KEENING SOUND 

Here on a lonely stretch of highway outside of Mitchell, a 

song by Irish group U2 came on. It brought back memories of 

the loneliness that I felt during that earlier period in 

Charleville.  

The song was “One” from their 1997 album “Achtung 

Baby”. It spoke of the time in the band’s history when 

internal tensions nearly caused them to disband. “Is it getting 

better, or do you feel the same? Will it make it easier on you 

now, you’ve got someone to blame?” It is a sad song with a 

uniquely Irish flavor.  

Towards the end, the vocalist Bono performs a sad 

keening sound. This is a mournful, grief-stricken wailing that 

Irish people instinctively do at the death of someone or 

something dear to them. Reminiscent of a wolf’s howl, it 

penetrates deep to core of one’s emotional self.  

Though this song did not appear until nearly 20 years 

after my earlier time in Charleville, it evokes exactly the 

desolation of the emotional void that I now inhabited.  

I suppose feelings like this, written to the long-term 

memory send a powerful message of this being something to 

avoid for the sake of one’s survival.  

THE DELUGE 

It’s a feature of the geography of south east Queensland 

that the city of Toowoomba is sometimes on the receiving 

end of intense thunderstorms. In summer humid air from the 

coast 150 kilometers away travels west and condenses 

against the escarpment upon which Toowoomba rests. 



 

The 700 meters (or 2,300 feet) escarpment marks the 

beginning a plateau that stretch many hundreds of 

kilometers west.   

One Friday night after a 600-kilometer drive east from 

Charleville I reached Toowoomba as a thunderstorm 

approached from the east. Flashes lit up the night sky, 

highlighting the towering storm clouds shot through with 

stark lightning bolts.  

The rain started as I entered the western outskirts of 

Toowoomba. It got heavier as I neared the top of the range 

and the beginning of the highway down to Brisbane, the 

home stretch. By the time I started the descent, it was raining 

so hard that the windscreen wipers were overwhelmed. 

Visibility was way down to maybe 20 meters.  

Lightning bolts were crashing all around with little delay 

between flash and crash, a sign the lightning was perilously 

close. I slowed down and kept going, the car handling the 

conditions.  

I wondered what would happen if the car was zapped by 

lightning. Would I be OK? Would the cars electrics be fried? I 

remembered an engineering demonstration at a university 

open day where a holden car with a person inside was 

parked under a giant electrode that sent out a bolt of 

simulated lightning. The lecturer assured us that the current 

would travel down the outer shell of the car and into the 

ground, leaving the occupant unharmed. Although the fuses 

might be blown.  

Between the heavy rain, the lightning, and the thunder, it 

was probably the “hairiest” experience of driving in the rain I 

have ever had before or since.  Thankfully the car did not 



 

miss a beat unlike an earlier Morris 1100 that I learned to 

drive on. It was my mother car with the ridiculous design 

fault of having the distributor just behind the grill where 

even a light rain would cause it to stutter and fail.  

On the home stretch now, cruising down the highway 

towards my parent’s house at Ormiston, on Brisbane’s 

bayside.  

  



 

PART X: 

THE CIRCUS COMES TO TOWN 

The days and weeks of life in Charleville rolled along in 

their slow steady pace, punctuated by the occasional special 

event.  

A welcome exclamation mark appeared one day in the 

form of a travelling circus coming to town.  

THE PUBLIC RELATIONS GUY 

A day ahead of the circus came the advance party, in this 

case the public relations guy. He was a journalist working 

public relations, organizing publicity in the days before the 

circus arrived. Create some buzz, get a few people along.  

He came to the council chambers for the necessary 

permits to put on a public performance at the Showgrounds. 

Then on to the local newspaper and radio station. I agreed to 

drive him out to the Showgrounds for a site inspection, partly 

to show that this was how the circus should leave the 

showgrounds after they leave – clean and tidy. And partly so 

he could satisfy himself that all the necessary facilities were 

there; power and water, toilets and floodlights.  

A SQUARE PEG IN A ROUND HOLE 

John the journo was an easy-going fellow. Driving around, 

we fell into easy conversation. It developed into a wide-

ranging discussion about ideas outside of the business at 



 

hand. I think we both missed being able to have such 

conversations in our everyday life. 

He must have summed up the situation that I was a square 

peg in a round hole in this town and decided to do me a 

favor. As I dropped him off at his lodgings, he said, you know, 

I think you’re wasted here. You’d be good in broadcast media. 

Next time you’re in Brisbane, let me know and I’ll put you in 

touch. 

The suggestion took me by surprise. He seemed to be 

saying I could be a TV reporter, or maybe a radio announcer. 

It seemed too good to be true coming straight out of the blue. 

But he seemed genuine, so I did contact him a few weeks 

later when I was in Brisbane, and we arranged to visit the 

newsroom at Channel 9, then the top rating six o’clock news 

in Brisbane. I was introduced to the editor, a fellow called 

Ren Winders.  

He gave me his card, saying give us a call and we’ll see how 

it goes. Incredibly, I was being offered a cadet journalist 

position. It was all happening so fast.  

A FORK IN THE ROAD 

This was a fork in the road. Stay at Charleville or start a 

new career as a broadcast journalist in Brisbane and who 

knows where else afterwards.  

I shall always regret not taking the new direction. I 

baulked at the hurdle at the last minute and opted to stay in 

my uncomfortable but familiar rut.  

Maybe it was meant to happen this way. I took a different 

path and ended up at the same destination. My work at 

Griffith University made me realize I was well-suited to 



 

journalistic writing and poorly suited to academic writing. I 

found easy what most academics find impossible.  

Particularly the ABC but also commercial media, they all 

came to know me as an academic who could write and talk 

about technology in ways that regular people could 

understand. It led to doing frequent radio and occasional TV 

interviews until it was a regular part of my working week.  

Moreover, I found that I much preferred the company of 

journalists than that of academics.  

LIKE WATER FLOWING AROUND A STONE 

It seems that when something is destined, life finds a way 

to make it so. I had gravitated to working in the media but 

not in the way that had been offered to me. It had turned out 

even better. 

Being a “senior lecturer” with the title “doctor” gives me a 

credibility that journalists do not have. I have the 

respectability of being a learned and judicious researcher on 

the payroll of a major league university in the top 2% of 

universities globally. 

Unlike the local Charleville paper putting a nasty spin on 

what I say, when you are a university demystifying the world 

of high technology, the interviews are always friendly. The 

questions hold no traps or gotcha’s.  

I count myself fortunate to have the freedom to write 

about whatever I want and then say whatever I want about it 

in public forums as a representative of the university. I could 

not do this anywhere else besides academia.  



 

No-one at Griffith has ever told me to do it, and no-one has 

told me to not do it. Clearly, I have the trust of the powers 

that be. This trust has not come about by chance. I made it 

my business to know and understand the macro-level 

priorities of my employer and made sure my efforts were 

aligned with those. I reasoned that when my activities were 

scrutinized by management, as they surely would be, that my 

efforts would be consistent with where the university 

wanted to go and how they wanted to get there.  

ONE WAY OR ANOTHER 

It seems that life has a way of bringing a person to the 

place they need to be to serve the big picture purpose of their 

lives. It may not be obvious at the time, but there is always a 

reason and that reason might become clear with hindsight if 

we look for it. 

Looking back at the sequence of events that has brought 

me from Charleville to where I am now, I can see a pattern 

and it fills me with gratitude to think that the universe has a 

plan for me and is serving up what I need when I need it.  

In my quietest moments, I feel the unseen organizing 

principle that informs the whole of creation. That which 

causes the world to be the way it is and governs how it 

behaves. It is the sacred energy of Life that has been called 

many names.  

I don’t need to know what to call it. It is enough to know 

it, and to feel it. 

  



 

PART XI 

SOMETHING MAJESTIC 

A year after I returned to Brisbane from Charleville, I had 

a revelatory dream. It was both inspiring and reassuring, I 

remember it as clearly as though it happened last night.  

THE ROOT FEAR OF ALL FEARS 

In my 20’s I had become very curious about what happens 

to a person when they die. I had heard that the root fear of all 

fears is the fear of death. I reasoned that if I could master the 

fear of death, I could live my life fearlessly. I pursued this 

goal for many decades, reading everything I could find on the 

topic. The dream was an answer to my question. 

I dreamed that I had passed from this life and was on my 

way to the place where people go when they die. It was a 

starkly beautiful twilight desert with cliffs of sculptured 

sandstone, shaped by the desert wind. It was a twilight world 

of clear cool violet light, not he yellow sunlight of the 

physical world.  

Above was a gorgeous, velvet-backed star-studded night 

sky. A breathtakingly beautiful place that words are quite 

inadequate to describe. It seemed so real, and so unlike what 

I had imagined heaven to be like. It was not a projection of 

what I expected.  

And in this place live an extended family of maybe 50 

souls. They noticed my arrival and greeted me warmly. I felt 

a deep kinship with them, knowing that these were my 

ancestors going back many hundreds of years.  



 

MY GRANDMOTHER AS A YOUNG WOMAN 

A beautiful young woman approached me. I recognized 

her! She was my German grandmother, Amy. At the time of 

my dream, she had passed from this life about five years 

earlier aged in her 90’s. Of course, I had not known her in her 

younger years, but it was unmistakably her. And she knew 

me, greeted me warmly.  

I was in a weakened state when I arrived. Emaciated like 

one who had died of a long wasting illness. I needed to 

recuperate, and I knew I was in the right place for that.  

‘Time’ went by in a metaphorical sense since time as we 

know it does not exist in this place. I grew stronger and took 

a greater interest in my surroundings. I became aware of a 

radiant being close-by. A tall, charismatic figure powerful 

energy. I thought he might have been the Archangel Michael, 

though I did not know how I knew this.  



 

 

A STUPENDOUS TABLEAU 

Next thing I knew, I was asking what happens here? What 

is the purpose of this place? By way of answer, someone, 

possibly Amy led me some distance to the edge of a precipice. 

Looking over the edge I beheld a mind-expanding sight. Like 

seeing the Grand Canyon for the first time, multiplied one 

hundred times.  

The entire world by night was laid out before me. a 

million lights shining forth. I could see everything in minute 

detail. It truly was a mind-expanding revelation. 



 

IMPLANTING CATALYTIC IDEAS 

My guide told me that the work of our group is to visit 

individuals while they are dreaming and implant an idea, a 

transformative idea that they will remember upon waking.  

This was no ordinary idea. It is the missing piece in a 

larger puzzle that once in place, the person has a eureka 

moment which brings them to a higher level of 

consciousness. All part of the evolution of humanity done of 

millennia.  

If the person receiving it was awake, say driving alone in 

their car, the experience feels like a moment of inspiration 

that the ancients thought of as being visited by the divine 

Muse. Perhaps this was how I came to hear the celestial 

orchestra as I walked, not drove along that desert highway 

with the billions of stars all around and the sweetest music I 

had ever heard. 

It is a catalytic idea that allows for even larger ideas to 

form. It is our job to embed that idea in the minds of people 

who were ready to receive it. 

My guide told me that our group was one of millions of 

such groups, all of which had a similar task but with a 

different idea. And permeating everything is a guiding 

intelligence that conceived it all and coordinates it all, at a 

scale too vast for human comprehension,  ensuring the right 

ideas are implanted in the right minds at the right time. 

TENS OF THOUSANDS OF YEARS 

This process of idea-seeding had been going on for tens of 

thousands of years in earth time. It is one of the ways that 



 

humans evolve to higher levels of consciousness. Put the idea 

in a dream and on waking the person believes it to be their 

idea that they now own and embrace wholeheartedly. It by-

passed the person’s waking defenses that filter out the good 

ideas along with the bad.  

I returned to base feeling enlightened, uplifted, 

empowered with a divine purpose. Tremendously privileged 

to have been shown it. I looked around for the leader and 

realized with sudden shock and delight that I had morphed 

into him. I had been here for months, but it seemed like no 

time.  

But I was not destined to stay. My physical body lay 

sleeping below. It was time to return to it and continue living 

after being shown ‘the other side’ of life. I was a visitor not a 

resident in this place, there to be shown something in answer 

to a heartfelt question; what happens when I die?   

THE GREAT BLESSING 

But it is what happens when I am alive that matters now. 

My guide showed me that being in possession of a healthy 

physical body and mind is a great blessing. Being alive in the 

world, I can achieve so much more than the disembodied 

souls that operate from the cool twilight desert far above. I 

had a thousand times more “agency” than a spirit. I was being 

shown all this so that I might be inspired to make a powerful 

contribution to the ongoing effort that I had seen from above. 

May the Muse visit often. I wonder if my Muse is my 

grandmother Amy. I’d like to think so.  

There is a direction to the evolution of this planet and all 

the living creatures upon it. That direction is towards the 



 

universe becoming conscious of itself. Of consciousness 

becoming self-aware.  

I had glimpsed the largest reality of all, an entire Universe 

becoming consciously aware of its own existence.  

MAY IT BE SO  

One day when my race is run, perhaps I will find myself in 

the ethereal desert again, but before that, I must get busy 

with the work of spreading ideas like Johnny Appleseed 

spreading seeds on the American frontier.  

Charleville, with its harsh desert beauty and even harsher 

lessons has been an important part of this unfolding process.  

  



 

EPILOGUE 

The main standout feature from these recollections is that 

we are born into this life with a plan, a purpose. How the plan 

is fulfilled, if it is fulfilled, can be approached in any number 

of ways according to the free will decisions of the person. 

It is probably a rare person who is born knowing that 

purpose. So, the purpose at the beginning is to discern that 

purpose and arrange our affairs that we may fulfill it 

knowing that there is no one right way but many possible 

ways.  

Consider the metaphor of the super-highway 36 lanes 

wide. The destination of the highway is the fulfillment of 

one’s life purpose. But life allows much flexibility in how to 

go about getting there. You can choose whichever lane of the 

super-highway you want, knowing that if you stay on the 

highway, you will reach your destination, the fulfillment.  

You can take a detour and get off the highway at an 

attracting looking exit. It could turn out to be an amusing 

diversion at the end of which you get back on the highway 

and continue your journey. But doing this runs the risk of 

losing one’s way, getting lost in the back roads and dead ends 

of life. A person might lose sight of their moral compass and 

forget the way back to the highway.  

Life gives us that choice. Stay on the highway or go 

exploring the backroads. It seems we humans are the only 

creatures to make conscious choices like that. That power to 

choose is both a blessing when used well, and a curse when 

used poorly.  



 

This does not mean you should never take that detour. 

Just be sure you remember the main goal and memorize your 

way back.  

And what about reincarnation? There may be no empirical 

evidence to prove it one way or another. There is only one’s 

deep and unfailing sense of what is real. Knowledge that you 

have always known. To me, reincarnation is like that. I 

simply know it to be true in my bones. Everything in the 

universe proceed in cycles, so why not patterns of lifetimes? 

But also, if we exercise our free choice and get lost on a back-

road, we can still be re-born into a new life that allows us a 

“do-over”. There is no need to hurry on the spiritual path. 

Life will keep serving up do-overs until we have the wisdom 

to stay on the highway all the way to finish.  

When I was first in Charleville, I did not know that I was 

even on a highway, much less where that highway was 

talking me. With the benefit of 20/20 hindsight the trajectory 

of my life comes into clear focus.  

My macro-purpose, as I now see it, is to use 

communication technology to reach billions of people around 

the world with transformative ideas that can catalyze a 

person’s progress towards higher consciousness. To become 

a fuller expression of their human potential. These catalytic 

concepts are like pieces of a jig-saw puzzle that makes other 

pieces fall into place and make a clearer picture.  

I could have approached this as a broadcast journalist. It 

would have polished up my communication skills. But 

instead I became a technical writer in the computer industry, 

honed up my communication skills that way while mastering 

learning and the best of the communication technology. In 

retrospect, the second way seems like the better lane to be in.  
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or google/search on: tuffley amazon books  
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If you enjoyed this book or found it useful, I’d be very 

grateful if you’d post a short review on Amazon or wherever 

you bought it. Your support really does make a difference 

and I read all the reviews personally so I can get your 

feedback and make this book even better. 

Thanks again for your support! 

David  

 


