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CHAPTER ONE

‘THE LOST TEMPLE’

he cold, grey stones echoed the silence of a
thousand prayers, and in the very mortar that
held those last remaining stones together, were
the promises of faith and ceaseless life that once

bound all who graced this holy place.
Pews now dust, had held their hopes, their life’s

passionate pleas, and launched them into the ethers to
face their God and to implore his mercy.

But a lonely silence now swept across what time
had now replaced with emptiness, and spoke as if in a
dream, of what had once unlocked the hearts of men.

Two hundred years had transpired and what
remained of the monastery sat high above the village, a
reminder of an unspoken past. It loomed as a dark
brooding cloud, forever warning of imminent conflict
and the arrogance of men, who in their thirst for
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enlightenment could justify genocide, in the name of
religion.

But for all who chose to ignore the tainted past,
there was one soul who concealed a fascination beyond
words, for the ruins, and the guarded story that begged
the telling.

Hayne was twenty-three years old, and worked
the fields as his father had done, and his father before
him. He was poor but content and lived in the nearby
village with his wife Anna and their two children, Seth
and Andrina.

Hayne was a tall and slender man, yet muscular
with enduring strength of both mind and body. He
wore his father’s hands, working hands, but the curl of
his lip and the inherited fine, straight nose from his
mother, gave him away. He was a sensitive soul, artistic
and as simple as most farmers could be, there seemed
much more to him than that. Hayne was indeed a river
deep.

Each day he would tend his plot with loving
hands, with the inherent knowledge of the generations
before him. As the scythe swayed rhythmically back
and forth under the hot midday sun, Hayne’s sweat
poured freely into the rich brown earth. It was as if his
essence maintained its life, kept it regenerating year
after year, crop after crop. As he worked, he dreamed of
the past and what had driven men to such outcomes.
He was by no means a religious man, his connection
with life he felt, was with the earth itself; he never
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sought anything else. But the ruins had a story to tell,
and they seemed to beckon him.

Each day, when his work was done, Hayne
climbed the sweeping hills up to the old monastery
ruins and sat in their silence, listening to the subtle
whisper of the past. The words were there, he just knew
it, emanating from every stone; he had only to listen.
But on one particular day, late in the harvest, Hayne
found more than a whisper in the monastery, more than
anything his fertile imagination could have ever
mustered.

It had been a clear, balmy day and the soft golden
glow of the sunset gently stroked every stone, building
in intensity until it somehow eclipsed the one remaining
spire that reached yearningly into the blue heavens.
Eventually a lilting breeze soothed the day’s fading
embers and Hayne sat, as he had always done, on a
stone block that centred what was once an altar. He had
sat there a hundred times before and knew every stone,
or so he thought, but on that fateful day he noticed the
mortar had fallen away from a small corner stone, set by
a side doorway. He was surprised he had not noticed its
decay before this, and went quickly to investigate.

Upon closer examination he found the stone to be
mysteriously loose. Without thinking, he instinctively
pulled the stone away, not knowing exactly why, being
the last person to want to desecrate this place, a place he
held so dear. But something seemed to be urging him
on. Hayne laid the stone gently onto the ground and
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reached blindly into the cavity its removal had created.
To his complete amazement, something lay inside; it felt
soft and smooth. Without fear or question, he dislodged
and withdrew a rectangular parcel, and placed it down
onto the stone in front of him.

The package was wrapped in a supple leather
covering cloth and tied with crude hemp twine.
Hayne’s heart was thumping, his mind racing as he
removed the twine and unfolded the cloth. There lay a
hand-stitched, leather bound book, and on its cover
embossed with gold, was the name ‘Té’.

As he opened the cover his heart soared. The text
was written in the most beautiful script he had ever
seen, and by an obviously talented scribe. It was hand
coloured with ornate designs and was in absolutely
pristine condition. Hayne couldn’t believe what lay
within his coarse, soiled hands. It was like a dream.

He hurriedly wrapped up the delicate text in its
cover, his hands trembling with excitement. As he rose
to his feet and the realisation of this miraculous find
sunk in, he spontaneously did a little jig before setting
off down the hill toward the village.

He was completely overcome with emotion and
ran almost the entire way home. When he entered the
southern pathway into the village, he began to attract
some suspicious glances as he cavorted like a yearling
deer, full of wonder and vitality, kicking up his heals
and celebrating life.
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It was now twilight and the summer sun had
buried itself deep into the distant hills, with only a soft
golden remnant of the day remaining. The evening fires,
having not long been lit, began to create a haze over the
huts, oozing streams of translucent blue smoke from the
stacks atop the plump thatched roofs.

As the daylight faded, those in the streets headed
home, some carrying water pails, others produce or
meat from a forest kill. They scurried quickly before
darkness to the safety of their dwellings; it was not all
that safe being out at night. Only the cross-road tavern
on the northern outskirts of the village offered any kind
of life, but it was more often full of rogues and ruffians,
and not the sort of place that most of the simple farming
folk would frequent. By late evening the place became
the scene of incessant brawling and drunken
debauchery and only a few hardened villagers took
part.

Hayne almost lost his footing as he skidded
around onto the narrow path that led to his hut, at the
northern most extremity of the village proper. His face
was red from exertion, his heart pounding as he finally
flung open the door.

‘Anna!’ he spluttered, exhausted- his body now
realising what he had just done to it. ‘Look what I have
found... at the old monastery.’

Hayne slumped down at the knotted wooden
table that sat not far from the door and placed the book
down carefully, his hands still trembling. He was
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panting like an aged hound after the hunt and Anna
turned with a strained expression on her face, her hands
covered in dough, flour up to the elbows.

‘What have you found?’ she asked with some
ambivalence.

Hayne was trying to catch his breath; he was a
lather of sweat. Anna, realising that she would have to
see for herself, rolled her eyes impetuously, quickly
wiped her hands on her apron and made her way to the
table.

‘Where did you get that book from?’ she
snapped. ‘It must be worth a king’s ransom.’

‘It’s what I’m trying to tell you, woman. I found it
at the old monastery.... behind a stone,’ he finished, still
trying to calm himself. Anna looked at him
suspiciously. She knew all too well of his love of books,
but also of his inability to afford them.

‘It’s true I tell you. There was a loose stone.
Someone hid this book, and I have found it. I would not
steal; you know that. For God’s sake woman!’ he spat
indignantly.

‘Alright, alright,’ she said. ‘There’s no need to
pout.’

Anna pinched him on the cheek and twisted just
a little, then sat down to take a look at his find. Just then
Seth barged in through the back door with an arm full
of chopped wood for the fire, closely behind him little
Andrina, his helper, with a pile of twigs.


