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The Call  

In the early morning she heard something calling. She couldn’t be sure what it was. It 

reached her past the sounds of airplanes, trains, and peak hour traffic. Past the shouts of 

school children in the street outside, on their way to school. Even past the Magpie 

warbles that rolled over her and reminded her of where she was, even in the city, and 

her place in this land. What was it, this calling – the call of the wild? Something telling 

her to get away, to go far, to dig deep, to reach the edges of something. 

So, she packed up clothes, took a sleeping bag, enough water and food, her 

notebooks, tent and matches, as much as she could fit in the rusted body of her car 

(almost as old as she was) that intermittently threatened breakdown. 

She drove out west seeking the vast plains of scorched earth, soaking in the cold 

dark of night, the absence of people offering up sweet isolation, and rinsing her body of 

language. 

Who can say what happened out there? No one knows for sure. She re-emerged 

later as a wolf: reborn, earthed, somehow, all core, bedraggled and raw.  

 

Actually, she didn’t. That’s not how the real story goes. When she heard something 

calling her in the early morning, she tuned out. She put on the radio and switched the 

station each and every time the call crept through. She checked social media, she 

scrolled and scrolled, or she called someone on the phone. Each day she found a new 

way to drown out the sound of the call. 

   

Some calls lead to ourselves, some calls take us on detours down streets where scents 

misguide, and familiar flavours taste wrong. And some calls threaten us with a darkness 

we can’t know if we’ll survive. Sometimes it is better to swerve or falter, to spend years 

paddling in some backwater, anything but listen. 

 

 

 


