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Introduction

© Far out in the lonely Pacific Ocean, there is an island of

mystery.

The island waits, windy and wave-beaten.

The stone statues near the rocky shore,stare out over
the ever-changing and eternal sea.

The people who carved them, and left them there, have
vanished from the earth, leaving behind, only their greatness.

Secrets. Secrets of how and why.

The secrets of Rapa Nui lie deep and hidden.

Over the wind-blown, warm, and grass-covered earth,
the islanders have a calm and settled life.

Now, their peace is threatened.

Their fragile world is about to be turned upside- down.

There is a new force on the island.

There are new people here.

Isolation is no longer a protection.

The world is a small place for money, for travel, for greed.

The great statues are to become toys — toys in the
hands of the rich.

But, somewhere, eyes watch, and see what is to come.

How far would you go to protect the people you love?

What js ; way of life worth?

From the past, comes a terrible

answer...
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1. Mayor Pro Tem

Mayor Pro Tem appeared to be an odious man. He knew it. He
cultivated it. He loved it! Odious people are above suspicion; they
are people with only two dimensiuns ~— flat and obvious. .

“Carter, you know my policy: we want tourism up, up, up, on
this island — let’ s make some money'

Carter, the “Big Businessman” from Florida State, US,»A.,. shifted
in the deep, leather armchair in the Mayor’s office.

“Ye-es,” he answered, laconically.

“Carter,” Mayor Pro Ten; buffed at his cigar, enthusiastically,
“Carter, what do I always say? We’ve got to reach the “critical mass’.
What do I say?” ' |

. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. I’ ve heard all this. You want to reach a
‘critical mass’ of American tourists, and then we’re — how do you
put it?” |

“... and then we’re cooking!’;

“Right.”

The Mayor watched the smoke from his cigar, drift towards the
ceiling. He fingered the long lobe of his ear. The light skin of his
face was topped by thick reddish-brown hair. His eyes were deep
set. His nose was straight, with wide, flat nostrils. His broad mouth
was thin lipped and slightly pursed, curving down grimly at the
edges — when he wasn’t smiling. His jaw was strong.
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Carter watched the man sitting opposite him. The face seemed
somehow familiar,

“I’ve got it!” exclaimed Carter, thoughtfully.

“What is it that you’ve got?”

“I’ ve just realised who you remind me of.”

“And who is that?”

“Harvey Keitel, the American actor. He’s done lots of movies —
 Reservoir Dogs, Pulp Fiction...”

“Ah,” said the Mayor, “I know the man. And didn’t he do
~ The Piane?”

“Search me,” said Carter, “a lot of movie stars can play an

instrument.”

2. Carter

Carter thought Mayor Pro Tem was an odious man, but “odious
men” could be useful. He’d had enough of Environmentalists,
Government Agencies, Investors with no guts. He knew people like

- Mayor Pro Tem. They were peasants. They had the cunning of the
peasant — like the cunning of a fox: shallow, narrow minded, and
totally selfish. You knew where you were with people like the
Mayor. They did all the foot-work in big business ventures, and,
when they liad cleared a path, powerful people like Carter himself
drove in with their smooth, Cadillac money, and the rolling wheels
of Wall Street. And behind them, solid, blue suited attorneys, taking
anything worth having.
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Mayor Pro Tem would be mare than grateful for the crumbs that
fell from the table of the real money-men. Everyone would be
happy. It was the way of the world.

3. The island

' Where are we? We are in Hanga Roa, tiny ‘capital’ of the thirty
kilometre volcanic dot in the wide Pacific Ocean, thousands of
kilqmetres from anywhere. |

| 'EASTER ISLAND — RAPA NUI — The island of mystery;
island of wonders; island of magnificent stone statues, ten or twenty
metres high, dotting the landscape; island of beautifully crafted stone
platforms set in bleak and wonderful hills.

The coast of razor sharp voleanic rocks is battered by the surf
from long, Pacific waves. It is a land of wind and grass; of scattered,
dead volcanos; of gentle hills, looking as if they were fashioned by
human hands out of the open, black pebbled grassland; of wild
horses, sheep and silence; of moody, changeable weather. A land of
contrast; of all the high, wide expanse of a many-layered sky. A
land without song-birds. Only the silent, hunting hawks skim the
earth. This dry, dry land, Rapa Nui, with water staying-pn]y in the
deep crater lakes of Rana Kao, Roi and Roraka.

The inhabitants have no more history than the tales of a few
generations. They are self-contained, friendly, mutually supportive.

They supervise their herds of horses and flocks of sheep in this

6 A B & D | g F
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un-fenced land. Their few cows give milk, the sea gives fish. The
people are patient, and accept the exodus of many of their number to
Chile, as they accept the influx of new settlers.

Above all, Rapa Nui — Easter Island, has an aching sense of
waiting, of something about to happen, of expectancy. The winds
have twenty names. The weather changes suddenly. It is a land-
scape of moods, of intensity.

-— I will tell you all that is known by the white men about Easter
Island.

Long, long ago — perhaps two millennia — there lived a race
of people who, after many centuries of work, left the most wonderful
monuments, who filled the landscape of their homeland with stat
ues, pictures and structures, but whose writings were few and
indecipherable.

When they arrived, they burned the native forests, until all but a
few trees surviving on the peaks, were gone. They planted sweet
potatoes. They grew reeds in the lakes in the volcano craters, creat-
ing swamps under the hot, tropical sun.

Their skin was white. Their hair was reddish brown.

They lived side by side with the dark skinned Polynesians who
also found a home on the island. They thrived.

4. The First Statue

A statue was carved from the volcanic rock using tiny, hard stone
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tools. The face of the statue was arrogant and superior. The tall,

narrow forehiead was topped with a hat of red stone. The eye sockets

were sightless. The nose was proud. The thin-lipped mouth was wide
and severe. It was the prototype God of the island.

When the most important leaders of the people died, their bodies
were laid under the stone platforms. Their memory was preserved in
larger and larger copies of the prototype. These were set, shoulder to
shoulder, on the platforms aligned with the sun.

After anonymous ages, a millennium and a half, there came a
time when everything stopped. The stone-carvers’ tools were left
where they lay. This culture with no weapons suddenly displayed
volcanic glass arrow heads. No one knows what happened. The stone
carving stopped. The statues awaiting delivery to the platforms
around the island were left where they stood, gazing forever over tl\le
wide ocean from the grassy slope between the quarry and the shore.

When the faces of the first white men appeared, centuries later,
greedy for power, inforrﬁation, and then slaves, there was only a
savage remnant of the light and dark skinned people. The slave
merchants stripped the island.

Today, the few inhabitants live their friendly, calm lives, with
their roaming herds of sheep and horses, and their occasional
cattle. They watch the steady influx of visitors; see the foreign eyes
drink in this fresh wonder of the world. |

The island waits. Always, something is waiting just out of sight.

Something is about to happen.
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