Bottom of the World
 By 
Sally Cowart Hughes
Aotearoa!
Rugged Individual,
 Glisten Like a Pearl, 
Bottom of the World…                
Six Month in a Leaky Boat
By Spilt Endz
This song is what started it all.  My intense interest in New Zealand (Aotearoa). I spent decades promising myself that “one day” I would go there. A place overflowing with natural beauty, adventure, and friendly people. But things get in the way, primarily the “tyranny of distance” to quote the song  further and the expense. Then my brother Bob died of cancer and the paradigm shifted. I booked the two flights that would deliver me to a “once in a lifetime” trip. No agenda. Just me and my cameras. I lost a Tuesday flying in the sky and landed in Auckland, the capital. It was a lovely day. Eight thousand miles from Atlanta, I felt a kind of ease and connectedness that hadn’t washed over me in years. Even driving on the other side of the road felt correct.
I coddiwompled through the country, exploring both north & south islands. Mutually seeking to understand this intense desire to be in this place while enjoying every tourist attraction on the guidebooks’ bucket lists. It was amazing to feel so deeply rooted to geography that wasn’t made up of red Georgia clay.
The images created were deeply personal. Photography has always been a way into understanding what I’m seeing/experiencing. Often, too, it’s a balm against the world around me. The best facets of myself shine when traveling with my camera. The photos shown here are part of an archive of this time. A sampling of the moving visual feast I experienced at the bottom of the world.
