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THE MISSING PIECE - WHEN THE HEAVENS CAVED IN

It was the wet season in Darwin, Australia. You could hear the frog orchestra in the backyard even though they were not visible to sight, as it was late at night. The sound of their croaking could not be drowned even with the most powerful of earplugs.

It was as though they had a conductor who orchestrated this whole affair. You could virtually see them as the tenors were rounding up, the bass was beginning and it was like that for hours, only for a minute when you think thank God, but no, there they go again.  You would appreciate the lovely rhythm or melody if you were into ‘frogastry’. 
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It was late into the night and everyone was fast asleep. The rain had been pounding down, the weather was cool, so there was no need for the air conditioning or fan. The sound of rain outside made for a deep sleep. Now and again the baby thunder creaked in the sky and if you’re quick you could sometimes catch a glimpse of the lightning when it flashes past the window. 

That night, the grandfather of all thunders ever heard shook the heavens and threatened to wreak havoc.  Frightening both people and animals, even the birds in the trees trembled on their nimble feet. This was the night when ten-year-old Folu rolled off the bed, onto the floor and under the bed. The tumultuous thunder was so angry, that its roar lasted forever. It was not giving up. Someone
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