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About the Author

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents

are either the product of the author's imagination

or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons,

living or dead, business establishments, events,

or locales is entirely coincidental.

Tully is a real town in the area known as the Wet Tropics,

in the north of Queensland, Australia.

Streets and other directional indications are as accurate

as my imagination will allow.

Life and love in the Wet Tropics
can be a very prickly affair.
You either love it or hate it.
You can allow the heat and humidity
to really get under your skin
and end up with a rash that can 
really irritate, then you can’t help 
but scratch at the wounds
and make it fester.
Or you can learn to keep your cool.
Kate has learned to cope and keep her cool, 
now she has to pass that knowledge
on to those she loves.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Saturday 23rd January 2010

4am
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"Woop! Woop! Woop! Woop!

"The Bureau of Meteorology has issued a Cyclone Watch on a Category 1 cyclone, that has formed in the Coral Sea. Cyclone Olga initially formed as a Tropical Low in the waters near the Solomon Islands, and has now deepened into a Category 1 cyclone. Cyclone Olga is situated 650 kilometres to the east of Cairns and is currently heading in a westerly direction towards the Cairns region. Residents in areas between Port Douglas and Lucinda are advised to secure all loose objects and be aware of rising flood waters."
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"Woop! Woop! Woop! Woop!

"Residents between Lockhart River and Lucinda are advised that Cyclone Olga has deepened to a category 2 and is heading in a westerly direction. Areas north of Cairns are advised to secure all loose objects, and be aware of strong winds and rising flood waters. The category 2 cyclone with a central pressure of 983 hectopascals (hPA), is expected to have winds of 95 kilometres an hour, with gusts of up to 130 kilometres an hour.

Cyclone Olga is expected to cross the coast tomorrow the 24th January, between Port Douglas and Cairns, as a category 2 cyclone. Squally to cyclonic weather is expected to continue across the region with strong wind gusts and flooding rain."
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Jessie watched the television report of the cyclone bearing down on her newly reconnected family. She sent healing thoughts and prayers to them as they faced the cyclone. Her new mobile phone had received a message with a photo attached of the new members of her family. Her spirit dream had prepared her for the news of the twins, and she was happy they had arrived safely. 

Jessie had arrived in Mount Isa on the train and had spent the first couple of days orienting herself to the area. As was her practice in a new place, she had spent several hours in contact with the spirits and connecting with the earth and the country on which she walked. She had met an elder of the local mob walking home one day, and had been invited to stay. She explained who she was, and that she was searching for her daughter. Upon hearing that she was Ngangkari, she was asked to aid a couple of the household members. While she was attending to them, she knew word was spreading through the community of who she was, and that others would turn up at the house over the next couple of weeks to avail themself of her healing skills, and to listen to her stories. She spent evenings relating the stories of her tribe and included the stories she'd heard in Jumbun. By telling her stories she could show how her mob cared for each other and the stories of their ancestors. While she was occupied, other members of the community spread the word of who she was and who she was looking for. 
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"Tropical Cyclone Olga crossed the coast at 4am this morning, approximately 80 kilometres south of Cairns, immediately downgrading to a tropical low. Olga became a category 2 cyclone at 10pm on the 23rd, and has significantly dissipated since then, with no discernible eye. Flooding is wide spread throughout the area as far south as Ingham, with rains affecting as far south as Townsville. Former tropical cyclone Olga is now heading inland in a westerly direction, where winds and rain are expected to affect communities on the tablelands and further west towards the gulf. 

Reports coming in are very limited at this time as communication has been disrupted, and we will keep you up to date with information as we receive it...."
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For the last couple of days Kate had noticed Mitch closely watching what the nurses and the doctor did when they attended the room in which they was staying. Extra beds had been brought in to cater for Mitch and Ray as it was still not safe for them to return to their home. Mitch was especially interested in anything that was to do with the care and well-being of his new sisters. So after Ray had left for work to check on the town, she asked him.

"Mitch, are you interested in becoming a nurse or something?" She spoke loudly over the sound of the rain drumming down on the hospital's roof.

He looked at her, thought for a moment, then said, "No. I don't I want to do that. I want to do what you and Jessie do."

"But you're interested in medicine?"

"Kinda, I guess. I want to understand medicine... or the human body more. I know I need to study more anatomy and physiology to be a Massage Therapist, but how it all works or doesn't work interests me too."

"Okay. Why don't you ask Mark if he will let you follow him around a bit?"

Mitch thought about this.

Kate continued, "Maybe he'll even let you borrow his Gray's Anatomy. I don't know if it's available to just anyone. Let me have a look." She pulled out her mobile and searched her favourite book sight. "Hmm! Well it looks like there are several versions available. Any one of them looks better than the basic workbooks we use for the college. I don't think you need the clinical one. Hmm, maybe this one, the omnibus edition?"

She showed Mitch the book on her screen.

Mitch shrugged, he wasn't sure. "Maybe, I'll ask Dr Mark."

Kate nodded, "Okay, we''ll see what he says." She yawned and put down her phone. "Think I'll have a sleep while the girls are asleep." The sound of the rain lulling her back to sleep.

"Okay. I might go for a walk," said Mitch.
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"Six Two Six to Three Five One."

"Three Five One here," Ray answered his radio as he strolled down the hospital corridor heading outside towards his vehicle.

"Sarge, I think we might have a problem here at the CWA hall. There's water dripping in several places, and I don't like the look of the ceiling. I think... I don't know for sure, but I think the roof might have a leak."

"Do you think it might be a problem?"

"Maybe, I don't know."

"Okay. Um. Check it out and I'll see if I can get down to you."

"Okay, Sarge. Six Two Six Out."

Constable Steve Sorbello wasn't sure what 'check it out' meant, but he knew it didn't look good. He looked around the hall and spotted Vera Rodgers, the President of the local CWA. As he was walking over to her, he heard a high pitched squeal. He turned back around and saw Karla jump to her feet as water started to drip through the ceiling above her. A large bubble had formed in the ceiling over her cot, and as he watched he saw it drip. He raced over grabbed her and pulled her to the side. Together they watched as the bubble quickly swelled and the ceiling above her cot exploded, dumping a cascade of water over Karla's cot and bedding. The water spread quickly soaking the cot and flooding the entire area.

Karla looked up into Steve's eyes. She sighed. "You saved me." She flung her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately.

The people in the hall erupted in cheers and whistles. Their voices quickly turned to concern as more water came flooding into the hall from the open ceiling.

Blushing with embarrassment Steve freed himself from Karla's embrace. He looked around at the water soaked camp cot that Karla had been sitting on moments ago. The young Constable quickly realised that the hall was now no longer a safe place. All the people who had made their way to the hall to take refuge from the cyclonic rain were no longer safe. He realised he had to take action. Taking a deep breath, he braced himself and spoke loudly to the room.

"Everyone." He waited a moment, then tried again. "EVERYONE. QUIET!"

All the people in the hall stopped what they were doing, turned and took notice of the young Constable. 

"Everyone, I think we need to get out of here. Grab your things, and I'll find somewhere else for us to go."

He pulled out his radio. "Tango Six Two Six to Three Five One."... "Six Two Six  to Three Five One." 

His Sergeant must be busy, so he tried another officer.

"Six Two Six to Five One Three."

"Five One Three here."

"Hi Mike. I think we need to get out of the CWA hall, we've had a ceiling collapse and it's getting worse. Is there room there at the community centre?"

"It might be a squeeze, but I think we can manage."

"Okay. We'll make our way to you then. Out."
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Sergeant Powell heard his number being called on the radio, but had his hands full as he tried to negotiate the debris being washed down the road, as he drove carefully towards the CWA hall. He could barely see a few metres in front of him, his lights making little impact on the gloomy darkness. A dark shape loomed in front of his vehicle and he quickly swung aside to miss the fallen palm tree as it was washed down the street. He sat forward even further, braced by his firm grip on the steering wheel trying to see the road and to better identify his location. Ray knew he was passing through an intersection when he felt a strong current of water hit the side of his 4wd. The water was racing down the street from the mountain. He knew he should be approaching the CWA hall. Wiping the foggy windscreen he peered through the gloomy greys of the downpour to try to see it's distinctive shape.
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"Everybody out. Let's go. Stay together and mind your footing." Steve turned to wait as everyone began filing out of the hall. 
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Ray finally spotted the CWA hall's distinctive shape and breathed a sigh of relief that he had made it. Looking up, he watched as the shape changed and the entire roof collapsed. "OH CRAP!"

He sped up to the front of the building. He was relieved to see a large group of people standing outside the main doorway, huddled under the front awning. Jumping out of his 4wd, he raced over to the group huddled together under the awning. "Is everybody out? Did everybody get out safely?" Looking around he noticed someone missing. "Sorbello? Where's Sorbello?" He held his breath as he waited for a response.

"Here Sarge?"

Ray sighed with relief when he spotted the young constable as he stood in the dark doorway with one hand on the door handle.

"Do you think I should close the door?"

"Holy crap, Sorbello! You nearly gave me a heart attack."

"Sorry Sarge. Just making sure everybody was out."

The flash of a bright yellow raincoat sped past him and into Sorbello's arms. "Don't you ever scare me like that again?"

Sorbello wrapped his arm around the figure and looked down at her. "Sorry, Sweetheart."

Ray looked on at the unlikely sight of Karla Cortess in the arms of the very much younger Steve Sorbello. And they were smiling sweetly at each other. "Holy crap!" he thought. "Steve Sorbello and Karla Cortess. Who'd have thought it?"

#
[image: ]


Jessie suddenly felt very concerned for her family and immediately sent a message on her mobile wishing them well. She knew they would all be busy with the new babies, as well as dealing with the rain and aftermath of the cyclone. Even though it was now downgraded to a tropical low, it still meant lots of rain would be affecting their town, causing flooding and other disruptions.

It wasn't until later that evening that she received a reply to her message from Mitch. "All safe here. Still at the hospital, staying here until cyclone passes and flooding goes down. Keeping busy." This was followed by a happy face emoji and several hearts, and a photo of Mitch holding and feeding one of his little sisters.
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Monday 25th January 2010
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"Yoohoo! Excuse me young man."

Mitch stopped in the hospital corridor as he carried his little sister on a short stroll down the corridor. Lillie had been a little grizzly and not quite ready for sleep even though her mother was. So Mitch had taken her for a little walk down the corridor to see the sights, limited as they were to just hospital corridors.

Mitch looked into the room where the voice had come from and saw an old man waving too him.

"Young man. Have you got a moment?"

"Sure."

"Oh, who have you got there?" the old man asked noticing the tiny bundle in Mitch's arms.

Mitch showed her face to the old man. "This is my little sister, Lillie."

"Lily as in the flower?"

"No, Lillie as in short for Lillian after her grandmother. But Grandma always prefers Lillie, L.I.L.L.I.E., so Lillie she is."

"Oh, okay."

"What can I help you with?" Mitch asked as he sat down on the visitors chair.

"Well, I'm stuck here bored silly. I was wondering if any newspapers have been delivered or even an old one I haven't read, especially with crosswords or puzzles not finished?"

"Oh, I don't know." Mitch thought for a second. "Don't you have a mobile phone?"

"No. Never had the need for one."

"Oh, okay. Well, I can have a look around for you. But I don't think there will be any deliveries for a few days yet. We're still pretty much isolated."

"Oh!" said the old man disappointedly.

"But, I can have a look around for you." Mitch noticed that Lillie had settled down and fallen asleep. "I'll take this one back to Mum and her sister, then Ill go for a walk around."

"Okay, thanks."

"No problem. And I'll see if there are any puzzle books around as well."

"That would be great, thank you. Hey, I don't even know your name? I can't keep on calling you Young Man, now can I?"

"It's Mitch, Mitch Powell."

"Nice to meet you Mitch and Lillie Powell. I'm Arthur Wilson."

"Mr Wilson, nice to meet you too."

"Oh! I just realised, you must be Sergeant Powell's son, my rescuer."

"Oh! How did Dad rescue you?"

"I had a fall and was stuck on the bathroom floor for a couple of days, until your father burst in and rescued me from the flooding water coming into my home... Ha! And he had to shoot a snake that tried to take refuge on my couch."

"Typical. Dad never mentioned any of that."
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Later that afternoon, Mitch had managed to locate two old newspapers, one from Cairns and one from Innisfail. He even found an old unfinished puzzle book someone had left. He returned to Mr Wilson's room to find him having a nap, so left the papers, book and a pen where he could reach them.

That evening Mitch questioned his father about the incident with Mr Wilson and the snake. He listened intently as his father describe having to shoot the snake and leaving a hole in the couch. He laughed out loud at Mr Wilson's response.
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Tuesday 26th January 2010
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Mitch's wanderings around the hospital corridors led him down to the emergency entrance this morning. He could see how busy everyone was so decided not to bother Dr Mark. He was about to walk back out when a wrinkled hand reached out and touched his hand. Mitch stopped to see who it was, and recognised the tiny woman laying on the hospital gurney. She tried to speak but her throat was dry. So, Mitch poured some water into a glass and lifted her enough so that she could take a small mouthful. 

"Thank you," she croaked. 

"It's Mrs Baker isn't it?" Mitch asked, taking her hand in his. 

"Yes Dear." she replied. 

"What happened to you?" 

"Silly me, I had a fall. But when I tried to get up, I couldn't." She motioned for some more water. Mitch lifter her gently and offered her some more water. "I didn't think I had hurt myself, but I suddenly got scared and pressed the panic button. Then when Vic and David turned up they said I should get checked out by the Doc anyway. Just to make sure."

"Its always best to make sure," Mitch replied. 

"Well, yes, I guess so. But I've been lying here waiting for my x-rays, and well... it's been so busy." 

"Yes, it is really busy. Are you in any pain? Maybe I should chase up the Doc."

"No, I don't think so. I feel okay now that the shock has worn off. I... I think I just got scared for a couple of minutes. Living alone can be scary sometimes. Especially as you get older." She sighed. "Oh god, I hate that expression. I keep hearing it all the time now. 'Got to be careful, now as you get older.'"

"I'm sure their just being thoughtful." He smiled. "But, you have people come to your house to give you a hand with things, don't you?"

"Well, yes. But they only come to clean once a week. And Judy next door, keeps an eye out for me." 

"That's nice." 

"Yes, she is lovely. And she brings me over a meal every so often. Especially when she cooks a roast or something like that, that I couldn't be bothered cooking for myself. She is very good to me."

"It's nice to know you have good neighbours." 

"And reassuring to know that some one is looking our for you." She smiled at the thought. "You know, even this morning in the early hours she came out to see why the ambulance was there. She did say she would try to come and check up on me this morning."

"Well, I'm sure she will as soon as she can."

"I'm sure she will." Mitch decided to stay with Mrs Baker and continue to hold her hand, while she waited for the results of her x-ray. 

A short time later Dr Mark arrived with the good news that her x-rays were all clear, and if she felt up to it, she could go home. Mrs Baker assured Dr Mark that she was feeling much better now, and was more that ready to leave. Before she could get up off the gurney, Mrs Baker's neighbour Judy arrived to see how she was. She was more than happy to hear the good news, and to drive Mrs Baker home. They both hugged and thanked Mitch profusely before they left, with Mrs Baker leaning on Judy's arm for reassurance. 

Mitch heard Mrs Baker say to Judy, "Thank you for coming, dear. I don't know what I'd do without you." 

Judy patted Mrs Baker's hand then said "You are most welcome. And I am always happy to help you at any time."

Mrs Baker leaned into Judy and felt reassured.
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On the Day of Mourning when the rest of the country celebrated it's nationhood, Jessie was asked to visit the town of Dajarra with Aunt Martha and her extended family. Martha's family was a mixture of the Mount Isa tribes of Kalkatungu and Indjilandji nations. The small community of Dajarra which normally numbered around 190, was the years host for the Day of Mourning, and would be bolstered by an influx of people from the neighbouring tribes. People from the three tribes of Waanyi, Garrawa and Gangalidda that made up the northern Doomadgee community as well as the Mount Isa tribes and Yulluna people from the area to the west of Dajarra would be attending. The invitation, as always, was extended to any other First
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