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Chapter 1


<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

“Pardon me, my dear, may we join you?"

Taylor looked up from her menu at the
elderly couple that stood beside her. Before she had time to
answer, the hostess who was greeting guests at the entrance to the
dining room swept across the floor toward the trio.

“Allow me to introduce
you,” Gina Ryan said. “This is Taylor Sands. Taylor, this is Mr and
Mrs Kennedy. They are old friends of ours.”

Taylor smiled up at the couple. “Please,”
she said, gesturing to the table.

Gina Ryan helped the Kennedys into the two
chairs facing Taylor, and smiling broadly, waltzed off to greet
more guests waiting at the door.

“Thank you, dear,” Mrs
Kennedy said, glancing down at her dinner menu.

Taylor looked around the dining room of
Emerald Lodge. She was sitting next to a wall of floor to ceiling
windows. On the other side of the glass was a cluster of hoop pine
trees with a series of platforms built around them. During the day,
food was set out for the birds, and it was delightful to watch them
chirp and squabble over their meal as she sat and enjoyed hers.
More food was set out at night to attract possums and sugar
gliders; however, it wasn’t dark enough for them to be out yet.

“How long have you known
the Ryans?” Taylor asked, turning her attention to Mrs
Kennedy.

The couple looked at each other and smiled.
“Well, we’ve known Gina since she was a child; we started coming up
here over fifty years ago. Gina’s grandparents started Emerald
Lodge; from what I understand, Patrick Ryan came up here as a guest
some thirty years ago and met Gina then. They were married, and
when Gina’s father retired, they took over running the lodge.”

“We met up here too,” Mr
Kennedy added. “I came up with my family. Mrs Kennedy was here with
a group of bird-watching friends.” He beamed fondly at his wife.
“It was love at first sight. These mountains tend to have a
romantic effect on people, don’t you know.”

Mrs Kennedy returned his loving gaze. “Yes,
we came back here for our honeymoon.”

Taylor smiled at her dinner companions.
Something about this lodge and the openness and warmth of the
couple in front of her made her feel comfortable and at home, a
feeling that was largely foreign to her. “How long have you been
married?”

“Fifty years. We’re here to
celebrate our anniversary.”

The look between them was so intimate that
Taylor felt like an intruder; however, the feeling quickly vanished
when they both turned their smiles at her, making her a part of the
moment. Nevertheless, she felt...a touch of envy that they had
shared such a long and happy life together.

“And what are you doing
here, dear?” Mrs Kennedy asked.

“I’m on a working
holiday.”

“By yourself?” Mrs
Kennedy’s voice rose in a note of concern.

“Yes,” Taylor said
blandly.

“What sort of work are you
doing?” Mr Kennedy ventured after a short, awkward
silence.

“Well, I write and
illustrate children’s books. I’m doing a story about the creatures
that live in this subtropical rainforest. I needed a place where I
could stay for a while to sketch and get to know my subjects; I’m
here for four weeks.” Taylor cocked her head to one side. “However,
it is so beautiful up here that I can hardly call it work. I think
it’s the most peaceful place I’ve ever been in.” Taylor paused for
a moment while a young waitress served them their soup.

“The Ryans have been
wonderful,” Taylor continued after Mrs Kennedy gave her a nod of
encouragement. “Gina and Patrick have taken me under their wing.
This is only my second day here, but already they are telling me
where I can find all the little animals I want to
sketch.”

Taylor finished her soup, surprised at her
appetite. Usually, food held little appeal for her.

“How did you find out about
Emerald Lodge?” Mr Kennedy asked.

“Oh, I came up here years
ago, with a...friend.” Taylor stumbled over the word; with a friend
like that, one hardly needed an enemy. “I loved it, and I’ve always
wanted to come back. So, when I decided to write this book, my
editor agreed I should get started on it up here.”

“Do you live in Brisbane?”
Mr Kennedy asked.

“No.” Taylor moved her arms
aside so the waitress could set down a plate with enough food on it
for a hoard of gluttons. “I live in Melbourne. I flew to Brisbane
and then took the bus up. It’s hard to believe that the city is
only a few hours from here. This feels like a million miles from
anywhere. Lamington National Park is like a secret treasure
chest.”

“Yes. We’re fortunate to
have these mountains so close to us.”

The trio was quiet for a while as they ate
their dinner. Taylor devoured her lamb, covering each bite with a
generous amount of mint jelly. The roast potatoes were crispy and
brown on the outside, soft and piping hot on the inside. She picked
at a few carrots as though she had been told she had to eat them.
She hated most vegetables, and one of the things she loved about
being an adult was that if she didn’t want to eat them, she didn’t
have to. Control and power over her own life: it was glorious.

With a hint of rebellion in her voice,
Taylor ordered steamed pudding for dessert with custard. As a
child, she had hardly ever made it through to this part of a meal.
The challenge was always that she must finish all of her dinner,
and she rarely did, preferring to confront her dinner plate in
obstinate silence rather than give in to the demands of her foster
parents.

Taylor’s thoughts were interrupted as she
caught a glimpse of a man standing at the entrance of the dining
room. Most of the guests had been served; they had all responded
promptly to the evening dinner bell after a day of walking through
the rainforest in the high mountain air. The man must have returned
late from a walk; his hair was still wet from a shower. He was
tall, his head just clearing the beam of the doorframe. Gina Ryan,
who by now was sitting at a table with Patrick and several guests,
rushed over to greet him. The man looked down at Gina, smiling at
her and touching her on the shoulder. She turned her head
coquettishly to one side, slowly smiling back at him through
fluttering lashes.

Goodness, Taylor thought, Gina is flirting
with him! She’s old enough to be his mother, and she’s flirting
with him.

“What a handsome young
man,” Mrs Kennedy remarked in an admiring tone of voice that did
not sound in the least bit grandmotherly.

Gina led the man into the room where they
paused to search for a place for him to sit. He didn’t seem to be
in the least bit concerned that he was late...or that he had
interrupted Gina’s dinner, Taylor observed. However, this thought
seemed to dissolve into nothing as she watched him looking around
the room. He wore a black cashmere turtleneck tucked into a pair of
Levies that hugged his hips and long legs like a sheath. His
sleeves were pushed halfway up his forearms, revealing solid and
tanned arms covered in silky body hair, and he wore a large dive
watch that was dwarfed by the size of his hands.

As Gina moved forward to lead him to a
table, a young woman stood up, crying out across the room, “Come
and sit with us, Carl.” Once again, he reduced Gina to a pair of
batting eyelashes with his smile and then strode toward the young
woman who had beckoned him so shamelessly.

Something in the way he moved struck Taylor
as profoundly annoying. It was as though he had taken over the
room. She was further vexed seeing that everyone else had noticed
him too, and he seemed to take this for granted. As he passed
Taylor’s table, he looked down at her. He had a full, soft mouth
that would have been feminine if it weren’t for his sharply
chiselled face and eyes so dark, they were almost black. Eyebrows
the colour of sable lifted slightly as he caught her glance, his
eyes holding hers for a lingering moment. What an arrogant swine he
was! Suddenly the room seemed hot and stuffy, as if the air had
been sucked out of it. Taylor struggled to catch her breath.

The man sat down next to his eager
companion, and without so much as an apology to the waitress,
ordered a complete meal that would have to be brought to him while
it was clear the other guests had finished their dinner and were
now helping themselves to the tea and coffee trolley. How rude!

Taylor stood up. “May I get you some tea or
coffee?” she asked the Kennedys.

“Tea, please, dear. White
with two sugars for both of us.” Mrs Kennedy said with a
smile.

Taylor poured the two teas and then topped a
cup of coffee with a large spoon of whipped cream that sat in a
bowl near the percolator. She also made up a plate from a selection
of assorted cheese and biscuits and placed everything on a
tray.

As Taylor returned to her table, she
deliberately avoided looking over at the man. Well, she tried, but
she found herself caught by the deep brown eyes that followed her
across the room. His friend clung to his arm as though it were a
lifebuoy in a wild sea, gasping with delight at whatever it was he
was saying to her. It was one of the more nauseating displays of
feminine wiles that Taylor had ever seen. Turning her back to them
both, Taylor placed the tray's contents on the table, serving the
Kennedys their tea.

“Tell me, dear,” Mrs
Kennedy said to her after Taylor sat down again, “where did you get
such an unusual name?”

Taylor had been asked this question many
times. “Taylor was my mother’s maiden name.”

Taylor liked her name; it was just about the
only thing her mother had ever given her. When she was born, her
mother had declared to the hospital staff that the baby would take
the mother’s surname, not the father’s. The hospital social worker
had explained that this was not legally possible...though, of
course, nowadays it wouldn’t have been a problem. So, Taylor’s
mother had given her two surnames, Taylor Sands. As far as Sands
went, his only other fatherly contribution had been a few minutes
of his time on one warm February night twenty-seven years ago.

“It’s an interesting name,”
Mr Kennedy said, “to go with interesting eyes...like blossoms of
lavender.”

With that simple remark, Taylor was
transported back to her childhood. No one had ever said that to her
except her Pop, “my little lavender blossom,” he used to call her;
he had been like a grandfather to her.

“Yes, very interesting,
dear,” Mrs Kennedy added, “you’re a lovely young girl.”

Taylor laughed. Now she knew why she had
warmed so quickly to this elderly couple. They were the image of
the perfect grandparents. She didn’t take their remarks on her
looks seriously; she never did. She failed to realize what an
impact she made on people. Her thick, blue-black hair fell in soft,
shiny waves to below her shoulders. When it was loose, like now, it
was a startling contrast to her delicate features and pale, creamy
skin. Her eyes, set off by black eyebrows, were lavender blue with
a band of deep violet encircling each iris. The combination was
most unusual, and Taylor was sure that it was this rather than any
real beauty that people noticed.

The man’s deep, rich laugh floated across
the room and erased her thoughts from her mind. He was looking at
Taylor, but his head was bent toward his simpering neighbour, whose
mouth was still going.

Taylor sipped her coffee, unconsciously
licking the frothy cream from the edge of her cup. He was quite
detestable, one of those men who thrived on the attention of women.
Well, he certainly wasn’t going to catch her attention. She hated
men like that, men who were so self-centred they expected everyone
to orbit around their magnetism.

He smiled at her, tying her stomach in a
knot of anger. The least he could do was concentrate on one woman
at a time, not flirt with one while he noticed the other. Slamming
her empty cup down onto her saucer, Taylor glared out the
window.

“Would you care to join us
in the lounge room for a while?” Mr Kennedy asked. “We could sit by
the fire, and you could tell us about your book.”

“Thank you, that would be
nice. I’ll have to go out later, though, to see if I can find some
possums; I’m working on some sketches of them. They don’t seem to
have come out to the feeding platform yet.”

Taylor stood up to have a better look out
the window to the trees, hoping that a few possums might have
arrived for their dinner by now.

“They’ll be here,” Gina
Ryan said, coming up behind Taylor. “Come back in an hour or so and
you can sit at the table and watch them. It’s warmer than standing
outside, and you’ll have the room to yourself. I’ll put some food
out for them.”

“Thank you,” Taylor smiled
at her hostess.

Gina was incredible; without actually
evicting anyone from the dining room, she had cleared the area so
the kitchen staff could clean up and set the tables for breakfast.
Only that man and his human remora remained, but Taylor was sure he
would leave soon too. He was the type of man who would not want to
be in an empty room; after all, there would be no one there to
notice him. Taylor followed the Kennedys into the lounge room.

Though a fire was roaring in the massive
stone fireplace, this room didn’t seem as warm as the dining room
had been. The walls were panelled in wood and hung with beautiful
bird prints by John Gould, an artist Taylor greatly admired. The
leather sofas were softened by years of wear, and a fern-patterned
carpet was the final touch that gave the room such a welcome
feeling.

Taylor took off her shoes and tucked herself
up at the end of a sofa next to the Kennedys. They were so kind.
She usually didn’t like to talk about her work, but she found
herself explaining her vision to these strangers who had taken more
interest in her than her mother ever had.

The creatures of the Lamington National Park
rainforest had fascinated Taylor on her first visit. She loved the
birds, which in November were very active building nests and
hatching chicks. Also, the tiny Australian marsupials attracted to
the lodge by the honey-soaked fruit placed out on the feeding trays
made perfect models for her book. Spring was also when the
rainforest bloomed with wild orchids and wildflowers, and flame
trees were ablaze with red blooms.

“I could have gone to a
wildlife park and watched the animals there or worked from
photographs,” Taylor explained to her companions. “However, I don’t
think it’s ever the same as working in the field and getting to
know the animals and their endearing little ways. I want to convey
all the aspects of their world in my book, and of course, that
gives me the perfect excuse to spend so much time up
here.”

“Have you written other
books,” Mr Kennedy asked?

“Yes, three; the one I’m
working on now is my fourth.”

“Do you have any with you?
I’d love to see one.”

“I have a copy of the
second book; it’s in my room...shall I get it?” Taylor asked
hesitantly.

“Yes,” the Kennedys replied
in unison.

“I’ll just be a few
minutes. I have to stop at the phone box along the way to make a
call.”

As Taylor got up to leave the room, that
awful man was just coming in, with his friend still firmly attached
to his arm. He took up most of the doorway, and Taylor could not
get past without brushing against him. She waited for him to pass
by. He was the type of man who would think she wanted to get close
to him; he probably thought all women wanted to get close to
him...and in fact, they probably did, Taylor concluded reluctantly.
However, she knew that men like that were trouble, the kind of
trouble she didn’t want to have anything to do with.

Still, he was remarkably handsome. His hair
had dried now into sable waves that flowed just to the top of his
neck. No doubt he fussed over himself a great deal. Taylor gave him
the chilliest look she could muster and left the room.


<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

After a phone call to
Melbourne and a messy search through her bags, Taylor returned with
her book and again sat with the Kennedy while they looked through
the pages. The book was called Follow Your
Dreams. It was about a twin brother and
sister who couldn’t decide what they wanted to be when they grew
up.

Each page was lovingly
illustrated with the children dressed up and engaging in various
activities: flying a plane, operating a crane, being scientists,
being zookeepers, skiing in the Olympics and so on. The last page
had the children in smocks, both painting a landscape of Sydney
Harbor, and it said, ‘no matter what happens, always follow your
dreams, because only then can they come true.” This was Taylor’s
tribute to her dream: to be an artist.

Aside from her first foster parents, Nan and
Pop, everyone in Taylor’s childhood had always told her that being
an artist was a ridiculous goal. Instead, she must pick something
practical. Though it was never said, the implication from the
foster parents and social workers who had overseen her life was
that a person from her background couldn’t hope to ever achieve
anything meaningful. Like her mother and her mother’s mother, she
would never finish her education, she would become pregnant at an
early age and be unable to care for her child, and she would
probably be a burden on the social welfare system for the rest of
her life.

For so many years, Taylor had been
discouraged from dreaming: dreams were for fools or people with
money. Then, when she had almost made her dream come true, she let
it slip through her fingers. But never again. Though Taylor only
made a modest living, she was doing the work she adored, and she
would never let that be taken from her again.

Many people interpreted Taylor’s book as
promoting non-sexist roles for children, and since this was a hot
trend in education and child-rearing, Taylor’s second book had done
well. For her, though, the title said it all. Taylor traced a crack
in the leather sofa with her fingertip, waiting for the Kennedys to
finish looking at her book.

“This is wonderful,” Mrs
Kennedy cried with delight. “These drawings are marvellous. Look at
the detail, here where the children are vets, you have all the
little animals recovering from various injuries in their cages. And
here, where the twins are astronauts, you have the earth drawn with
Australia on it. I love it!”

“Please, take it as my gift
to you.”

“Will you sign
it?”

Taylor was flattered. She resolved to have a
copy of her first book sent up on the bus from Brisbane so she
could give them that too.

“If you don’t mind, I’ll
take it back to my room and sign it later so I can draw something
for you as well, something that’s part of Emerald Lodge and
Lamington National Park.”

The Kennedys beamed at her. It was getting
late, so Taylor said goodnight to them and returned the book to her
room. She gathered her sketchbook and coloured pencils together in
the hope of finding some possums to draw.

Just as Gina had promised, Taylor was able
to sit at a table in the dining room and watch several nocturnal
marsupials as they delicately ate the honey-soaked fruit set out on
the platforms. They were the most enchanting creatures. A little
ringtail possum with two larger brushtail possums sat in the
branches holding their treats in tiny, exquisitely shaped hands.
Their whiskers quivered with nervous excitement, and they stared
straight ahead with huge brown eyes as they politely nibbled their
dinner. Their fur glistened in the soft lights from the dining
room, and Taylor fell under the spell of her work.

Soon, several pages were covered with
different poses. Closeups of little hands, studies of the faces and
those adorable little ears. Several times, Taylor laughed out loud
as her models scampered up and down the branches, pushing each
other aside or reaching out and grabbing morsels of food right out
of the hand of a fellow diner.

“Oh look,” Taylor heard a
female voice squeal, “aren’t they cute.”

A man’s voice answered, Taylor couldn’t hear
what he said. The voices moved into the grove of trees where the
feeding platforms were, and Taylor saw then it was that couple. The
woman released her grip on the man’s arm long enough to take a
sliver of apple from a tray and reach up to hand it to the ringtail
possum. The animal wrapped its tail around a branch and lowered
itself toward the woman, its hand flailing as it stretched out to
reach the apple. After a few swipes, the possum finally grabbed the
fruit, grasping the woman’s finger to steady itself. The woman let
out a scream and snapped her hand back, leaving the poor little
possum swinging wildly as it tried to find something to cling to,
the apple falling to the ground. Another scream, “it tried to bite
me,” the woman cried out.

Taylor snorted in disgust. The possum was
hardly a night predator; the harmless creature was about as
frightening as a kitten.

“Oh, Carl, would you walk
me to my room?” the woman whined in a voice that made it clear she
needed physical reassurance after her trauma.

He put his arm around her shoulder and
hugging her close to his side; they set off into the darkness. It
was pathetic. The woman seemed to stumble slightly, but it didn’t
matter. She had a big strong man to take her back to her room and
keep her safe from all the savage animals that roamed the night
forest.

Taylor shook her head. There were only a few
things that could harm you up here: one or two plants and a few
spiders. Yet, the woman was probably no more afraid than Taylor
was. It was that age-old game of seduction. Play the helpless
little damsel in distress, and a knight in shining armour will come
charging over to your rescue. Taylor had learned the hard way that
the knight in shining armour myth was a total fabrication.

The possum seemed to recover its composure
and sat for a while licking its fur. Taylor felt sleepy and decided
to finish up for the night. She looked over the pages she had just
drawn, pleased that she had captured some of the movement, grace,
and charm of her possums. She slipped her materials into a bag, and
turning off the lights, left the dining room.

On the way back to her room, Taylor decided
to stop outside and say goodnight to her new furry friends, pausing
at the trees to watch them for a while. Laughing, she picked up the
slice of apple that was still on the ground, wiping it clean and
using it to scoop up some honey that had dripped onto the tray.
Then, slipping two fingers under the tail of the possum that
deserved that apple, she lifted it off the branch and let it dangle
from her fingers for a moment while she watched its soft, brown
eyes.

“Here,” Taylor said,
offering it the apple. “See, not all humans are so
ridiculous.”

The possum hung happily from her hand, its
tail coiled around her fingers, nibbling on the apple that Taylor
held in her other hand. The honey had dripped down her fingers, and
the possum licked those clean. When it was finished, Taylor
replaced the possum on its branch, gently running the back of her
fingers through its soft fur. She thought she heard someone moving
behind her, but no one was there; it was probably just the wind.
Whispering goodnight to her possum, she left it and went back to
her room.


<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

As Taylor lay in bed after a hot shower, she
found herself thinking of brown eyes. Not the possum’s, but that
man’s. ‘Carl,’ the woman had called him. Why had he annoyed her so
very much? Well, for one thing, it was the way he strutted around
like God’s great gift to the cosmos. Yet normally she would simply
dismiss such a man. Was it the way everyone had noticed him that
was so infuriating? No, it was the way he reacted to being noticed.
As though that was what he had expected and deserved all along, as
though he was disdainful of their attention. He was just like
Brendon.

Brendon...the biggest mistake of her life.
Only one good thing had come out of that relationship.

Lying beneath the down comforter with the
electric under-blanket on high, Taylor felt cold at the memory of
how far astray her life had gone when she met Brendon.

She had finished secondary school just after
turning nineteen, in spite of, or perhaps to spite, everyone who
had said she couldn’t and wouldn’t. Following the advice of one of
her teachers at school who had believed in her, Taylor had taken
all the classes she needed to get into the fine arts program at
university. One of the happiest days of her life was when she was
accepted at Melbourne University, barely scraping through on the
strength of the portfolio of drawings she had been asked to
submit.

Though Taylor had been eligible for a
government student allowance, it was the last thing she had wanted
to accept. All her life, she had been dependent on the state for
everything. She had been made a ward of the state at the ripe old
age of one, which meant that a faceless government played the part
of her parents. Once free of its guardianship, she had wanted
nothing more to do with the state or its money. Part-time
secretarial work had led to part-time modelling, and this had
supported her through two years of university, two of the best
years of her life.

Then, soon after her twenty-first birthday,
Taylor met the man who would take her so far from the course she
had set for her life that she had thought she would never find her
way back again.

Brendon. It was hard to believe that his
name and the word ‘husband’ had ever gone together.


<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

Chapter 2


<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

The
sun was shining the following day; the thunderstorm that had struck
during the night had passed over. The hard, driving rain on the
roof had lulled Taylor into a deep, tranquil sleep, washing away
thoughts of the past. Pulling on a pair of dark blue Lycra bike
shorts and a long, loose t-shirt of the same colour, Taylor decided
running shoes would be more comfortable than hiking boots if she
were going to be sitting a long-time watching birds.

The breakfast bell startled the serenity of
the still morning air, and from her window, Taylor could see other
guests walking along the path toward the dining room. She joined
the queue at the buffet table; breakfast was a help-yourself
affair. While she waited for her grain bread to toast, she filled a
bowl with some cereal and poured a cup of coffee, the fresh brew
delighting her nostrils with the mocha aroma.

There he was, strutting into the room as if
his arrival there was more important than the sun rising in the
morning. He had on khaki walking shorts, hiking boots, a Swiss army
knife attached to his belt and a neatly tucked in black t-shirt.
His legs were as tanned as his arms and covered in that silky,
sable body hair. Then, to Taylor’s horror, he strode over to the
tea trolley and stood right beside her, pouring himself a cup of
coffee.

“Good morning,” he said,
his voice a deep, rich early morning growl.

“Good morning,” Taylor
answered, profoundly annoyed that she had to speak to him at all.
She was trying not to notice him; in fact, she wanted him to notice
that she wasn’t noticing him.

There was something about his presence that
seemed to take up more space than his actual body did. Though
Taylor was tall for a woman, 5’8”, he was at least six inches
taller. Moreover, he had a muscular build, lean and powerful rather
than bulky and over-built.

Taylor had no idea what it was she had been
thinking about; her mind was a complete blank as she poured milk
into her coffee. Gratefully, she caught the attention of the
Kennedys, who were sitting at a table on the other side of the
room.

“Excuse me,” she said,
casually picking up her cereal bowl and coffee cup. “I think my
toast is ready.”

Thankfully, the man did not try to join her
table. He must have sensed she was brushing him off. The woman who
had clung to him so tenaciously the night before was nowhere in
sight, probably sleeping in after her horrifying encounter with the
possum or her nocturnal encounter with the man. In any case, he sat
at a table by himself, and on the one or two occasions that he
caught Taylor’s eye, he seemed to be looking at her with
puzzlement.

Morning at Emerald Lodge always began with
one of the nature guides coming around to all the tables and
telling the guests where the escorted walks would be that day.
Patrick came to Taylor’s table to ask if she would like to join the
group he was taking out to look for orchids.

“Thank you, but I think I
better go off on my own. You could tell me, though, where you saw
those yellow robins building their nest; I’d love to sketch
them.”

“The pair is at the
beginning of the walk we’re going on this morning. Come with us
that far, and I’ll point them out to you. Do you think you’ll be
back for lunch?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Well, I’ll ask the kitchen
to pack you a sandwich, that way, you’ll have something with you if
you can’t make it back.”

Patrick moved on, stopping for a while to
speak with that Carl man for a few minutes.

After finishing her breakfast, Taylor
excused herself. The Kennedys were going off on their own for the
day.


<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

Taylor organized her drawing materials into
a bag with a long












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
Emerald Destiny

..a love star
o

iuia el

w'of





tmp_f78ba8bfc1390a5989fa3a61cc07b0a8_G8NK4M_html_m47067c71.jpg
Brushtail Possum
Lamington National Park
(Uustration by Taylor Sands





