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A leviathan, that is what some people called it when it was so close to shore. Unlike a huge blue whale however, it was far bigger, less streamlined and far more imposing. It was man imposing his will over the sea and in this case the sea was the winner by a long stretch. Cruise ships commonly sailed the waters along the Great Barrier Reef, but typically further out to sea, only coming close to shore in designated ports or where deeper water allowed them to drop anchor safely and allow their launches to ferry passengers to “dream locations” as their brochures advised. For the passengers of this cruise ship, the last twenty-four hours had been a nightmare and the thought of getting to a dream airport and flying straight home was more in their minds.

It had all begun as the easterly wind and swell had begun driving the ship closer to mainland Australia as it sailed northwards from Townsville. The captain was forced at times to batter his way into the swell just to avoid the dangerous reefs that would tear the bottom of his ship. In far calmer weather, these were the same reefs that his passengers would scuba dive and snorkel to observe from glass bottom boats. There was little chance of that happening he thought as he watched the computer screen showing radar and satellite images. The cyclone, that had originally caused the wind and swell, was supposed to have petered out well out to sea, but such was the whim of nature, that it had reformed and was bearing down on them. His ship was being pushed further and further towards the reefs that hugged the shoreline south of Cairns.

It was a no-win situation. To head out to sea was to head into the cyclone itself. There was no place to seek shelter and the complaining passengers who had vented their anger at the slight swell that was running, would not have coped with the mountainous seas had his ship battered bow first into them. He was not sure whether his ship would cope with what the weather gurus had now predicted. His only chance was to make a run for it and he had taken the risk of seeking a passage through some of the reef and take a shallower, hopefully more sheltered course close inshore. He slipped through with Yamacutta Reef to his north, probably surprising many on Dunk Island. The water was calmer but the barometer was falling and he opened up the engines and the huge ship began to churn the water behind it. The biggest issue he had was that a vessel that size took a long time to get up to speed, a long time to turn and bringing it to a stop from full speed had to be planned well ahead. His second in command had plotted a course that would see them squeeze to the east of Fitzroy Island and west of Sudbury Reef. With great speed they may be able to leave the reformed cyclone behind them as it was expected to make landfall around the Mulgrave River estuary.

The gods were not smiling on him, his passengers and his ship for they were not about to take lessons from the Bureau of Meteorology. The continually updated radar image plotted this ghostly spectre’s movements as it too swung north, increasing its intensity and speed. While passengers heard the announcement that spelled out the emergency actions that they would need to take should things become disastrous, the captain consoled himself with the knowledge that had he not made his way inside the inner reef, the ship would have been driven on to that same reef and foundered well short of Cairns where there was some potential shelter. He gave little thought to his passengers. His sole concentration was the course the ship was on and exacting every ounce of speed he could from the engines that hadn’t experienced such demands. The margins between the reef and shore were narrow, the depth was also a worrying factor. A ship this size displaced a lot of water and despite his well-known concerns within the company, the accountants insisted that a larger passenger ship meant more money. The bigger the better was the phrase they used. Insurance companies, willing to underwrite the company on such vessels in such locations, were hard to find. They knew a thing or two about risks and the premium, he assumed had been very high. He didn’t dwell on that though, his mind was focussed on wind direction, storm intensity and when he needed to make subtle turns. He had confidence in his navigator and indeed all the crew, especially those on the bridge. They had worked together for years, but this was their first major challenge. Though he was really just like a bus driver taking unknown people from place to place, he had drilled his crew mercilessly on many scenarios and so far, during this real emergency, they had responded well. There was a professionalism among them and they were all aware of the situation. Conversation was kept to a minimum and everyone’s eyes were on their individual tasks.

The ship scraped by the Frankland Island Group and its reefs, but it was having trouble holding its line as the cyclone bore down on it. The might of the engines was dwarfed by the energy of the storm. The ship clipped the outer edges of the shoals around High Island and its steering was severely damaged. From then on it was at the mercy of the sea, and the sea and its accomplice in the sky, were pitiless. This huge metal monstrosity might as well have been a matchstick for what it could control, the captain thought. At least the matchstick would float. There was every reason now to believe that the starboard side of the ship would now just act as a giant sail, catch the wind being thrust at it and the ship would broach. Sea anchors were cast from the stern in an attempt to give some direction. There was little else that could be done except to confirm that the cabin crew ensured that all passengers knew which lifeboat they had been allocated too and that everyone had a life jacket on and properly secured. Passengers in the lowest decks were brought up to the main lounges and there they would be at last able to associate with those whose wealth and social standing had excluded such an event occurring. Nature it seems doesn’t discriminate.

On shore, the ship was the major news all along the whole Cairns coast. Police, emergency services and the hospital were all being prepared. They’d had practice already that year as unseasonal cyclones had regularly battered the coast. This was just another one, but the ship made it quite different. Planes and helicopters could not take off in the storm and putting boats out to sea to affect a rescue would see even more lives at risk. Those in the ship had to ride it out and hopefully, when the cyclone passed, the passengers could leave the ship in relative safety.

On board the ship, the captain had also come to the same conclusion. Launching lifeboats was impractical. More lives would be lost than saved. Staying with the ship while it was still upright was the best course of action. He studied satellite imagery of the coast and the marked depths between his location and the shore. If he held his nerve and used his engines in short thrusts, he may be able to control exactly where the ship would strike the shore. There were areas of rocks, and mangroves in other parts. He couldn’t turn the ship in time so that the wind and sea would drive it bow on into the coastline and thus make it past some of the rocks that would slice the hull open, but he could guide it broadside onto them as gently as he could. He needed a miracle and as he stared out into what had become the inky blackness of the evening, he was pretty sure none was coming his way.

Such is the capriciousness of the weather gods, that the cyclone didn’t make landfall at all but suddenly headed out to sea eastwards leaving just driving rain behind it, along with a drifting ship destined to make landfall instead. It was as if nature was merely trying to prove a point and having done so, made off to challenge other people elsewhere who were doing it harm and not understanding its might. At first the captain assumed that he was in the eye of the cyclone, but that was not what the radar images were showing. The wind had all but stopped as it would in the eye. The swell had lessened too, but that was all too late for the ship. The port side took the brunt of the collision with the rocks but the crunch when it came was nowhere near as severe as it could have been. In the lounges, people had not properly braced themselves for the impact and many had fallen. Those on cruises were generally elderly and there would need to be some hip replacements following the impact. Osteoporosis was also one of nature’s weapons against mankind and it was rife aboard the passengers on this cruise ship.

The crew were magnificent, keeping worried passengers relatively calm despite not knowing themselves what the true situation was. They swung into action providing limited first aid and triaging patients and taking those most in need to the ship’s infirmary. It was to be a long night for all concerned. No-one was allowed back to their cabins and using his most authoritarian voice and stance, the purser told them that they would stay in the lounges in case they had to abandon the ship quickly, or until the morning light let everyone see the true nature of their predicament. Somehow anger and panic dissipated because someone had given them directions and looked like he knew what he was doing. Like meek lambs, most sat down in chairs or on the floor and waited. There were some murmurings between many of these people but in the main it was silent as each probably realised that they had a lucky escape and would have something to tell the grandchildren. Only one or two self-righteous people decided to voice their displeasure and called for action. The stony-faced glare of the purser, dressed in his uniform soon quelled any rebellion. At six foot four in the old scale, he imposed himself physically and authoritatively on those who complained.

The engines continued to hum as they idled. The lights stayed on and few people slept that night. There were slight grinding vibrations as the ship moved against the rocks and that just added to the tenseness of the situation. However, this unnatural metal leviathan remained upright, remained intact and remained a safe enclosure for all those on it. They would find out in the morning just how kind those weather gods had been. Only the crew and the board of enquiry would know that the captain had played a major role in protecting all on board from something much much worse.
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The nine-year-old girl stood on the sand holding her little sister’s hand staring out to sea; only she felt that she couldn’t even see the sea anymore. “It’s huge”, she whispered in awe as her mind immediately reflected that what she had just said was an understatement. The ship that blocked the entrance to the inlet that led to the family’s private beach she felt was taller than any building in Cairns, but she couldn’t be sure. She knew it was far longer than any building and the sheer mass of it was something she had never seen. Gargantuan was a word she had recently come across and she decided that was more appropriate. And the gargantuan ship was suddenly here! She had gone to bed the previous night and listened to the wind and the torrential rain and now in the early light of morning it was just there. She and her sister always were up early before school beckoned. They would wander across the sand looking for shells and other trinkets that the tide washed up overnight. She smiled to herself thinking that this piece of flotsam was something she couldn’t add to her collection, but certainly she had something exciting to share in the morning talk session at school.

Suddenly, she turned on her heel and, dragging her three-year-old sister with her, raced inside to grab a phone to take pictures. Her high-pitched laughter woke her mother who came stumbling out onto the veranda. She knew her girls’ routine of a morning and the mounting collection of items that were lovingly displayed in their rooms. Their father was out and hadn’t returned that night. He was involved in making sure that everyone was safe in the city as the cyclone approached. She blinked her eyes at the sunshine that was already warming the morning air. It was most unexpected. After the deluge and high winds, she was sure today was going to be a case of battening down the hatches and defending their place against the elements. Not that it needed anything. The house was over ten years old but had been designed to take whatever nature threw at it. It was really too big for the four of them, but the space was a luxury they could afford. She blinked and shook her head when she first caught sight of what her daughter was taking photos of. Although having a number of degrees now to her credit and a professor, she too searched for words. She went back inside and grabbed the binoculars that sat on the teak sideboard. Quickly focusing them, she was able to catch glimpses of people milling around on the upper decks of the cruise ship, some too were looking through binoculars back at her. She felt like waving and indeed her arm was automatically doing just that. She received waves in return. Her daughters must have seen the movements too, or just through sheer excitement, they were waving at the ship. She called them inside and rang her partner to find out if he knew, because there was one thing that she was sure of, if the seas picked up again, the ship would be pounded to mincemeat on the rocks and there was no way of rescuing the people from the beach that stood outside her house.

Sarge Downs, or to give him his full title as per the Queensland Police files, Detective Chief Inspector Bernard Wilfred Downs, head of the CIB in Cairns, was also staring into the brilliant sunlight that was beaming into his office window. From midday yesterday afternoon he had been organising his team and supporting the head of the uniform branch, as they were coordinating emergency responses to the wayward cyclone that had suddenly redeveloped off the coast. The people of Cairns already knew what to do and those in low lying areas were heading inland and clogging the roads that led up to the Atherton Tablelands. Unfortunately, Sarge knew that empty houses and empty shops became open invitations for those without scruples. Looting in small towns was unheard of as everyone knew everyone’s business, but here in Cairns, unless preventative measures were put in place, all hell would break loose. Every police officer available had been called in. Some, like himself, were doing double shifts and would stay on duty until the emergency past. As he looked outside, he breathed a sigh of relief, for that time had come.

There had been little looting and already people were heading back to their homes. By lunchtime Cairns would be back to normal, although schools would remain closed for the day. He knew that fact alone would disappoint his eldest daughter Katie, who adored her teacher and would try to hide illness just to get to class. He wondered when that would change, but secretly hoped it never would. There was a chance as she had inherited the best traits of her parents; his own doggedness and wanting to see things through to the end; and her mother, Sarah’s, intelligence and lateral thinking. He just wished she had gotten more of Sarah’s beauty. She was becoming long and gangly like him and had the gaunt face that his predecessors had handed down the line. Still there was hope. She was only nine. He couldn’t believe how quickly the time had passed since he first held her in his arms as a mewling squawking baby.

Sarge had taken the call from his commander in disbelief in the early hours. The cruise ship due in two days’ time had foundered on the rocks just opposite where he and Sarah had built their luxury home. He’d had to explain to numerous people about that home. No, he wasn’t on the take. No, the insurance company wasn’t diddled when his old beach shack had mysteriously blown up years ago. Yes, he had purchased all the land that fronted the beach in that narrow inlet, and yes, there was only one way in and out to the beach and it was his own private driveway. The truth, which he didn’t delve into deeply when asked, was that he had received a large inheritance from someone he had met briefly and then looked after many years ago. He was also the half owner of a massive farm and homestead in outback Queensland. His parents had died when he was only four and his farm had been amalgamated with his uncle’s adjoining farm when that uncle and his late aunt had taken him in and raised him. Sarge, unlike most police officers, had an outside income that meant he didn’t have to work at all. Sarah, his partner, also didn’t have to work either, but as a professor of marine biology at the James Cook University in Cairns, she too chose to.

Now there was a ship in trouble right on their doorstep. He wasn’t surprised when Sarah rang and told him what the girls had found washed up. However, he pretended that he knew nothing when Katie had her turn telling him all about it. Eloise was babbling in the background and soon he was listening to her speaking at nineteen words to the dozen about “the big boat”. He told Sarah that the coast guard were already on their way and that many other small craft were heading out to sea as well. Passengers would be taken to Cairns as soon as safely possible and small tug boats would be in position to stabilise the ship’s movements before much larger tugs arrived from Townsville.

This was going to be a boon for the accommodation venues in Cairns, which had suffered a downturn in business as the Australian economy nose-dived and the talk of environmental damage to the reef from climate change and farm run off spooked tourists. The passengers couldn’t stay on the ship while it was aground and would need to be housed in Cairns while the ship was made secure and thoroughly checked, or perhaps it was decided that their voyage ended here and they would fly back to their homes. Sarge laughed at the notion that somewhere in some insurance office, someone was having a panic attack as accommodation charges were being sought. They would not be cheap.

His team had been doing non-detective work for the past twenty-four hours and he had to call on them again. Two thousand odd passengers were on that liner and they all needed to be calmly taken off and escorted to their new accommodation. It strictly wasn’t part of police duties, but the sudden influx of strangers who may have some post-traumatic stress issues to deal with was important enough for his team to become involved. He spoke to his commander and then called his two trusted senior colleagues in and also the head of the uniform branch. A police presence at the docks was necessary as the boats arrived back, but how the passengers were treated would be critical not just for them, but also for the reputation of the police and of Cairns itself. The four of them devised a plan. Nat Johns and Liz Rhodes were given the task of speaking to all police officers about how to deal with the new arrivals. The head of uniform branch would then deploy the officers as he saw fit. Sarge rang the media contacts he had and informed them that they would be kept away from passengers for the immediate period so that passengers could experience a period of calm after what would have been a very harrowing night. The local media were pretty good about it, but the national media bristled at the notion that they were being denied their freedoms. Sarge merely asked those whether they were prepared to cross police lines and risk their reporters being arrested, because they certainly would be if they did. The port area was being declared a place of emergency and he had the law on his side.

Already on the morning news, video footage from the ship had been harvested from Facebook and Instagram and, as Sarge glanced up to the screen in the canteen where he was grabbing some breakfast, he noticed the beautiful beach and glimpses of his house. In one piece of video he thought he saw his two little girls waving from the shoreline. He would track it down later and show Katie and Eloise that they were television stars.
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There were four people who stood out in the whole rescue scenario and indeed the board of inquiry set up afterwards acknowledged these four individuals for the speedy safe removal of the passengers from the ship. The captain, who would come under lots of criticism, particularly by ignorant passengers and far more ignorant media experts, managed to maintain the ship at an even keel and personally supervised the lowering of launches and the transfer of people to the waiting flotilla of small craft who had assembled on the eastern side of the stricken ship.

There were the harbour master and the head of the coastguard at Cairns who also came in for praise. The harbour master wouldn’t let just anyone leave her port. She knew the conditions out there and, as a local, knew the experienced sailors and those who may have good intentions but probably would need rescuing themselves. Officially she couldn’t stop them, but mooring rights were critical and hard to get and she controlled those. Those that left without clearing it with her were risking a lot as there weren’t that many other places around nearby to secure their boat. She was instrumental in keeping one wharf clear for returning vessels and managing the timing of their arrival and the unloading of their ‘cargo’.

The head of the coastguard had two small vessels at his disposal and he was on one of them. His job like the harbour master’s was to coordinate the small fleet who were assisting with the rescue. He was in direct contact with the bridge of the cruise ship and marshalled his boats to rendezvous at the gantries that swung out from the side of the ship. He also knew most of the owners of the small vessels and only one disgruntled one had to take his boat back to Cairns. That man forfeited his fee given to him for transporting a reporter and camera crew out to the ship. There would have been only room for that boat to take two passengers from the ship and that was a waste of time. The film crew got some distant shots only as the coast guard had set up a perimeter well out from the ship. The last thing that was needed was a collision as small craft jostled for positions to try to help.

The fourth person to be individually praised at the inquiry was the purser, the indefatigable purser, who too took on a hands-on role. Once he knew that that the ship was stable and the seas relatively calm, after discussing the situation with the captain, he got the passengers in small groups to grab some of their belongings from their cabins and line up ready for disembarkation. He was very harsh with those who wanted to take everything with them. He bluntly told them that that was not going to happen and it didn’t matter whether they were wealthy or not. Those that argued found themselves at the end of the queue and unable to take more than a small suitcase. Nor did he brook any questioning of his orders from his crew. Time spent in the Australian Navy had given him examples of how to lead people and he was very good at that. He thought it strange when a couple of his crew suggested that they should stay behind, but he’d already made his plans. He told them that the captain needed sailors, not people managers. They were surplus to requirements on the ship and would only get in the way should it actually founder on the rocks.

This ship’s entire crew was basically divided into teams. The captain was in overall charge but, in practice his focus was entirely on the ship. He had to get it to and from places safely, on time if possible and with the minimum amount of disruption to the passengers. He and his second in command stood twelve-hour watches and shared those duties as they hugged the coast. When further out to sea, the third officer, who was also the navigator, took an eight-hour watch. All those who were responsible for making the ship go and stop were under their direct command. The purser was in charge of those who looked after the passengers and saw to the basic needs of the crew. There was a lot of delegation, but the purser on this ship took his role extremely seriously and kept a watchful eye on as much as he could. He had a brilliant memory and knew all of his crew well and would often carry on conversations with each one about things happening in their personal lives. From the lowest kitchen hand to the entertainment director, he was able to engage with them with familiarity. The same applied with many, if not all of the passengers. He made a point of greeting them as they arrived and stored names and faces away for later and would try to catch up with each and every one of them a few times during the voyage. He didn’t play favourites although when some snooty first-class passenger tried to lord it over another passenger or a crew member, he would quickly cut that person down to size. He would do it politely of course, but the meaning was understood by all.

Sarge watched this all unfold down at the wharf. He had been busy; however, it was all the behind the scenes stuff that concerned him. Like the purser, he was meticulous with planning and often foresaw complications that could be avoided. One such thing was the fact that the media would want to fly over the ship and the last thing that the captain needed was his concentration disturbed by the buzzing and prop wash of helicopters that weren’t actually assisting with what needed to be done. Just after he had become aware of the ship’s plight, he had taken it upon himself to call the control tower at the Cairns airport and inform them that there was to be a no-fly zone between Cairns and the stranded vessel. The only aircraft permitted around the ship were to be the police helicopter, a rescue helicopter and military aircraft. The last point was made because he had contacted the RAAF base in Townsville and asked if any large rescue helicopters were available just in case. He was delighted that two would be sent as soon as possible, but even more so that a Hawk 127 training jet would be there earlier. The squadron leader he spoke to said that it would scare off any sightseers. He’d been involved in rescue operations before he informed Sarge.

Sarge was not about to go in the police helicopter, nor out on a rescue boat. He made his role to be as a liaison person between all the people involved, troubleshoot wherever possible and ensure those leaving the ship were treated well on their arrival in Cairns. The fact that he had a phobia about flying and an even worse one about boats may have had something to do with his choice, though he reasoned rank may have its responsibilities but also its privileges. For a man of his size and weight, he cast the appearance of someone who should be scared of nothing. It was an image he cultivated, as that allowed him to move easily amongst the community. He also had the charm and caring demeanour to be well liked by all who met him, even those he’d had to arrest. As he watched boatload after boatload of people arrive, his attention was drawn to an officer from the cruise ship who had the assuredness and helpful attitude that made things go very smoothly. The man stood as tall as he was and, begrudgingly Sarge admitted, carried a little less weight. Beneath the white cap that matched his beautifully ironed uniform, there was a mop of hair, far more than Sarge’s thinning locks. Sarge had given up trying to find an appropriate hat that disguised the signs of ageing and was using more sunscreen than hair product these days. He decided to walk over and introduce himself to the officer.

Purser Anthony Calwell eyed the stranger walking towards him. The crumpled shorts and shirt put him off and he was about to dismiss the man saying that he was too busy to answer questions; then he looked at the gait of the man and the way he carried himself. Recognising that this man, despite his dress sense was a person in some authority, he put his hand out and introduced himself. Sarge did likewise and smiled at the response from the purser who asked whether he had come to serve a parking ticket on the ship’s captain. They talked briefly and Sarge, sensing that Tony, as he preferred to be called, had lots to attend to, left him.

Passengers were being put in taxis and shuttle buses and taken directly to their new accommodation. A large area had been cordoned off so that those stepping off the boats wouldn’t be harangued by the media. Sarge had suggested to the accommodation managers that their new guests be given some initial privacy and that if the media wished to speak to them, they should do so not on the property and with the agreed consent of the passenger. If necessary, a uniformed officer would assist. Sarge hadn’t demanded that this should happen but he was well known for preferring his suggestions be agreed to.

Sarge was trying to avoid speaking to the media and was trying to make himself look busy. His commander felt that this unwillingness to engage with the press or speak at formal functions were the two things lacking in Sarge’s outstanding résumé. A fact that he had pointed out to Sarge that very morning. He wanted Sarge to do the press briefing and insisted that Sarge write up some speaking notes. In the end he felt sorry for Sarge whose real expertise was in getting the job done rather than PR. He knew the reverse applied to himself, so he took Sarge’s notes and he addressed the waiting frustrated media.

“Ladies and gentlemen, just to bring you up to speed. The safe evacuation of the passengers from the stranded cruise ship is currently underway. Before I answer any questions let me explain a few things. The cruise ship is up against some rocks opposite a small inlet. That inlet is surrounded by private property and the owners have requested that no-one trespass in order to get a story or photos. I have agreed to have an officer posted at their driveway to prevent that happening. There is also a no-fly area around the ship as the ship is precariously resting on the rocks and too much wash from aircraft may damage it. The same effect could happen with too many boats surrounding it so the coast guard are protecting the area and allowing a few rescue boats in at a time. We have been overwhelmed by the response of the people of Cairns who have offered their boats to assist with the rescue, provided transport and offered accommodation to people whom they don’t know, but who are in need.

“The passengers are in good health despite some being injured as the ship ran aground. Those injured have been taken to Cairns Base Hospital for treatment. The others have had a pretty severe shock and have spent an uncomfortable night not knowing what was going to happen. For that reason, and that reason alone, it has been decided, after seeking medical advice, that they should be given some time to recover from the trauma they have experienced. If you wish to speak to any of them, you may contact the numbers on the sheet I am handing out. They are the places where they will be staying and the concierges there will put you in contact with the ones who have agreed to tell their story. I know that the media are keen to get footage of the vessel, but the last thing we need is an accident from competing helicopters and boats. The police helicopter has taken footage as has the coast guard vessel. This will be made available at the end of this press conference. There will of course be a board of inquiry set up afterwards to investigate the incident so I will not speculate on the reasons why the ship is there. However, I will refer you to the Bureau of Meteorology’s tracking of the cyclone and the weather and tidal patterns of the last forty-eight hours which I must say have been very unusual for this time of year. Until the full facts are known, it is risky to make pronouncements with any certainty, but that has never stopped the media in the past. I will not be taking any questions as there is a job to be completed as I am sure you understand,” the commander finished.

Sarge smiled at the concluding remarks. He knew that he would have said much the same thing although in a more abrupt way. The commander had told the media of all the restrictions that they would probably rail against; he had praised the people of Cairns and then belted the media over the head and shut down any potential apportioning of blame and further questions, all with the same pleasant smiling manner. It was masterful. His boss had told the press to fuck off without using that phrase at all.
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Sarge kept a watching brief over everything. He was tired, almost exhausted, though he knew that he would sleep when the situation passed. The past day and a half had been an adrenalin rush, not physically, but mentally and he knew that he wouldn’t sleep while his mind was still so active. It would come however, in its own good time. The purser seemed to be the one in charge and Sarge was surprised by this as he had no real idea what a purser was. The captain of course stayed on board endeavouring to ensure that the ship wasn’t too damaged, Sarge thought, so he supposed someone had to look after the passengers. The purser didn’t do it alone, but he did it well, organising his crew members to take care of all the passengers’ needs as best as they could. Some of the crew wore a plastic smile however, the purser’s was genuine. Sarge didn’t know how he did it. Tony Calwell seemed genuinely interested in each person he came in contact with. Sarge moved across, drawn almost magnetically to the man, to watch how he worked.

There was a queue of passengers at a certain point and a table had been set up at which they gathered. A few crates with sealed plastic bags were inside and two crew members were checking a list and handing over a bag or two to those passengers who queued. It seemed slow and laborious, but the passengers were in that post disaster phase where time stood still and disinterest thrived. They shuffled slowly forward. One elderly woman came away empty handed, tears streaming down her face. In an instant, Tony Calwell was beside her with a comforting arm and he listened patiently.

“But Mr Calwell, it has to be there. I handed it over for safekeeping and you laughed because that’s where you said it would go, in the ship’s safe. And they say it wasn’t there when they emptied the safe this morning. I know it’s just an old brooch and I should be grateful that we all survived; however, it was my great grandmother’s and it had been handed down from generation to generation to the eldest girl. And I’m the one to lose it,” the woman sobbed.

“It’s not lost Miss Carpenter; it’s probably just misplaced or out of order in the boxes of things. I see you are being put up at the Hyatt. What if you go and get yourself all sorted down there and I go for a hunt for that recalcitrant brooch. I do remember it. If it’s not in the boxes, when I go back to the ship, I will make a special effort to track it down. Just leave it with me,” Sarge heard Tony Calwell reply.

“Would you do that for me? I know that it is valuable and that the insurance company will cover it
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