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This is a work of fiction.

The town of Tully is real and exists in the area of North
Queensland, Australia

known as the Wet Tropics. However, 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.












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

and 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 the people she loves.









Wednesday 4th November 2009

The black Harley Davidson rolled slowly up the main street.
The deep throated rumble of its engine reverberated off the shop
fronts of the small town. Heads turned to watch it closely as it
passed. Dressed in full black leather with a red stripe down the
side, the rider braked and reversed into an available parking
space. He killed the engine. The sudden silence a relief to the
ears.

The rider stepped off the bike and straightened his back and
long legs. He removed the full-face black helmet with its tinted
visor. He propped it on top of the high chrome sissy bar on the
back of the bike. The rider released a mane of long brown hair from
down the back of his jacket and shook it free, to allow the light
breeze blowing up the street to cool his head. He removed his
leather gloves and scratched at the long scraggly growth of beard
on his tanned face. Snapping the studs open, he pulled down the zip
and removed his jacket. It revealed a dirty, black, well worn
t-shirt with a faded picture of a Deep Purple album cover on the
front, and mostly faded tour dates on the back.

Slinging the jacket over the black leather seat, the rider
looked around the main street. This small north Queensland town
clung to the lower slopes of a mountain that loomed over the town.
As he turned he noticed a tall lean policeman standing a short
distance up the street. Even though the policeman's face was hidden
by a broad brimmed hat and dark glasses, the rider knew he was
being watched.

He sighed and nodded at the officer, and watched as the
policeman walked casually towards him.

"Afternoon," said the officer. "Nice bike."

"Thanks. Yeah, she's done a few K's now. She's served me
well."

"Come far?" the officer asked. He walked around and admired
the sleek lines of the bike. He admired the paint work on the tank
through the layer of grime and dust that enveloped her.

"Yeah, we've been almost right around the Big Block." The
rider referred to the Big Block that represented the main coast
line of the Australian continent.

"Almost?"

"Still got to head up to Cooktown as far as I can, then back
down to Brisbane," the rider replied.

"Oh, so you started in Brisbane?"

"Yeah. Brisbane born and raised." In a soft aside added
sadly, "And lived and died."

"Oh!" said the police officer, unsure of how to respond. "So,
just visiting then."

"No. Well. We'll see," the rider replied. "Can you recommend
a place to stay and clean up?"

The officer noted his scruffy appearance and decided on a
hotel in town where the owner was used to handling the rough crowd
that sometimes turned up for seasonal work. "Sure. The Top Pub is
just up the street a bit. They do rooms and good food."
"And the publican knows how to handle any
problems," he thought.

"Thanks," said the rider. He began to turn away from the
police officer to retrieve the bags strapped to his
bike.

"Just a second. Can I see your licence?" the officer asked.
He pulled a notebook from the top pocket of his light blue
shirt.

The rider turned back to the police officer and looked
briefly up at him, suppressing a sigh. He reluctantly unzipped a
side pocket of his jacket and removed his wallet. Flipping it open,
he removed his license and handed it over to the officer. The
officer took the licence and stepped down off the footpath beside
him. The rider suddenly realised how tall the officer was. At
1.87cm the rider thought he was tall, but this officer was even
taller than him, and lean with it. Not thin but lightly
muscled, "'Lean' was the correct
word," he thought. He checked the name
badge pinned to the officer's uniform and read 'Sergeant
Powell.'

"Anything wrong, Sergeant?" the rider asked.
"I may look scruffy, with my long hair and beard,
and the roads had been dusty, so I could do with a shower. But who
wouldn't after riding through the back roads I had to take to get
here." The rider had been on the back
roads heading from Hughenden and had been heading up to check out
the Undara Lava Tubes. He had intended to take a ride on the old
Savannah Way rail track, when he got the call. Tully hadn't even
been on his bucket list of places to visit, until he got the
call.

The caller had asked how he was, at first? Then where he was?
Then had asked if he was okay to do a small job for them? He still
didn’t know why he said "Yes." He could have said he wasn’t ready,
but the truth was, he had felt ready for a while now. And besides
he could do with the money. He could always get more money, if he
needed to, but chose not to. So here he was in this small country
town, dealing with small country town police officers. This wasn't
the first time, so he was used to being polite.

"No!" the Sergeant replied. He jotted down the riders name
and address in his notebook. Markus Michael Allanby, 15 Weightman
Street, Herston, Brisbane. Then added the bike details: Harley
Davidson, mostly black with a coffin and flames design painted on
the tank, and the registration M.M.A.2. "What is it with the personalised plates?" he thought. Instead he asked, "What happened to
M.M.A.1?"

"He died!" said Mark abruptly, putting a stop to the
conversation. He did not want to answer any further questions on
the topic. He might be ready to return to work, but that didn't
mean he was ready to discuss his business in the main street of a
little country town with just anyone. Let alone a nosey country
cop.

"O-kay!" the Sergeant replied. He handing back the drivers
licence and returned his notebook to the pocket of his blue shirt.
"Enjoy your stay," he added. The Sergeant turned and continuing on
his walkabout down the street.

Mark shook his head as the Sergeant continued on down the
street. "Small towns, small minds. At
least I didn't get a ticket." He secured
his helmet to the bike, collected his bags and walked up the slope
of the street to the 'Top Pub'. Looking back down the street he
noticed a sign further down the street on the lower slope for the
'Bottom Pub'. "Ha ha! Very
funny."

Walking in to the dark interior of the hotel, the first thing
that caught his attention was the aroma. Not your usual stale beer
and sweat kind of aroma you usually found in country pubs. This
smell was a very distinct wafting aroma of cooked meat and gravy
that made his mouth water. "Perfect," he thought. The aroma of
food making his stomach grumble and groan, reminding him that it
had been a long time since he'd had a really good meal.

The rider dropped his bags on the chair of an empty table in
the busy lounge bar, and continued on up to the bar. The menu was
written on a blackboard propped up on top of a shelf. Today's menu
included:

Steak Sandwich with chips, $7

Hamburger with chips, $7

Meat Pie Special, mash, gravy & veg, $10

Chicken Parma with chips and veg, $10

Grilled Barra with chips and veg, $12

"Not a huge menu, and prices are reasonable."

The publican came up to him as he was thinking, and asked,
"What can I get you?"

"What do you recommend?" Mark asked, nodding at the menu
board.

"The Meat Pie Special is always good."

Mark thought for a moment as his stomach grumbled and was
reminded he really should have vegetables, "Okay. Meat Pie it is
then."

The publican turned and picked up an old fashioned black
phone under the menu board and pressed a button, holding it down
for a second. "One Meat Pie Special, Darl'. Thanks." He then
returned to the counter. "Anything else?"

"Yeah, a schooner, oh sorry, a pot of XXXX Gold,
thanks."

The publican poured the beer into a frosty glass, placed it
on the bar in front of Mark, collected the $20 note off the bar,
rang it all up in the till and returned his change. "Anything else
I can do for you?"

Mark sampled his icy cold beer, smacked his lips in
appreciation and said, "Oh gee that's nice. Just what I needed. Um,
Yeah. Do you have any rooms?"

"Yeah mate. Can I sort you after lunch?"

"Sure, thanks," said Mark. He took a long satisfying pull of
his beer.

Five minutes later a young woman in her early 20's appeared
through an internal doorway with a tray of food and started dishing
them out to a group of customers at a far table. She then turned
around looking for the lone customer for her last plate. She
spotted Mark at the bar, looked him up and down admiring the
leather clad figure. She put on her best smile and walked over to
him with the lone plate on her tray. "Are you the Pie
Special?"

"That's me," he grinned, thanking her for admiring him even
in his grotty state. He accepted the plate from her and watched as
she turned and walked away with a gentle sway of the hips. He then
returned to his table to eat his lunch. Sitting down he picked up
the cutlery on the table and finally looked at his meal.
"Wow, now that's what I call a 'Pie
Special'." This was not the frozen pie
that had been nuked in the microwave that he was expecting. This
was a large slab of home made, crusty pie with a large mound of
mashed potato, cauliflower, zucchini and beans, served with a side
pot of thick gravy. "Meat and four veg.
Wow! Just what the doctor ordered," he
grinned to himself. The aroma was
heavenly, and his mouth watered in anticipation.

#

After the lunch rush had departed and Mark had completely
wiped his plate clean, and finished off his second icy cold beer,
the publican gave him a nod. Mark walked over to the
bar.

"How long do you want the room for?" the publican
asked.

"Not sure, a few days, or a week or two. It depends on a few
factors."

The publican eyed him over again, shrugged and thought for a
moment before handing over a Registry book for him to fill in.
"Here for work or just pleasure?"

Mark handed over two $50 notes as a deposit. "Work. That
depends on how it works out," Mark replied as he filled in the
blank spaces, leaving the Leave date blank.

"Okay. Well it shouldn't be any problem. Grab your bags and
I'll take you upstairs," the publican replied. He looked at the
name 'Mark Allanby' and added, "Mark, and I'm Barry."

"Barry," Mark nodded in acknowledgement.

The route upstairs was via a dark stairwell. They passed the
young lady who had bought him his lunch on her way back downstairs
with an empty tray.

"This is Lisa, she helps clean and with lunches."

Mark nodded his hello, and received a friendly smile in
response.

"Keep an eye on the bar for me will you, Lisa?"

Lisa nodded, "Okay, Boss."

They turned right at the top of the stairs and headed towards
the back and the kitchen. The corridor still smelt of the heavenly
aroma of cooked meat and gravy that emanated from the kitchen.
Leaning over a large cooking plate being doused with sudsy water
was a well nourished woman with her hair tied back in a large
frizzy plait.

"Darl', called out the publican.

The woman looked up and smiled at him.

"This is Mark, he wants a room for a while. This is my wife,
Darlene. She does all the cooking and looks after the
guests."

They nodded in exchange.

"Which room do you want him in? He doesn't know how long
he'll be here, could be a couple of weeks."

"Room 4 is ready, it has the window out to the street, and an
air conditioner if you need it. Is that okay?" she asked
Mark.

"Sounds great, Ma'am," replied Mark. "And your lunch was
delicious, best I've had in a very long time."

"Thank you. Thank you," she blushed, and not just from the
steamy heat from the cooking plate.

"This way then," Barry said. He turned and led them from the
kitchen and headed back down the corridor towards the front of the
hotel. They then turned right along another corridor, before
reaching room Number 4. Barry pulled a set of keys from his pocket
and unlocked the door. "Here you are then. Try and keep the noise
down, we have guests working shifts, and don't appreciate getting
woken up at all hours. Breakfast is from 7 until 8.30. You can make
a sandwich to take for lunch if you need it. Otherwise lunch and
dinner can be had in the bar, and we only provide that if it's a
public holiday and nothing else is open. Late entry after closing
is via the back entrance near the bottleshop. There's sensor night
lights in the corridors, because of the shift workers during the
season, and for bathroom visits. You're lucky as the bathroom is
just across the corridor. Extra bathroom in the main corridor, if
you are in a hurry and this one is occupied. Instructions for the
TV and air-con are in the blue folder. Any problems give us a bell
on the internal phone, our room is Number 1. Otherwise I'm down in
the bar or Darl' is usually around or in the kitchen. Then there's
Lisa, helps the wife. There's bottle shop staff, and a couple of
other mostly casual staff around the place. Um, what else is there?
Oh, when you know how long you're staying I'd appreciate you
letting us know, and if you're going to be doing shifts. Then we
can sort out the room rate."

Mark nodded he understood and Barry handed him a set of two
keys on a plastic tag. "Is there somewhere I can park my bike off
the street?"

"Yeah, back yard near the bottle shop has a few spaces you
can use. It's pot luck, just mind you don't block
anyone."

"Okay, thanks," said Mark.

"Right then, I betta' get back to the bar," said Barry. He
then turned and left.

Mark looked about his room. He opened the window that looked
over the main street, and decided to leave it open for fresh air.
Placing his bags on the chair near the window, he noticed himself
in the mirror over the dresser, and realised just how grotty he
really did look. Several days on the dusty back roads and no shower
had taken its toll in his rush to get to his assignment.
"Um, a nice long hot shower is required I
think." He ran
his hands through his beard. "And a shave
and a hair cut might make me look more... presentable."

A good 30 minutes later he was showered and dressed. He
grabbed his keys, and headed back downstairs and out on to the main
street. Across the street was a hair salon, where a tall blond
woman could be seen through the large plate glass window sweeping
up after a customer. He was about to step out on to the street and
just walk across, when he spotted another police officer walking up
the other side of the street. He decided to head for the pedestrian
crossing. "Think I'd better use the
crossing. These cops are everywhere."

The tinkle of a bell announced his presence to the tall blond
and she turned and smiled to greet him. "Wow, nice," he thought.

"Good afternoon," she said cheerily. A light blush was
quickly suppressed as she looked over the tall man clad in good
jeans and t-shirt. She noticed the plain, steel grey, branded
t-shirt clung nicely to the contours of his chest and shoulders,
without being tight. His long hair hanging loose and still wet from
its recent wash. The overall effect suggested quality with a
slightly rough edge. "Very nice,"
she thought.

"Good afternoon," Mark replied. "Can I get a hair cut and
shave, please?"

"Certainly." She indicated the first chair in the salon.
"Please, take a seat."

He sat down. She draped a cape around him, her fingers
brushing the back of his neck, sent a tingle down his spine. She
lifted his long brown hair clear of the cape, feeling its
weight.

"How much do you want off?" she asked.

"All of it, I suppose. I leave myself in your hands. Enough
to make me look respectable again," he said with a grin, catching
her eye in the mirror. "It's been a while."

She grinned, "Okay. I'll just have to adjust the height,
you're a bit taller than Mrs Baker." She lowered the height of the
chair, so she could work easily on his hair. She then used a thick
comb to straighten his hair and gathered it all into a ponytail,
tying it off loosely with a band. She then used her heavy duty
scissors to cut off the pony tail, and laid it carefully on the
counter. "Any particular style you prefer?"

"No, whatever you think. I'm in your capable hands," he said.
He noticed the weight difference immediately and the reverent way
in which she had lain his hair on the counter. He looked at the
hair laying there, sighed and thought, "Time to move on. Time for the new me." He closed his eyes and allowed himself to relax, allowing the
tall blond lady to have her way with his hair, and the next step in
his life.

When she was finished with his hair, she asked him to walk
over to the basin, laid him back and began the task of shaving him.
He closed his eyes again, and just moved enough for her to know he
was awake, and responding to her gentle nudging touch.

She then moved him back to the chair. He promptly closed his
eyes again, while she dried and primped what was left of his hair
and beard.

When she said, "Okay, all done."

He opened his eyes to check out what she had done to him, to
see who the new Mark was. He firstly noticed the trim moustache and
goatee she had left around his mouth. Running his fingers over the
hair she had left on his face, he nodded and said, "Yeah, okay." He
liked the cut of his hair, short, tidy but a little longer on top
with a sweep up at the front, he turned his head to the left side
and suddenly noticed... a streak of grey. He touched it to see if
it was real.

"I can colour it if you prefer..." she paused. "I think its
quite... distinguished." She lightly blushed as she held back the
word she would like to have said, "sexy."

He looked at her, and saw that what she said seemed genuine,
and was not just saying it to make him feel better. Thinking to
himself, "I've got grey hair for
f..." He took a deep breath and looked at
it again. "Bloody hell."
He breathed again then thought,
"Okay. Okay. Take it easy. I think I can handle
it, after what I've been through. I think I can handle a few grey
hairs." Aloud he said, "No, that's okay. I
think I can handle it." On the whole it did look great, smart,
respectable, and maybe just a little bit sexy. "Its great. Thank
you."

He paid her and still feeling a bit shocked by the grey hair
that had been uncovered by his new haircut, headed back over the
road to his bike. He unlocked the helmet from the bike, donned it
and rode the bike up the street, deciding to head out towards the
Tully River gorge for a short ride and look see. The helmet felt
funny on his head. The feel of the padded lining against the side
of his head, and without all that hair felt even a little loose. A
ride to clear his head was on the agenda, before he had to make a
phone call.

#

"Scaredy Cat. Scaredy Cat," taunted the eldest
boy.

"Scaredy Cat. Scaredy Cat," chorused the other boys, copying
the eldest and tallest boy of the group.

The littlest boy did not want to admit he was scared, so
scared he thought he might pee his pants. He did not want to
embarrass himself in front of the group of boys he so wanted to be
a part of. The cool boys who didn't attend after school care. The
cool boys who looked so grown up compared to him. He picked up the
skate board and tried to walk as bravely as his little 6 year old
body would let him over to the top of Mars Street. He tried not to
look down the steeply sloping street, the street the boys were
daring him to ride down on the skate board. He swallowed deeply and
took a deep bracing breathe. He didn't think he could stand up all
the way down, that was too scary to even think about. He hoped it
would be all right if he sat on the board. He lined up the board in
the middle of the quiet street. There was no traffic coming, after
school pick up was over for the day. It was now or never. He heard
the snigger of the other kids as he climbed on board, making sure
he was sitting in the centre of the board. He rolled the wheels
back and forth a couple of times. He was about to take a deep
bracing breathe, when he felt a heavy shove on his back and he
careered off down the street. The street that sloped steeply down
from the mountain side, past the primary school where he was a
grade one student. This was fast. Too fast. This was scary. Too
scary. Tears streamed down his face as the cars parked on the side
of the street, whizzed by, ever so fast. He tried to cry out but
the skate board went faster and faster. He peed his pants as the
speed of the skateboard grew faster and faster. He tried to scream
but it caught in his throat. He saw the intersection to the cross
street getting closer and closer. But he could not stop. He didn't
know how to stop. He knew he had to stop before he crossed Bryant
street. His mother had taught him to, 'Stop, Look and Listen' for
traffic before crossing the street. Bryant street often had
traffic, sometimes heavy traffic, including buses that carried
tourists and backpackers back and forth from the Tully River
rafting adventures, or those working on the banana farms. But he
could not stop. The scream in his throat threatened to choke him as
his tears built up in his nose and throat. He tried to scream for
his Mummy. But she could not hear him. His Mummy was at work at the
child care centre. He was a big boy now. He could look after
himself until Mummy finished work. He didn't need anyone to look
after him for a couple of hours after school, until Mummy got home.
He sobbed loudly. "Mu-mmy."

Moments before he reached the intersection, a flash of blue
caught the corner of his blurry eye, and he felt something hard
slam across his chest...

#

Kate felt a sharp stab of pain suddenly jolt through her left
shoulder. She knew she hadn’t hurt herself as she sat at the
computer finishing off the last assignment of the year for her
university course. The pain had come from someone she was close to,
someone she cared deeply about, someone she loved.

She closed her eyes and focused her thoughts on who the pain
might have come from. She Knew immediately who it came from. She
focused her thoughts on where he was and what had happened to him.
She received a fuzzy image of him lying in the street, holding
something very precious, but she couldn't see who or what he was
holding. The image was too fuzzy. Although she had been practising
her skills and trying to get clearer pictures she still was not
getting good clear pictures. She Knew who it was immediately, she
had always Known that. That was easy. She loved them and that told
her who was in trouble or needed her special gift. She felt their
pain. She felt their love. But concentrate as she might, the
picture was still not clear.

Giving up, she picked up her mobile phone and called the
preprogrammed number on her speed dial. She could hear the phone
ringing... but the phone was not answered and she tapped off before
the recorded message could respond. Instead she pushed number 1 on
her speed dial.

It was answered immediately with an urgent, "Is it
time?"

She laughed, "No. It is not time. It won't be time for a
while yet."

"Oh, Okay," came the disappointed response.

"No, honey. I wanted to ask where Gary is?"

"Out on a Walkabout," Ray replied. "Why?"

"He's hurt himself and is lying in the street somewhere, and
he's not answering his phone."

"Oh," said Ray. He was not surprised by Kate's knowledge of
what had happened to her brother. "What's he done?"

"He's hurt his shoulder, it could be a break."

"Oh shit. Doing what?"

"I don't know. Can you just call him on the radio?
Please!"

"Of course, Honey. I'll do that." He picked up the radio
sitting on his desk, and pressed the talk button. "Tango Four Six
Three." He waited for a response. "Tango Four Six
Three."

"Ray?" asked Kate, still waiting on the phone.

"Just a sec, honey," he said. "Tango Three Five One to Four
Six Three.... Gary are you there?... Where are you Four Six
Three?..."

"Four Six Three here," came a muffled, breathless
response.

"Where are you Gary?"

"Um, aarghh Jees..."

Muffled voices could be heard in the background, including
the sound of someone sobbing. An insistent mobile phone could also
be heard jangling, demanding to be answered. Then another more
authoritative voice could be heard saying,

"I've called an ambulance for you, Constable. Just lie still,
they'll be here shortly."

"Thank you, Ma'am," Gary replied, then returned to speak into
his radio. "Sorry Sarge. I'm... at the intersection of... Mars and
Bryant." This was followed by several heavy breaths.

"What's happened?"

"Aaarg. Damn it... " Through gritted teeth and deep breaths
he managed to say, "Sorry Sarge... I've busted my shoulder... Mrs
Jackson has called an ambulance already."

"Okay Gary. I'll be right there." Ray then returned to speak
to Kate on the still open line on his mobile. "Kate, did you hear
any of that?"

"Most of it. Thanks honey. I'll catch up with you both at the
hospital. Oh, and I'll call Jill," said Kate. She Knew that the
persistent mobile phone jangling in the background would be Jill,
Gary's wife, wondering why her daughter was upset.

"Thanks honey. See you soon."

Hearing the sound of the ambulance siren screaming down the
street outside the station, Ray grabbed the radio, his belt and hat
and raced out of the station. He ran down Bryant Street towards the
cross street of Mars, that bordered the primary school. He could
see a gathering of kids milling around one side of the
intersection. The ambulance had pulled over to the side of the
road, but he could not see what they were doing. He could not see
his Constable.

He ran up to the group of children and looking over their
heads to see where his Constable was. Gently pushing children aside
he made his way to a white faced Gary, sitting on the gutter's edge
holding his arm. An even paler faced young boy was sitting sobbing
in the arms of Mrs Jackson, one of the teachers from the primary
school.

"Sh! Sh! Sh! Its alright. You're safe now," she cooed, as she
rocked him back and forth on her lap.

"Okay. Okay. It's all over now," said Ray. "Off the street
now. We don't want anyone else getting hurt."

The ambulance officers helped Gary to his feet and into the
ambulance, giving him a small blue whistle to puff on, to help him
to forget about his pain. They then returned for the boy. "Do you
want to come for a ride in the ambulance?" asked Vic.

"Nooo-oo," the little boy cried, clinging fiercely to Mrs
Jackson. He knew Mrs Jackson. He felt safe with Mrs
Jackson.

"What if I come with you?" offered Mrs Jackson. "We can go
together for a ride and make sure you're not hurt. Would that be
alright, Tommy?"

Tommy nodded, but still clung desperately to Mrs Jackson. The
ambulance officers helped Mrs Jackson get to her feet with the
ashen faced Tommy in her arms. They led her into the ambulance
before closing the doors and driving away.

"Okay, you lot," said Ray in his firm take charge voice. "Who
saw what happened here?"

The group of 6 boys stared up at the Sarge and shrugged their
shoulders.

"Nothing. Is that it? No one saw anything, at all?" he asked
incredulously. "If I hear that this was some sort of prank, or
dare..." He paused for effect, watching the faces of the boys as
they all bowed their heads and avoided his eyes at the word
'dare'.

"No Sarge," mumbled a couple of the boys, as elbows were
prodded into others ribs. The boys slowly backed off, before
turning and bolting away up the street.

"What about my skateboard?" asked one of the retreating
boys.

"Later," urged the tallest boy, with a quick look back over
his shoulder.

"Hmm,"
thought Ray. "A skateboard, hey,"
having over heard the comment. He turned and
looked past the intersection and further down the street. A chill
raced down his spine at what could have been. The banana bus passed
the intersection just then, taking the workers back to the
backpackers barracks after a hard day of picking and sorting
bananas.

He checked for traffic and crossed over to walk down Mars
Street in search of a wayward skateboard. His phone rang, he
answered as he walked.

"Hi Honey. Gary's fine. On his way to the hospital... Oh
sorry, Jill. I thought it was Kate... He's had a bit of an
accident... No... No...Yes...Yes. He's okay, just his shoulder, I
think... Yes, Kate will be on her way there any minute...
Okay...Okay. Talk to you later."

He tapped off the call, and placed a call to Kate, repeating
what he had told Jill. "...Yes Honey... I'll see you there soon.
Just got a little investigating to do first. I won't be
long."

He continued on his search down the street before he found
the abandoned skateboard, 5 metres past the solid timber pole of a
street light. The 2 pieces of the cracked main board sent another
shiver down his spine, of what could have been. How many pieces
would little Tommy have been in, if he had still been on that
skateboard when it hit the pole.

#

Ray arrived at the hospital to find little Tommy in the arms
of his sobbing mother, having been phoned by the hospital staff.
Mrs Jackson was standing nearby now that she had been relieved of
the clinging little boy. Dr Martin was explaining to Tommy's mother
that he didn't think there were any serious injuries to her son. He
confirmed that Tommy had a scraped knee and a possible large bruise
across his chest from the Constable's arm snatching him off the
skateboard.

"Are you sure, Doctor?' she asked, wiping her eyes with a
tissue.

"I can do an x-ray if you like, but I don't think its
necessary," he replied.

"Okay, Doctor. If you don't think he needs it. Thank you so
much," she smiled through her tears, relieved by the doctor's
words.

"You're welcome," he said. He then turned to Mrs Jackson,
"Now, Mrs Jackson, you're all okay."

"Yes Doctor. I just saw it happen. And Tommy is one of my
grade one pupils," she explained.

"That's all good then," replied Doctor Martin. He then moved
off to attend to his one remaining patient who really did need his
help, and should be returning from x-ray shortly.

"Mrs Jackson, can I have a word, please?" asked Sergeant
Powell.

"Of course, Sergeant."

"Can you tell me what happened?"

"Well," she began, "I was just leaving the school when I
heard this noise... it was a strange noise. I took me a moment to
realise what it was. It was a skateboard going really fast, on that
steep street. Then I saw this little boy sitting on the skateboard,
heading straight for that awful intersection. Where all the buses
speed along. With little Tommy screaming in terror. I could see he
was terrified. He didn't know how to stop. The look on his face...
it was just awful.

"Then next thing I know, there was a flash of something blue,
as someone raced out and grabbed him off the skateboard. Then they
were both lying on the road. Tommy was still screaming. So I raced
over and picked him up and held him to make sure he wasn't hurt. It
took him a little while to realise he was safe and stop screaming.
The poor little thing was so terrified on that thing. They should
be banned you know, dreadful things. They go so fast," she gasped
in a breath. "Poor little Tommy. When he stopped screaming, he
started sobbing in fright. I'm so glad he wasn't injured, the poor
little thing, must have been so terrified. Not knowing how to stop,
and heading for that busy intersection." She paused again as
Sergeant Powell quickly wrote down everything she was saying,
gathering details and her impressions of the incident.

"It was all so quick. First little Tommy screaming down the
hill, then a flash of blue as Constable Thomas sped out of nowhere
and grabbed him off that skateboard. I didn't realise straight away
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