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When he walked down the street, he strenuously avoided looking in the reflective glass of the shops. For years, in the bright sunlight of the far north Queensland city of Cairns, he had sought the shadowy shady side of the street to walk along. However, his reasons were not like those of most people. His were more profound and deeper seated. He didn't want to see what he was, what other people saw him as. Sometimes he even worried that he may not even see a reflection at all.

He was average in every way; average height, build and weight. There was no handsomeness to his face and he was certainly not ugly in any way. Even the clothes he chose to wear were bland, as non-descript as the personality that exuded from every poor of his body. In this tourist Mecca of the north, where garish Hawaiian shirts and Asian printed dresses were worn by people wanting to be noticed, he certainly didn't stand out at all. The only place he stood out was in the suburb he lived in. He was still in the house he was born in. His parents were both long gone; not dead but had moved overseas. They had been enduring the not fitting in to the area for too long and had left. They were only second-generation Cairns people, part of the white shoe brigade, not the landed gentry required to be accepted. He had stayed because he had nowhere, he knew to go to. Perhaps he was hoping that his grandchildren would finally be accepted there. That was not going to happen. His demeanour and conservative outlook hadn't attracted any interest from the female side of the equation in all of his forty-two years. The few dates he had been on had been short and not sweet. One woman even railed at him that he was the most uninspiring person she had ever met. He had not argued back, such was his manner and, as he had heard similar things all his life, from students at school and even teachers, he assumed that she was correct in her appraisal. He didn't realise she was trying to provoke him into a response and when she saw that he couldn't be goaded, she walked out on him at the restaurant as the entrees they had just been served were beginning to congeal on their plates.

Someone had quite accurately described him as beige and he knew he was. An accountant by trade, he had taken over his parents’ business of freight transport consultancy. However, he didn’t do the consulting as he didn’t have the right way of operating that would woo and retain customers. He employed two managers to do that. He stayed in the background, crunching numbers and making things to do to keep himself occupied. The staff never thought to wonder why the staplers were always full, there was always plenty of paper in the photocopier and their desks were always neatly arranged when they arrived for work. They possibly thought that they had an efficient cleaner there. They knew he was their boss but as he demanded no respect or gave them details of what had to be done, they accorded him none in return and sooner rather than later he became almost invisible to them.

His job brought him plenty of money, but he was reticent to spend it and had no real need for anything. There were no close friends or even hangers on ready to leach his money away. There were times when loneliness hit him and he cursed his existence and his nature. There were times when he wondered whether his parents had moved away just to be rid of him. He studiously tried to keep in contact with them, apprising them of how well the business was doing, but their responses were sporadic and it was two years since he had spoken to them and they had responded to his emails. Perhaps they were dead and he didn’t know. Perhaps they had decided to shut off any avenue of contact. Pubs and clubs weren’t his scene and he felt they made for awkward situations where despite his best rehearsed plans, conversation would become extremely awkward. Even when he shopped at the supermarket, the cashiers at the checkouts wouldn’t even feign interest.

An average man with average skills in so many things except sport. That had been evident at school from the first day. Throwing and catching were not his forte and cries of “You throw like a girl” brought on sneers of derision from the girls who argued strongly to the other boys that they had been insulted. Sport was massive in Cairns. If you weren’t working you were playing sport and those sports were played hard and rough. Hunting and fishing were also considered sports along with motorbike trail riding. You weren’t considered a man unless you had a large ute with spotlights on the top, roo bar on the front, gun racks behind the window and tie down points for a couple of motorbikes in the tray. His white little Daihatsu Charade didn’t cut the mustard. He didn’t wear the one size too small T shirt with a pocket on the sleeve for your cigarettes. R.M. Williams boots didn’t go with the suits he wore. Tattoos were all the rage but his pale and pasty skin was still unblemished. All things that may make him stand out from the crowd he shied away from or he found impractical, abhorrent or just something he couldn’t and wouldn’t do.

The strange thing however was that he wanted to make his mark on society; to be noticed; to leave a trace behind so others would know that he once existed. That was his passion. He had racked his brains as to how and didn’t know the answer. He was very intelligent, but his social and emotional IQ were very low. Relating to people had always been difficult and he wondered at times whether if he found something that would make him stand out from the others, whether the likes of the people around him deserved to even look up to him. It was a confusing conundrum, wanting to be noticed by a society he thought little of.

At the bakery on the Esplanade, he bought his usual flat white and a cinnamon doughnut and wandered over to the park benches that overlooked the sea. It was his practice not to sit in the office and have his morning break and strangely enough his own seat was always vacant when he arrived in the park each day. He had placed his order and waited until his name was called saying his coffee was ready but the attendant wouldn’t even remember the name or his face thirty seconds after he left the shop. Raising his watch to his eyes, he shielded it from the glare of the bright sunshine. Rain was rare at this time of the year and there weren’t any clouds anywhere. He had to go down to the goods yards a little later. There was something he needed to check out. He was going to walk. It was quite some distance, possibly an hour away, but he had nothing better to do. Part of his business involved the movement of freight by both road and rail. Freight trains from the south rolled in on a regular basis. They were pulled by heavy diesel locomotives that hauled tanker wagons and flatbed wagons laden with containers. The goods area was to the south of Cairns between Ray Jones Rd and the Cairns Cruising Yacht Squadron berths. It was in an industrial area and from the goods yards, containers would be offloaded onto semitrailers and begin their road journey would begin to various warehouses and towns.

It was a busy time usually when trains arrived. When the economy was booming more frequently these trains would run. There was almost a recession happening across all of Australia, although the federal government wouldn’t admit it, hastily fudging figures to prove this wasn’t the case. Wages growth was abysmal and the national debt had double in the past few years. With interest rates by the Reserve Bank of Australia at an all-time low people just weren’t spending and investing. On a place that relied on tourism and some small manufacturing, the Cairns’ economy was taking a beating. On the upswing though his own business was doing quite well. Companies wanted to have tough negotiations with transport groups at a time when those same transport groups wanted to raise their own prices. His business was handling a lot of those tough negotiations. Not him personally. He hated confrontation, but one thing he was good at was recruiting and rewarding the best people. His team did all the hard stuff and he still made a good profit from their efforts.

He stood near the corner of Ray Jones Road and Aumuller Street where he knew he would be able to stare all the way down the line through the goods yard further on until the track arced away at the Links Road crossing. No-one really noticed him. No-one knew he was there. He looked, and then saw what happened. 

He became one of the hardest to identify afterwards in the dramatic and tragic events that followed that took place at the railway goods yards.
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It was just a normal day. Cairns lay well ahead and they had just swapped drivers in the locomotive. The trip from Brisbane to Cairns for a passenger train without stopping was a little over twenty-four hours, but there were stops all along the way and this was no speedy looking train, it was a diesel freight train pulling heavy freight wagons mostly loaded with containers. At various places they were unloaded an often others were put back on. The overall weight being pulled by the double locomotives at the front that were synched together fluctuated a lot. They had been travelling for three days and the drivers kept rotating through the roles. It wasn’t onerous but someone had to be in the driver’s seat just in case.

Jono Washburn, was tired and the four-day break in Cairns was going to be a godsend. He was doing the final stint in the cab. He preferred it that way and as he was the senior engineer, he got to pick and choose. Luckily the main drag into Cairns was so flat so that a constant speed could be maintained except for a few curves that seemed to have been the delight of those who put the rail line in in the first place. Each major town had a bend in it so that the railway could run parallel to the main street or maybe, Jono thought, it was there to remind train drivers that they may have to stop. Why townsfolk wanted a noisy smelly diesel to stop was beyond hi. If they sat in his cab, breathed the fumes and listened to the engine busting a gut, eager to move on, they would think like he did. It took him two solid days of cleaning himself before ninety percent of the diesel smell left his body. The longer you worked on diesels, the longer it took to remove the permeating odour and Jono had been on them for nigh on forty years. It was hard to woo women and luckily, he had found the right one when he was only twenty. She hadn’t quite got immune to it but had stopped complaining years ago. He wished she was in Cairns and not back in Brisbane. He was hoping one day to retire in Cairns, somewhere away from the freight yards of course.

Unlike some of the other engineers, his midsection hadn’t blossomed. He was fortunate to have a different body metabolism to most. He could consume a huge amount and it would have no effect on his waistline, although he was well known for his belching and farting. Those traveling with him were used to that and strategically chose where to be after he had eaten. Jono took it with grace and good humour. If that was his only flaw, then, it wasn’t that bad. Indeed, there were few other things that his mates and even his wife of nearly thirty years could find fault with. He was witty and had an infectious smile. That he had indigenous blood in him was never an issue. Jono was just Jono. He was just under one eighty centimetres, or six foot as he would say having never got into the habit of using the metric system, a habit that endured from childhood when his quite strict father couldn’t abide such blasphemy in his house. He always chose to use overalls, despite company policy where company uniforms were meant to be worn. They had got tired of making demands on him after a lot of attempts as they knew he would change out of the uniform and into his comfortable overalls his wife made, as soon as the train rolled out of the station. However, they insisted that he allow them to put a small logo on the overalls. Jono agreed and the manager at Brisbane thought that he had won a small victory. He hadn’t because as soon as they left Brisbane freight yards, Jono would put a Collingwood Football Club badge over the logo. That was another flaw he had. He didn’t follow a Queensland team and the team he did follow was Collingwood!

Jono looked out of the window at the canefields waving in the gentle breeze and the bright sunlight as the train chugged along. That was one thing that he was grateful for having a mixed parentage. His skin was naturally tanned. As a young man he had assumed that he was immune to skin cancers because of it, but having just had one small one removed, he was informed that his darker pigmentation helped but it wasn’t a suit of armour. He was still waiting on the biopsy results.

The rail lines created their own music as the train rolled over them and all along the line it changed. With every change in weather, the sound altered as the metal rails expanded and contracted, albeit by a few millimetres. The gaps between the two rails were never perfectly the same and this changed the cadence and note that the wheels created. Jono loved the tunes that were played, far, far better than the sound of classical orchestra that he had foolishly agreed to see perform in Brisbane. He couldn’t remember whether it was Bach or Beethoven, but he was sure that just a small patch of rail, had them beat.

The heat, even in winter shimmered above the track, distorting and fuzzying the view ahead. His eyes were used to that and had over time made allowances for that. The sunglasses he habitually wore, reduced the glare. Had he been a bit better educated he may have said that the view along the line had the touch of an impressionist painter. However, he had shown no interest in studying at school and had jumped ship as soon as he could, so that he could pick up a job involved in what he loved the most, and that was trains. 

Most young boys are given toy cars to play with, but Jono believed that his first toy that his parents gave him was a locomotive. There were no tracks to go with it, but that didn’t matter to a young child with an active imagination. The toy, which must have looked big in his tiny three-year-old hand, was from an op shop, but it became his most treasured belonging and he carried it with him as a security blanket. In fact, it was in the old Gladstone bag that was not far from his feet. The bag, another op shop refugee, held his thermos, his mobile phone and other bits and pieces but in pride of place inside was his well-worn little green locomotive.

Jono loved the times when he alone was in the cabin and in charge of the massive piece of machinery that pulled the freight wagons. There were two locomotives on this trip but able to be controlled by the simple soft touch of the one driver. Jono felt many things when he sat at the controls. Sometimes it was the sheer awe of being able to delicately tame the mighty beasts that hauled the freight wagons. At other times he felt that there was a bond, a unique tight connection between him and the locomotive and that they thought and reacted as one. He had easily adapted to the changes in technology that had accompanied each new locomotive. This gave a lie to the words written on his school reports which had all but branded him as incompetent and unable to learn. Occasionally he thought of his time at school and of his teachers. These were rare occasions admittedly. He couldn’t remember most of his teachers faces, let alone their names. Changing schools a lot, did that to you. However, the hard, wooden chairs outside the principals’ offices always seemed to be the same and he remembered those and the number of hits he had received from the principals’ canes. He had quickly become immune to the pain; his father hits hurt worse, but the swishing sound of the cane sometimes was brought back to him by the sounds the locomotives made on the rails.

The reason for the double locomotive this trip was quite obvious to Jono. There were more freight wagons this time. The transport operators were cutting costs in a downward turning market and so the number of trains being run per week had been cut and his train was much longer than usual. There were one and half times the wagons than what was usually hauled. It made very little difference when they were up to speed. The braking distance was longer. The time spent in the goods yards at their stops was longer. The time for the whole journey was longer. However, the transport operators still made money and that was all that mattered. Jono wasn’t fussed as the extra wagons and the second locomotive made for different music played by the orchestra that carried him along.

They passed through Edmonton which had been a separate small town, south of Cairns with a sugar mill as its hub. Cairns had grown remarkably in the past twenty or so years and housing developments and small industry had filled the gap between the city and its satellite town. It was late afternoon and it had been a long time on the train, but this was where Jono had to concentrate the hardest. Up ahead was the end of his journey. There was the sweeping bend and rail crossing at Links Drive and the goods yard just after that. His speed was critical. Too fast and it would be easy to overshoot the goods yards and he would have to back back. Too slow and there was the situation where a lot of stress would be placed on the locomotives to get the train’s momentum back to where it should be. Once the train was moving, the freight wagons seemed to assist by pushing the locomotives along. Jono watched his speed. He knew what it had to be at most points along the route and especially here in Cairns as he had driven this train so many times. He glanced down again at the screen briefly and smiled as he saw that he was spot on with his judgement. He then looked up and that is when he saw it. 

A dog had ambled along in the distance and decided to lie down in the gap between the rails. Whether it was deaf and didn’t hear the train coming, whether it was ambivalent about life, Jono couldn’t figure out. It should have felt the vibration of the train as it approached but it didn’t move. Jono had had one friend when he was growing up. It was a mongrel dog that his father had bought to keep people away from his valuables. Jono looking back as a young man realised that what his father saw as valuable was nothing but junk. However, the appropriately named dog, called Dog, was the most valuable thing his father owned even though he didn’t realise it. Trained to attack people, it had a sour disposition except where Jono was concerned. There may have been a kindred spirit who knows, but Dog was Jono’s best friend.

Dog had long since passed away, but something in the old dog lying on the tracks in front of the behemoth of the train, flashed a warning light in Jono’s brain. He decided to dramatically reduce speed despite knowing that getting the train up to speed to finish the journey was going to be an issue. There was no way the train could have stopped in time to avoid hitting the dog and Jono knew that but he felt he had to try. Whether it was the noise of the screeching brakes or something else, the dog on the tracks, looked over its shoulder and saw the train approaching. Almost laconically it rose on its wobbly legs took a few steps to the side and lay down as the locomotives thundered by. Jono couldn’t believe what he had seen. For sure he was not going to overshoot the railyards and later he’d have to explain what he had done. That was the issue with all this modern technology, it tracked every move you made. The application of the brakes, the drop in speed were all recorded and were being sent back to Brisbane as they occurred. A dog on the tracks was not going to cut it with the powers that be. Jono thought “bugger it”. He wasn’t far off retirement anyway and he was the best damn driver they had on this route. Rarely had he put a foot wrong at all in his career so he was prepared to argue his case and walk if necessary. What he wasn’t prepared for was what was happening as he had those thoughts. There was a strange popping sound in a few places and the locomotive shuddered. He looked behind him and to his horror he saw about four of the wagons just behind the double locomotives skew off the rails at a weird angle. His reflexes were cat like and he applied the brakes and hoped the train wouldn’t concertina all the way along to the rear. It was all out of his hands now and in the hands of a god he didn’t believe in.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 3

[image: image]


The derailment and the grinding of the brakes of the locomotive echoed through the industrial area and brought scores of people rushing to catch a glimpse of what had taken place. A little further back a disconsolate dog walked back on to the line and sat down in exactly the same spot he had been forced to leave. Jono’s head was still hanging out of the window of the locomotive and his shocked look was quickly snapped by a few phone users. He hadn’t intended to become a celebrity, but one of those pictures was so spectacular that his wide opened mouth and bulging eyes made it to national television and a meme with the word “Oops!” went viral on-line. Jono in fact had no idea what had caused the derailment. To him, the track had been perfect. There was certainly nothing wrong with the speed that they had taken the curve although that, he realised, would come up at an inquiry afterwards. That dog on the tracks, if anything had been a saviour as the train’s speed had been reduced. Jono realised that if the derailment had occurred at normal speed there was a strong likelihood that far more wagons would have left the track. As it was many were just slightly off the rails. He looked back down the line again after ducking back inside to answer his radio. His whole body froze.

Breaking through the numbness in his head was the image of what would have happened if one of the wagons had come off even further or perhaps flipped. He’d always hated carrying LPG and, no matter how it was explained to him how safely the containers were constructed and all the precautions that were taken, it was an accident waiting to happen. The consequences of the gas containers breaking open and an ignition point would be catastrophic. He always preferred LPG wagons to be right near the end of the train, but he had been asleep when that particular wagon had been added in Townsville. There had been a number of wagons taken off and replaced in the shunting yards as the train was taken apart at what was a major stop. There it was, its front bogies out over the rails, not more than eight wagons from the second locomotive. He, his crew and any one in close proximity had been very lucky.

The two other engineers had already left their spots and were inspecting the damage. One turned to Jono and used the centuries old body expression that had now been turned into the three-letter acronym, WTF. Jono was aware that there could be a number of causes for the derailment. Huge and heavy locomotives with many moving parts, towing heavily laden freight cars, were travelling at speed along two thin strips of steel that were lying on bands of concrete supported on gravel or ballast as he knew it. There were so many variables, most of all in the rails. These rails were not one continuous piece, but lengths butt joined and held in place with steel rivets, hence the clickety-clack as the train went over the joins which were a weak point in the system. The rails were tied to the concrete and sometimes wooden sleepers and these ties were another weak point. The steel would move depending on the weather, the weight of the train on them and also if the ground moved beneath the sleepers. It was an accident waiting to happen, but luckily only a minor one, nonetheless from the look of things, it was going to take days to repair. Still, Jono thought, there are worse places to have an enforced layover. He might just find a house to retire in. Shame about missing his nephew’s wedding, though, he smiled as he came to the conclusion that he now wouldn’t be in Brisbane on that date. He had no fondness for his sister-in-law’s son, nor for the monkey suit he would have to wear.

He ignored the radio’s continual bleating and climbed down from the cab. The radio messages could wait and by then the people on the other end would have calmed down, perhaps. It was going to be his fault, come what may, until such time as it could be categorically proven that it wasn’t, he was to blame. They needed a scapegoat and he had better practice his own bleating. No-one had been injured. He checked his fellow engineers and suggested that they see the paramedics who had just pulled up in their ambulance. If there were any hidden injuries, he figured that claims could be made later on if the right process was adhered to. He would be checked as well. He reckoned his blood pressure might be a little elevated, but that’s about all. There had been no real heavy smash, bump and grind due to the slow speed and perhaps to anyone watching it happen, it would have seemed like real time slow motion, he figured as he inspected the freight cars askew off the tracks. Just like the old-fashioned slot cars he had as a kid, when they came out of the groove, all you had to do was to carefully lift them off. He figured that these wagons were just out of their groove, but it would take something pretty big to lift them up and place them back where they needed to go. He knew that there was a huge crane in the goods yard just ahead, but was thankful that the relocating of the wagons was someone else’s problem. 

Jono rubbed his eyes wearily. His shift was supposed to end when they reached the goods yards. There it was just down the line within walking distance. There was going to be no break for him for the next few hours as he was going to be hit with a myriad of questions from a range of people. He was not an outgoing people person at the best of times and was tempted to sneak off down to that goods yard and find an office to hide in. However, he was the senior person on the train; he was the person in the cab when the accident happened; and he was the person who was best equipped to handle the questions. He would have to hold his temper when the inane ones came, probably from the media who seemed now to be flocking in like vultures in search of carrion.

With a bit of luck, he hoped, the press would be kept well away. Already the firies were sealing off the area. If he stayed inside the zoned off section, he would be relatively safe and so would the media; as he didn’t suffer fools gladly. The firies had been the first on the scene of the emergency services, and now were busy checking the hazard warnings on the freight wagons. The area was very flat and they had quickly laid out hoses from their trucks parked at the back of the transfer station. It was very fortunate that the derailment had occurred there. A hundred or more metres back and the wagons would have been in the mangrove swamps that rimmed Chinaman’s Creek. A small bridge had been crossed by the half of the train but none of the wagons had left the bridge and it was undamaged. Again, Jono was thankful about the reduction in the speed of the train. That had meant just four wagons had jumped the rails instead of so many more, many of which would have ended in the mangroves and the creek itself, making retrieval a bloody nightmare.

Jono waved briefly to the person in charge of the firefighters and went back to the cab to fetch the manifest. Every time a new wagon was added or left the train the manifest was updated. It was a legal offence if it wasn’t kept up to date. Jono was particular about his. He may not have been a stickler for the rules when it came to uniforms, but where health and safety was concerned, nothing was allowed to slip under the radar. The head firey and he sat down on a small pile of ballast that was used to top up the gravel under the sleepers. Jono explained the contents of each of the wagons and pointed out quite rightly, that the biggest issue was going to be the LPG container. Foam and water were already being brought to that particular wagon already. An LPG specialist had been rung as soon as it was noticed that there was a container. He would be on the scene in a few minutes, Jono was told. Jono was so impressed by the speed and professionalism of these firies. There were no dumb questions. All were right on the mark and the instructions that the bloke in charge passed on to the rest of his crew were equally succinct.

Jono went and spoke to the ambos who quickly gave him the once over. He got the all clear and was told that, on arrival the crew had contacted their base to chastise them. The alert had gone out saying that there was a train derailment and ambulances were being scrambled all over the place. No-one has said that it wasn’t a passenger train. Several ambulances were quickly stood down and the hospital which had initially set up for a massive influx into their emergency wards, also was informed. Jono could hardly be ascribed any blame for that, but somehow his bosses would contrive it to fall his way if they were forced to pick up the tab for all that had happened. Again, he looked down at the goods yard, less than a half a kilometre away. It might as well have been a thousand kilometres. It would be days before his train would arrive and until then, theoretically he was still on duty. Maybe he should believe in a god as surely someone or something was buggerising around with his life. Little did he know how close to the truth he was.
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Disappointed but delighted at the same time. He had a worrisome burden taken off him as he left the real estate agent about the same time as the train was rounding the bend near the Links Road crossing. The burden that he had been carrying was replaced by another. It wasn’t how he had dreamed it would end up all those years ago when life was fun and exciting. Now with a family including two sons who were beginning to outwit him despite being only at primary school, he was embarking on a different course. Years ago, before family had come along, he had always dreamed of buying and renovating an old warehouse and going all industrial in layout and décor. He’d even picked one out down by the rail yards and kept his eye on it for years. It really annoyed him that it had finally come on the market just recently. In those heady days, his partner, now his wife, would have jumped at it, however, now she wore her sensible hat more often than not. The warehouse was too near the noisy rail yards, too far from schools, too close to the transfer station and the smelly mangroves and had no real play area for two growing boys. He knew all the logic behind it, understood the reasoning, but that didn’t stop his heart wanting it.

Now they had just signed the bill of sale for a lovely house in the suburbs and he would be spending his weekends mowing lawns and taking the boys to their sporting events. As much as his wife had dismissed the locality of the warehouse, he loved it. Ever since he was a child, he had been fascinated by trains and the warehouse redesign he had in his head would allow him to see over the goods yard and he could watch the shunting of wagons as they connected on to trains. As a child he had craved a train set and now as the boys were just getting to the age where he ostensibly could buy them one, but actually he could play with it himself. The house that they had chosen wasn’t going to be suitable for what he had in mind. He knew that when he used the words ‘they had chosen’, he really meant ‘she had chosen’. The house that they’d just signed their life away on was a three bedroom one as the boys needed to have their own space. How they tolerated each other in the one bedroom up until now was a mystery. 

The house was perfect, the price was great and the location excellent. She had done well and he had told her so. She was so much smarter than him and her job as a consultant sometimes saw her being brought into his workplace where he could witness first hand her skills. Two degrees and such a quick wit, he sometimes wondered what she saw in him. It was a shame that she didn’t see his desire to have something to do with trains, or at least choose a house that he could develop his hidden hobby. That was the problem really. He wanted to appear all grown up to her and so never told her of this concealed passion, figuring that would further diminish him in her eyes. This was not a case of “happy wife, happy life”. Their relationship was built on mutual respect. Yes, she earned more than him, but he was bloody good at what he did. He had earned promotion after promotion until he got to a spot where he was most comfortable. They could meet the mortgage out of his pay, if necessary. He would always work and she would work occasionally. That had been a mutually agreed position, unlike so many situations where the expectation was that the male would go out to work and the female would actually do more work managing a home, finances and the raising of children. He had whispered to the boys that morning that while they were at school, he and their mum were going to organise a big surprise. Their guesses of computer tablets or a puppy were wide of the mark, but when one asked if it was a train set, he felt the tears well in his eyes. 

His wife had just gone to enjoy a special surprise as a reward for signing off on the housing deal, when he first became aware that something was wrong. She had been over the moon that he had acknowledged all her hard work and tireless effort to find the ‘right’ home for all of them. To him it wasn’t a treat, but she had different ideas to him in so many ways. Having your body pummelled and prodded while listening to panpipe music was not his cup of tea; however, he knew that she liked such things. He had taken the afternoon off for the signing and she was under the impression that when they had finished, they were going to pick their boys up after school. However, he had arranged for the boys to visit friends, so she could have the massage. Not having to deal with the boys straight after school when they were tired and grumpy was for her as much of a treat as the massage. He had smiled as he watched her go into the salon remembering her whispered comment that he was in for his own special treat that night.

His attention was grabbed by the sight and sound of an ambulance, lights ablaze and siren wailing heading south down the street. In the distance he could hear the roar of fire trucks and their distinct siren and he knew something was up. His eyes flitted to the hillside above the city of Cairns where a few years before a small plane had crashed. That had shaken up all the locals and panicked the
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