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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.

 



Chapter One

 


Thursday 26th March 2009

 


“Kate, glad you could join us.”

“I didn’t think I had a choice.”

“Well now you are back in town and a successful business
owner, we need all the help we can get.”

“I don’t know if I can give much time, but I will do what I
can,” Kate replied.

“Excellent, that’s all we ask, Kate. Just grab a seat. I think
we’re all here now...Ahem...Ladies...Ladies, I think this meeting
of the Tully Chapter of the Queensland Country Women’s Association
can come to order,” said Vera Rodgers, President of the Tully
chapter of the QCWA. “I’d like to welcome and recognise our new
member Kate Thomas, soon to be Powell.”

The announcement was greeted by a round of applause and
murmurings from the assembled group of ladies.

Vera continued, “For those of you who don’t already know her,
Kate is the owner and therapist of ‘Heart & Soul’ in the main
street. Her family have lived in and around Tully for several
generations and her grandmother Rose Thomas was a former member.
Let's welcome Kate to the fold.”

Loud applause followed this announcement.

“I’d also like to welcome Margaret Reed, Coordinator of the
Community Centre.”

A polite round of applause greeted Margaret.

"Margaret would like us to help out with some school holiday
activities. I’ll let Margaret explain,” said Vera, sitting down to
allow Margaret speak.

“Thank you, Vera. The Community Centre has received a small
funding grant to put on an activity over the school holidays and I
was hoping to get the support and assistance of you ladies from the
QCWA. The criteria for the grant comes under 'Healthy Living', so
I’d appreciate any ideas or activities that you can come up with,
that we can organise in the short time that we have,” Margaret said
to the group.

“Are we talking about one day of activities, or something more
on going?” asked the quietly spoken, delicate voice of Betty
Baker.

“There’s not a lot of money so I was thinking one day,”
suggested Margaret.

“Are we talking about a Family Fun Day, or just sports, or
activities for the children?” asked Kate.

"Oh, a Family Fun Day sounds good. What were you thinking?”
Margaret asked, looking intently at Kate.

"Um...I don’t know...," suggested Kate, being put on the spot
and having to think suddenly. "Um,...maybe activities, races, a
picnic day for the whole family, something like that. One of those
old fashioned picnic days, where everyone participated.
”

"Ooh. that sounds lovely, " murmured Betty Baker and was
backed up by several other ladies.

A lively debate then followed as to when and where to have the
Family Fun Day and what activities would be included. It was also
decided to include prizes for races so that teens and adults would
also want to attend and join in. Kate offered to put up some prize
money and it was decided to approach other shop owners and
businesses for prize money and vouchers. Before closing the meeting
it was decided that several meetings needed to be held in order to
fully organise the event.

 


***

 


“It’s only me Mum. Sorry I was so long at the shops. You know
how it is, I got talking. Everyone seemed to want to chat today.
They're all excited about some Family Fun Day that's being
organised. Just give me a minute, I’ll put the shopping away and
then I’ll make us some lunch. I got us a nice cooked chicken and
some coleslaw, would you like a nice chicken and coleslaw sandwich
for lunch?...Ooh, I am hungry. You must be hungry too...How are you
doing in there?...You’re very quiet. Did you have a nap,
Mum?...Mum?”

“Oh God, Mum...Mum where are you? Mum? Mu-u-um? Oh God.
MUM...where are you?” she called out anxiously, checking the
bedroom and not finding any sign of her aged mother.

She hastily looked in the bathroom and every room of the
house, checking under beds and in the cupboards, in the search for
her elderly mother. She searched and checked in every nook and
cranny of the house. When there was no where else inside to look
she went outside to check in the yard, looking and calling out,
“MUM, Mum where are you?..Oh God. MU-UM. MUM. MUM.”

The immediate neighbours were at work so no use asking them.
She raced to the front gate, and looked up and down the street.
There was no sign of anyone on the street. It all looked way too
quiet. "MU-UM!"

Realising that her mother was nowhere to be found and suddenly
feeling very anxious and teary, Jane knew she had to get some help
to find her elderly mother. She raced back inside the house and
made an urgent phone call, calling the local police
station.

“Hello, its Jane Douglas my mother is missing, I was only gone
for an hour down at the shops, I got home and she’s gone. Oh God,
please help me...Her name is Lizzie, sorry...yes...Elizabeth
Douglas, she’s 85, she has dementia. I was only gone an hour...Yes,
that’s right. Up at Briggs Street, number 15..Yes. Oh please, she
can’t have gone very far, she’s 85...Thank you, yes. Yes...Yes,
okay. I’ll wait here. Thank you. Please hurry....Yes...Thank you.
Yes, I will.”

“Sarge.”

“Yes Gary,” said Sergeant Ray Powell, as he left his office
and walked out to the front counter of the police
station.

“We’ve just had a call from Jane Douglas up at Briggs Street,
her mothers gone missing. Elizabeth (Lizzie) Douglas, 85 years of
age and has dementia. Would you like me to go and deal with this?”
asked Gary, hopeful of getting out from behind the front counter.
His previous life in the army was no match for the quiet town of
Tully. Yes, he knew he had promised his wife that police work was a
much safer career for him and his young growing family, but still,
some action now and then would be good.

“We can both go?” said Ray. “It may take both of us, and
hopefully we can find her quickly.” Ray liked working with Gary, he
thought Gary had a little of his sisters gift, even though he would
never confess to it, the sister Ray was to marry in just over five
weeks time. Ray informed the rest of the station's small team where
he and Gary were going and why, so they would be ready to hit the
streets as soon as they had some information. They both left the
station and quickly drove up to Briggs Street in their separate
vehicles in case they had to separate.

“Miss Douglas, I’m Constable Gary Thomas and this is Sergeant
Ray Powell,’ said Gary, at the front door of the Douglas home. He
removed the broad brim hat that protected his fair skin from the
sun and revealed his cropped red hair.

“Please come in. And it’s Jane,” said the flustered
woman.

The two police officers quickly gauged her as a mature woman
in her late 40's with grey flecked liberally through her short dark
hair, she was of medium build and average height between 160 to
165cms. She opened the door wide so the two tall police officers
could enter, then lead them into the lounge room at the front of
the house. She knew exactly who the police offers where, having
lived in the area all her life, and the very tall and handsome
Sergeant often featured in the local paper.

The furniture in the lounge room was comfortable and well worn
after many years of use, family photographs lined the walls or sat
framed on cabinets denoting a rich family heritage in the local
area, and lots of family and children in various stages of their
lives.

“Please sit down,” said Jane, as she perched herself on the
edge of the seat of the well padded arm chair, ready to jump up at
any suggestion. “I’ve looked everywhere around the house and yard.
I don’t know where she could be. The immediate neighbours are at
work. I've spoken to what neighbours are home, and they haven't
seen her. She’s not very active, so I don’t think she could have
gone far. I was afraid to leave the house in case she came back, or
I had missed her somewhere...”

“Jane. Please Jane, don’t worry, we will look. We just need
some details first,” said Gary, looking around the walls at the
myriad of photographs. “Do you have a recent photograph of your
mother?”

“I think so,” said Jane, bouncing up out of her chair, anxious
to get the search started for her mother. She went over to the well
worn ancient dresser in the corner of the room, opened a drawer and
rummaged inside it. “Of course, there are some photos from
Christmas when the family were all here, only group shots I think.”
She found the packet of printed photos and handed them to
Gary.

“That’s okay,” said Ray. The tall, dark haired sergeant,
selecting a good clear photo of Lizzie Douglas from the selection.
“I’ll take this to the station and quickly make a single photo from
it. Don’t worry it won’t damage your photo, and I’ll bring it right
back.”

Ray took the photo and raced back to the station, scanned the
photo into the computer, isolated a beaming Lizzie Douglas from the
family photo, where she was surrounded by 7 grandchildren and what
looked like 3 great grandchildren with the youngest, a baby of only
a couple of months in her arms, and printed off several copies.
Remembering how the large, poster size photo of Sandy that Gary had
made, had spread around town when she went missing, Ray set the
printer to print off a large poster size photo of Lizzie as well.
He then made sure his team grabbed photos from the printer as they
emerged so they could hit the town and spread the word. He then
headed back to Briggs Street to see how Gary was going with Jane
Douglas.

After a quick knock on the open front door, Ray entered the
house calling out, “It’s only me. Here’s your photo back, Jane.” He
quickly sat down so as not to dwarf Jane with his 1.95m frame. He
knew how intimidating his height could be and he had used it to his
advantage in the past.

“Thank you Sergeant. Where was I? Oh I know,” said Jane. “Mum
grew up in Silkwood on a cane farm, when she married Dad, they had
a farm at Feluga for a long time, before they retired and sold the
farm. So we’ve only had this place for about 8 years, and Dad died
about a year ago.

“So where exactly was the farm at Feluga?” Gary
asked.

“Just on Feluga Road not far from the highway, you can’t miss
it...What...you think she’s gone there?...But Mum couldn’t get
there, it’s too far, she couldn’t walk that far, she couldn't...”
Jane said with a quiver to her voice, not daring to think of what
could have happened to her mother.

“It is quite possible she would go there, or at least try,”
said Gary. “But we will check everywhere, right Sarge?”

“Yes we will,” said Ray. “Officers are out there looking
already and we will update them with the information Constable
Thomas has here. Now, I have a question. Is there someone who can
be here with you?”

“Yes, I’ve already called a girl friend and she’s on her way
over, as Constable Thomas suggested,” said Jane.

“Good,” said Ray. “If you will excuse me, I will update and
join the rest of the team? Constable Thomas will stay with you
until your friend arrives.”

Ray went outside with the extra information that Gary had
gathered and got on his radio to update the rest of the team. He
climbed into his 4wd and drove slowly down Briggs Street, looking
into front and back yards, checking the side of the road for any
sign of where Lizzie might have gone. He turned left into Brannigan
then right down Henry Street, following the roads down hill slope
down the side of the mountain, the roads a person walking would
take to head towards Feluga. At the end of Henry Street he parked
in a vacant parking bay at the front of the small corner store on
the corner of the five ways roundabout, and entered the store. He
showed Lizzie’s photo to everyone in the store and fielded many
questions, many knew her but no one had seen her today. He knew the
more people he spoke to, the quicker that word would spread around
town, as those he spoke to told their friends and neighbours. The
gossip in this town was always looking for some juicy story to
tell, and if he could use it to his advantage, all the
better.

Standing out the front of the store Ray thought about Lizzie
and whether she was cohesive enough to know exactly where she was
going. So far Ray had followed the easiest route from Briggs
Street, as it was all down hill as it sloped down from the mountain
that dominated the small north Queensland town. Now he had a
choice, there were two options, turn left down Curtis to Murray
Street, or veer around the roundabout and head towards the centre
of town. Murray Street at least led out of town to Bulgun and on
and around to Feluga. Officers were already in town talking to
people, so if Lizzie went that way they would find her. But if
Lizzie knew exactly where she was going, then she’d take the more
direct route and head straight for Murray Street and head out to
Feluga and the cane farm, where she had spent a majority of her
life raising her family. She may have focused on the idea that she
needed to get home to feed the children and was determined that she
had to be there, no matter what. He sent up a silent prayer that he
was right and that Lizzie wasn't trying to walk all the way to her
childhood home in Silkwood. He tried not to think about what could
happen to an old lady trying to totter all that way.

Ray showed Lizzie’s photo to a couple more customers who
entered the store, but they hadn’t seen her either. He got back
into his 4wd and was about to drive down to Murray Street when Gary
arrived at the five ways intersection in his vehicle. Ray leaned
out the window and pointed down towards Murray Street. Gary gave
Ray the thumbs up 'okay' signal and drove through the intersection
in front of Ray, heading towards Murray Street. With Gary leading
the way, they turned left and drove slowly along Murray Street.
They looked in yards and drive ways as they went, stopping and
talking to people they met along the way, taking their time to
check anywhere an elderly lady could hide or could have wandered in
to and gotten hurt or disoriented.

Several houses along Gary stopped and got out of his vehicle
to speak to a woman in her front yard. 'No' she’d been doing
housework inside all morning until a few minutes ago and hadn’t
seen anyone. He asked her to check any out buildings, and was
informed that they remained locked at all times, thanks to a couple
of items that had gone missing the previous year. Thanking her,
Gary got back in his vehicle and followed after Ray who had
continued on down the street. Ray stopped to speak to a driver in a
vehicle that was driving towards them, but 'No' he hadn’t seen
Lizzie or anyone else walking along the road either. It may be
March, but the sun was out heating up the day and pulling moisture
out of the ground and in to the already steamy air, and anyone out
walking really needed to be somewhere.

They both stopped at a gully crossing and checked along both
banks and in both directions checking the long grass on the bank of
the gully for about 30 metres. They stomped loudly with their
boots, to make sure they scared off any snakes that might be hiding
in the long grass. Together they searched the shallow knee-deep
water that flowed almost continually in the gully before returning
to their vehicles. They continued to drive slowly along and
checking the side of the road and the deep ditches on either side
where small water run offs were directed towards the larger
gullies. They drove on slowly, heading towards Bulgun. They stopped
and checked the larger gully crossing just before Bulgun, searching
its grassy banks for several meters. Finding no sign of Lizzie or
of anyone having recently passed through the long grass, they
continued on driving and searching.

Ray stopped and got out of his vehicle in Bulgun and spoke to
his own neighbour Frank, who was sitting on his front verandah in
an old well worn squatter’s chair.

“Good afternoon, Frank. Its Ray Powell, how are
you?”

“Good afternoon. Yeah I’m good. Hanging in there,” said Frank,
rubbing his hand over his well worn, craggy face, showing every
sign of his seventy-six years. His dark Italian skin further
darkened by his years of working under the hot sun.

Ray thought Frank may have been asleep when he arrived.
“Frank, have you been sitting there for awhile?” asked Ray, as he
leaned his tall, lean frame on the wooden fence railing.

“Um, for a while I suppose. I had a nice lunch courtesy of
your missus, and sat out here with a cuppa,” said Frank, looking at
his cold, empty mug sitting on the flat, timber arm of his
squatter’s chair.

Ray noted the reference to Kate as his missus and liked the
idea, and now he knew where all those leftovers were disappearing
to. He looked at his watch and noticed it was nearing 3pm, he and
Gary had been out searching for Lizzie for over an hour and a half,
and it had been over two hours since Jane had phoned the station.
Ray climbed over the fence and showed Frank the photo of Lizzie
Douglas.

“We’re out looking for Elizabeth (Lizzie) Douglas, she’s
wandered off,” explained Ray. “Have you seen her?”

“Lizzie Douglas hey. I remember her, she’s an attractive woman
that one. Haven’t seen her husband about lately though,” said
Frank, sounding a little confused.

“Mick died last year,” explained Ray, bringing Frank back to
the present. He also thought that Frank had probably attended
Mick’s funeral as he tended to attend a lot of funerals these days.
“Its Lizzie we’re looking for, have you seen her today?”

“Today...no...no, I don’t think so. Can’t say I’ve seen anyone
today,” Frank said with a sigh, sounding rather sad and
lonely.

“No, okay then. Thanks Frank. See you later,” said Ray,
leaving Frank sitting alone on his verandah, watching what little
traffic passed by on the Bulgun Road.

Ray climbed back in to his vehicle and continued on down the
road, driving slowly after Gary who had already passed him by. He
arrived at the T junction where you could turn to the left and head
up to Alligators Nest, or turn right and head to Feluga and some
cane farms, including the old Douglas farm, where the road
eventually wandered its way back around to the main north-south
highway. He turned to the right and drove down to the Banyan Creek
crossing, where he saw Gary’s vehicle stopped on the wide grassy
verge before the tree lined crossing. Ray parked just off the road
in the grass beside Gary’s vehicle and went to help search the tree
lined creek and its banks. He walked down to the creek crossing
with its wide, rocky bank, the rocks washed smooth by the constant
flow of water and looked to the right, seeing no sign of Gary, he
looked to the left. Gary was about 20 metres along the bank,
kneeling down behind a fallen tree log that had been washed down
from upstream during the previous months heavy rain. Gary looked up
and saw Ray and called out,

“Sarge, she’s here. I’ve found her...Thank god, there’s a
pulse. She’s alive.”

Gary reached for the radio on his shoulder, “Base, this is
Tango Four Six Three...I need an ambulance at the Banyan Creek
crossing, just on the northern side of Bulgun...Yep, I’ve found
Lizzie Douglas.”

“How is she?” asked Ray, crossing the rocks and joining
Gary.

“She’s in and out of consciousness and I think she’s broken
her leg or hip,” said Gary, gently brushing the fine hair from
Lizzie’s face.

“How did you find her, I couldn’t see anything from the road?”
asked Ray.

“Just a hunch. It’s nice and cool in here under the canopy of
the trees, and she probably needed a drink. My guess is she was
going to sit on the log to have a rest and slipped on the wet
rocks,” Gary explained.

Ray left to fetch a space blanket from his 4wd as Gary stayed
by Lizzie’s side, speaking calmly to her when she stirred. “It’s
okay Mrs Douglas, its Constable Thomas. I'm here with you, and I’ve
called an ambulance to take you to hospital,” he reassured her and
held her hand, so she would feel his presence and wouldn't feel
alone. He knew he didn't have the healing powers that his mother
and sister possessed, but he thought his presence would help
comfort Mrs Douglas as she lay painfully sprawled on the rocky
creek bank.

She groaned in acknowledgement of his calm reassuring
voice.

He and Ray waited with Lizzie for the ambulance to arrive,
sitting in the cool shade of the tree canopy that enclosed the
creek. The small rocks lined the creek bed and the flow of the
water made the crossing a favourite hangout for the local kids to
play in when the flow was low. With the thick overhead canopy of
trees shutting out the heat of the sun, the shady creek was a cool
haven on a hot summers day. Talking to Lizzie and to his Sergeant,
Gary spoke of when he was a kid. How he had spent many a hot
afternoon down at the creek catching yabbies with his mates, which
had included his now Sergeant, and chasing his big sister Kate and
her girl friends with the yabbies they had caught. He talked of the
fun times they had shared, of what he thought had been the best
childhood a boy could have. Now he knew some of what his sergeant
had been escaping when he would join them on those fun filled days.
He looked into the deep blue depths of Ray's eyes, and thought he
saw some of the pain he had hidden all those years ago as Gary
talked. When they heard the siren of the ambulance coming, Ray
walked back to the road to guide them in.

With Lizzie now loaded carefully in the ambulance, Gary went
to let Jane know that her mother had been found and Ray followed
the ambulance to the hospital. At the Tully Hospital, Lizzie’s
injuries were assessed by the staff and she was sent for x-rays to
determine the extent of those injuries. Gary arrived with Jane who
had obviously been crying and left her to wait with her friend and
Ray for her mother. Ray spoke briefly to Gary before he returned to
the station,

“Good job mate, well done.”

“Thanks, Sarge,” said Gary. He returned to the station feeling
like he had actually done some good, rather than just sitting at
the station front desk processing fines and licences.

Lizzie returned from x-ray and was seen by the doctor who then
allowed Jane in to see her mother.

“Sergeant, may I have a word please?” asked Dr Paul Martin. He
removed his glasses and ushering Ray into the quiet family
room.

“What is it Doc, is something wrong?” asked Ray, running his
hand through his thick black hair.

"I’m a bit reluctant to even mention it, but I thought I
should..." he sighed. "When we assessed Mrs Douglas we did find
some old bruising."

The hair on the back of Ray’s neck stood on end as he waited
for the doctor to continue.

"Now there’s probably a simple explanation. Because of Mrs
Douglas’s age and with dementia, it can be very difficult to care
for her and especially by someone on their own," explained Dr
Martin, carefully choosing his words. "Can we sit down calmly with
Jane and see if there is a simple explanation? Lizzie has broken
her hip and there’s a mild concussion from her slipping over on the
rocks, those are consistent with the fall. The other older bruising
will depend on Jane’s explanation."

"Okay Doc, whatever you say," said Ray, hoping that Jane did
have a reasonable explanation. "What do you think caused the
bruising?"

“Maybe a fall of some kind, maybe in the bathroom or something
like that,” Dr Martin explained. “I’ll go and get her.”

He left Ray in the room and went to ask Jane to join him in
the family room where they could talk privately. They returned
together and sat down to discuss Lizzie’s injuries.

“What we’ve determined is that Lizzie has broken her hip and
with your permission, will be sent to Innisfail for surgery,” said
Dr Martin.

Jane said, “Of course, what ever she needs.”

“She also has concussion which we will have to monitor.
Also,...we have found some old bruising on her back. Can you tell
me what happened there, Jane?”

“Oh, that was last week. She slipped in the bathroom and hit
her back on the edge of the bath tub. It is only bruising isn’t’
it? She didn’t do any other damage and it didn’t seem bad enough to
call you?” asked Jane, worried for her mother and glancing
nervously from the doctor to the sergeant and back
again.

“No. No, it is only bruising.”

“Oh that’s good. I thought it was only bruising, I didn’t want
to call you up unnecessarily,” Jane said, looking from Dr Martin to
Ray. “I know how busy you are.”

“That’s okay, Jane.” Dr Martin nodded 'okay' at Ray. “But I am
concerned that Lizzie is getting too much for you to cope with on
your own. Having falls and wondering off, isn’t a good sign,
and...even after her operation she will be more difficult to look
after. I’m going to recommend that she stay in here until a place
opens up for her at the nursing home, alright?”

"But I promised her that she could stay at home...and..and
that I would...look after her," said Jane, as tears welled in her
eyes and threatened to roll down her cheeks.

“Sorry Jane, that’s not going to happen I’m afraid. She really
needs full time nursing care from now on,” he firmly
insisted.

Jane took a deep breath before concede to the doctors request
with a quiver in her voice,“Alright Doctor. If you say
so.”

Dr Martin then stood up and opened the door for Jane to join
her mother. Turning to Ray he said, “That sounded fine by me, some
times you just have to check these things. Are you happy with that
explanation?”

“If you’re happy, I’m happy, you’re the expert,” said Ray
shaking the doctor’s hand. “I’ll leave you to it then.” Ray then
left the hospital and returned to the police station.

 


*****

 


“So what did Vera want today?” asked Ray, as he sat down to
join Kate and his teenage son Mitch for dinner that
night.

“Mostly to make sure I joined the QCWA and met the other
members,” said Kate, “and to help organise a Family Fun Day. If we
can do what we hope to do, we may need to close off some
streets.”

“Close the streets. Really. What are you hoping to do?” he
asked, looking at his fiancé with her long auburn hair still tied
back in a loose plait from her day treating clients at 'Heart &
Soul', her therapy centre and store.

“Oh some races,” Kate saw Mitch suddenly take notice of what
they were discussing. “We hope to put on some kids races, perhaps a
mini triathlon type of event, going up through the ages and seniors
as well. Some people might like to get in some training,” Kate
continued looking directly at Mitch, who nodded with his mouth
full. She then looked at Ray.

“What me?” he asked, surprised by the inclusion.

“Yes, well you haven’t been doing much in the way of exercise
lately. And all that food needs to go somewhere,” she said, leaning
over and patting Ray’s stomach.

“Hey, that’s just relaxed muscle and besides, it just proves
what a good cook you are,” he said defensively. “Alright,...perhaps
I do need to get in an extra run or two.” Turning to Mitch he
added, “Tomorrow, we get up early for a run, okay?”

“Okay,” said Mitch, finishing the last of his dinner after
having wiped his plate perfectly clean.

“Good,” said Kate, “that’s all of us then and who knows we
might even get some of the prize money back.”

“Prize money?” asked Mitch, flicking the mop of long black
hair from his eyes.

“Of course, you have to have prize money to get some people to
compete,” she added.

“How much?” Mitch asked, his deep blue eyes like his father's
flashing his excitement.

“We don’t know yet, we have to see if we can get some sponsors
involved. I can only put in so much, even if I can claim it on tax,
and we are still in the initial organising stage yet. So we will
have to wait and see,” she explained.

“Do you think that’s what Vera really wanted?” asked Ray,
suspecting that Vera may have had an ulterior motive. Especially
since Vera had basically raised Ray since he was a teenager, taking
him under her protective wing when she discovered he had been badly
mistreated by his father most of his life.

“Perhaps, maybe she just wanted to inject some new blood and
new ideas. Or maybe she just wanted to make sure I hung around for
awhile,” Kate suggested, before leaning over and kissing
Ray.

“Mmm, perhaps,” he said thoughtfully. “Is there something for
dessert?”

“Of course,” said Mitch. “I made a plum tart.” The oven timer
pinged and Mitch went to remove the tart from the oven and serve it
up. Mitch enjoyed cooking and had been learning fast from Kate, now
that he was living full time with his dad and his soon to be
step-mum.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Monday 30th March

By the time the next meeting of the QCWA was held on the
following Monday, word had spread around town about the impending
races and many people of the town had dusted off their joggers and
push bikes.

“Well ladies,” said Vera, addressing the meeting, “we have had
some very good responses to our plea for sponsors and gift vouchers
with the supermarket and the Top Pub coming on board as well as
quite a few of the other smaller stores.”

This news was greeted with a round of applause.

“My enquiries have also come up with a proposed date and that
is the third Saturday of April, the last Saturday of the school
holidays,” Vera explained. “I have discussed this with Margie and
others and we feel this is our best choice. We feel that a Saturday
will ensure most families will be available and it is not a Market
day, so it frees us all up to organise this 'Family Fun
Day'.”

A general murmur of agreement spread through the
ladies.

“First thing this morning I spoke with Sergeant Powell,” added
Vera as she nodded at Kate, “and he is happy for us to close off
some streets on the Saturday, and has indicated he would be able to
have extra Police available on the day to keep this under
control.”

The meeting continued for some time deciding exactly which
events to hold and locations available before culminating in a
family picnic at the show grounds. As the meeting broke up Margie
Reed from the community centre approached Kate,

“Kate, may I have a word?”

“Of course you may,” replied Kate.

“I understand that you have taught yoga and other classes. I
was wondering if you would consider teaching a yoga class on a
regular basis at the community centre. For a nominal fee of course,
we wouldn’t expect you to do it for nothing,” Margie asked
eagerly.

“Of course, I would love to do that. When were you thinking?”
Kate asked, eager to spread her skills in to the local
community.

Margie pulled out a time table from her bag of the weekly
events at the community centre. “I was thinking maybe Thursday
afternoons at about 3pm or...”

“I’m sorry, that is one time I am not available. I have an
ongoing commitment every Monday and Thursday from 3pm until
closing,” said Kate, she knew she couldn't not be there for Mitch
if he needed her after his counselling session. His life before he
lived with his father full time, had been spent with his alcoholic
mother who had been spiralling deeper and deeper into mental
illness, which had culminated in a very public break down in the
middle of the main street of town. Looking at the timetable she
suggested, “How about Monday mornings from about 10am, how does
that sound?”

“I’ll check,” Margie then turned to a group of ladies who had
been chatting a short distance away. “Ladies, Kate said yes, and is
10am Mondays okay?”

“Oh yes, that’s good for me,” “Yep, I can do that,” and “When
can you start?” came the responses from the ladies in the
group.

“I can start next Monday, if that's okay?” asked
Kate.

“Yes,” “Yes,” “Oh good,” and “Thank you Kate” was the reply
and Vera added “and we will forgive you for one week in
May.”

“In May is it?” asked one of the ladies.

“Yes it’s in May,” said Vera very proudly. “Thank you,
Kate.”

 


*****

 


“Excuse me Kate,” said Darren, from the doorway of the
treatment room where he had been counselling Mitch.

Kate finished giving a customer her change and purchases
before responding to Darren. “Yes Darren, is everything okay?” she
asked, quickly joining Darren at the door.

“Can you spend some time with Mitch? I don’t’ want to leave
him alone right now, and I have to go to my next appointment,” he
explained quietly.

“Of course I can. Thank you, and we'll see you on Thursday,”
said Kate. She then caught Wendy’s eye and signalled that she would
be in the treatment room. Wendy indicated with a wave of the hand
and a nod of the head that she understood, before she continued her
discussion with a customer.

Kate entered the treatment room and closed the door. She
walked straight over to where Mitch was sitting with his head in
his hands. She put her hand on his shoulder and said, “Mitch, are
you okay?”

“I suppose,” he said. He took a deep breath and straightened
up his long frame, shaking the mop of thick, black hair from his
eyes. “We were talking about the dreams and my mother. Then I told
him about the CD and how you were helping me. Darren said you could
probably help me to learn some relaxation stuff. He said it should
help me to deal with some things.”

“Of course, I'd be happy to do that,” said Kate. She pulled
the chair Darren had vacated, over closer to Mitch and sat down
beside him.

“Darren said it was something to do with control, about
control over my emotions,” he added.

“Actually, it’s more about being in control of your reactions
to emotions, so that stressful or scary situations don’t take over
and overwhelm us. We can't control or stop our emotions, they will
always be there. But we can learn to cope with our emotions,” Kate
explained. “It’s about learning to not be too scared, so that you
can think more clearly and can then react in a way that is the
safest way to react for the situation. Have you heard about the
fight or flight response?”

“Umm, sort of,” he said with a shrug. "I kind of remember
something from school."

“As you may remember, it’s an ancient instinct that has kept
us alive for thousands of years. When we are confronted by a scary
situation, we either stand and fight, or run away,” she
explained.

“Okay, fight or flight."

“Right, so by learning to relax and breathe calmly, we are
able to think clearly and decide whether we need to fight or run
away,” said Kate.

Mitch thought about this for a moment, remembering his
overwhelming fear when his mother tried to confront him in the main
street and he had been frozen to the spot, only to be bought out of
his fear by the calm voice of a friend. “But running away, isn’t
that showing you’re scared?” he asked.

“No, it’s more about deciding whether it’s safe to stay or go,
or even deciding to just walk away,” she said.

“But what about fighting, I don’t want to fight anyone?” he
asked, sounding confused.

“It doesn’t necessarily mean a physical fight, but in having
the strength of will, or inner strength to stand up for yourself
and what you believe in, in an appropriate way, and knowing when it
is safe to do that” she explained. “That may mean, being able to
stand in front of someone and saying ‘No’ in a way that is not
aggressive, but assertive. And being able to calmly say, ‘No, I’m
not going to do that.’ I guess basically it’s about, learning to be
‘cool’.”

“So I get to learn to be ‘cool’ like you,” he said.

“Me, I’m not so cool,” she said, surprised by his
response.

“But you have your own business and you can talk to anyone,
even your mother,” he said with a sense of awe.

“My mother, oh she’s not so hard. But you think I’m cool.
Wow...I never use to be, at one time I was a right mess,” Kate
confessed, remembering how hard that had been.

“Was that when you left town?” he asked cautiously, hoping he
wasn't pushing any boundaries between them.

“Yes it was. And it has taken a long time for me to work
through everything and learn how to be who I am now...and I am
still learning,” she revealed.

“So this could take a long time?” he asked with a sigh,
knowing Kate had lived away from Tully for many years.

“It is different for everyone, but you have a lot of people to
help you. And these days we know a lot more. How are you feeling
right now?”

He sighed deeply before replying, “Okay I guess.”

“Will it be alright if we start tomorrow?”

“Yeah, that sounds okay.”

“Okay then, well I had better see how Wendy is doing,” Kate
said standing up to head back out to the front of the
store.

“Kate.”

“Yes Mitch.”

“Thank you.”

“You're welcome. Any time, okay.”

“Okay,” he said with a weak smile.

 


*****

 


“Ray, are you busy?” Kate asked, from the door of the home
office later that evening.

“No, I'm all yours. What’s up?” Ray asked, as he left Mitch
watching a show on the television.

“Come and check this out.”

“What are you doing in here?” he asked cheekily, as he joined
her in the office.

“Well, I have been checking out places to go for our
honeymoon. You haven’t done anything about it have you?”

“Um. Well, no. I wasn’t sure what you wanted to do?” he said,
sitting on an office chair and rolling it over beside Kate as she
worked at the computer.

“Well I was just looking at a couple of places and I figure
you wouldn’t want to go too far from Mitch, right?”

“R-i-ght,” he said, briefly looking at Kate then back at the
computer screen.

“So that rules out Fiji...”

“Fiji?” he asked.

“I always thought Fiji would be a lovely place for a
honey-moon. Oh well. What I did find is a great deal for five days
on Hamilton Island. So a lot closer to home, and we can have it
from the Sunday until the following Friday.”

“The Whitsunday's, hey. Looks nice, fly in and fly out in a
couple of hours. Close to Mitch if he needs us,...but quite
expensive isn't it?” he said nervously, looking at the lavish
photographs on the screen depicting the lush, tropical resort with
the fancy name, “qualia. What sort of name is that?” he
asked.

“No idea what it means, but it sounds nice. It's not really
that expensive. It's a special deal, meals and activities are all
included and we can do as much or as little as we want,” she said,
lowering the tone of her voice and leaning in close to him. “I’m
sold, how about you?”

“Sold,” said Ray sealing the arrangement with a kiss, and
hoping he could afford it. He wanted to give Kate the best he
could, even if it meant putting himself further into
debt.

“Oh, and before I forget, I have to go to Townsville on
Wednesday for...a couple
of things,” she said, still in his
arms.

“What things?” he asked between kisses, not letting Kate out
of his arms.

“Well, the doctor for one, to have something
removed.”

“What?” he asked between kisses.

“This,” she said, pointing to her upper arm where a small thin
tube could be seen just under the skin.

“Oh,” said Ray realising what it was, “so soon?” he then
progressed to kissing along Kate’s neck.

“I believe it can take a few months for the hormones to leave
my system, and I get back into a regular cycle,” she said, trying
to finalise their honeymoon booking.

“Okay, and two,” he said, as he continued on his way down her
neck.

“I have a dress fitting...and a couple of things to deal with
at 'Heart & Soul' in Townsville...Ray...question?” she asked
between breaths.

“Mmm?”

“What are...you and Mitch...wearing?”

“Huh, I don’t know. You don’t want us in suits do you?” he
asked hopefully, knowing Kate only wanted
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