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They hunkered down in the darkness. Only the eyes of the people in the room, white with fear could be seen. The rest of their bodies were just ghostly shadows. No sound came from any of them. The cacophonous noise outside would have drowned out any spoken word. The whimpering of a dog was constant, but no-one heard. All hell was breaking loose in the world around them. If they ever ventured out, those cowering feared what they would find out there. At the moment though, any move to venture outside would have put all their lives at risk. No-one even considered it anyway. The stress was draining their energy. Even the young child, if she could be seen, would have looked drawn and exhausted. They had been trapped there for hours already and no-one knew how much longer it would be before they could attempt an escape. All power, even the emergency backup had failed. They were cut off from the outside world, a world that was it seemed tearing itself apart.

The attack was sudden, swift and overwhelming. It was unexpected in its ferocity yet it had been predicted. They had had warning admittedly but had hoped the forces outside would make landfall somewhere else. The beach outside had proved too tempting a target obviously or there was some less than divine intervention. Pristine one day, devastated the next. Trapped inside their makeshift bunker they could only sit tight and wait until the assault had passed. Life somehow seemed so much more precious than it had only hours before. The stone walls of the bunker-like room were supposed to be able to handle anything. The windows had been glazed to such an extent that they were supposed to be soundproof but the manufacturer may not have survived and any warranty was worse than useless. The sound was the scariest part. It was unrelenting and was getting more intense the closer it came.

Then came a lull and that was even more frightening to those trapped inside. One minute the barrage was deafening and then suddenly almost silence. The owner of the room felt eyes boring in on him, eyes that suddenly come alive as everyone felt the change. Those around him rubbed their ears thinking that something was wrong with their hearing. Then the questions came thick and fast and all were directed at him as if he was the font of all wisdom. Why had the noise stopped? Should they go outside? What would they find out there? Was it safe out there. Was there anyone out there to rescue them? Was there even anyone still alive out there. Was this just a brief respite as a new front was being brought up? If they left, would they be simply caught up in a pincer move and be struck down? He had no answer and thought that the dog had the right answer, just whimper, shiver and shake because whatever was outside was going to be something that none of them had ever seen before or would wish to see again once they escaped. He of course didn’t voice those thoughts. He was old enough not to have to rely on a phone with a failing battery to ascertain the time. His wrist watch glowed in the dark and he reckoned that they had been there for a little over four hours. The wave of destructive forces had attacked at dawn and he was pretty sure that to venture out now was likely to be courting death. He didn’t voice those thoughts either. He merely urged people to stay calm, stretch their legs as best they could in the confines of the room and sit things out until they knew a bit more. Any lull was likely to be short lived and they would soon find out one way or another whether this had just been round one in the battle. If it continued for a few more hours, he said that he would check the situation out. It didn’t even last one hour and the noise quickly heightened in ferocity. All sorts of destruction was happening outside the four walls. Any talk amongst those around him died quickly as their voices were drowned out. God would have deserted any who had ventured out and not made it back in time.

It was hard to tell as the noise echoed around the walls, but it seemed to be coming from a different direction as if some unseen force was striking back at the initial force. They just had to sit it out and deal with what came in the aftermath. When they would be able to leave their shelter was anyone’s guess but when they did all were very sure that what they would find would be the remnants of the civilised part of their own small world. During the lull they heard the waves crashing for the first time. There had been that semblance of normality at the very least. The world had not completely turned upside down. But there had been none of the normal sounds of the raucous bird life that frequented the tropical rainforest that surrounded them. The birds had fled, hidden or been lost in the holocaust that had turned this peaceful part of the world upside down.

The second attack sounded just as brutal but was much shorter in time span. What hadn’t been destroyed in the first wave would have been lucky to survive the second. Nearly eight hours had passed before all became quiet again. The second bout of silence was even scarier. The questions were the same and so were the answers. There was the least desire to move amongst the adults. The child started to wriggle and squirm as she saw the dog wagging its tail. There was no whimpering any more just a huge grin on both of their faces. The leader of the group took this as a positive sign. The bunker wasn’t perfectly hermetically sealed and some fresh air had made its way into the room. All air conditioners were out of action and the air would have become foul and fetid if that air hadn’t made its way inside. As it was the stench of sweaty bodies didn’t do much for the pleasantness of the atmosphere. Bravely the leader rose to his feet and tried to push the glass door outwards, only to find it jammed. He peered through the sand scored glass and into the grey expanse outside where the sea, sky and the land blended into a leaden grey. Branches of nearby palm trees had ended up in front of the door. If the door had’ve opened inwards then it may have been blown off its hinges in one of the blasts and into the room. As it was, the door had remained intact because it had been pushed back against the jamb. That now was an issue because of all the detritus that was piled up against it.

Light began filtering in as the sky became less opaque. The shapes of people could be clearly made out and they were beckoned to the blocked doorway and encouraged to push hard against it. He found them very difficult to coordinate. The stress and strain of the previous few hours had really taken its toll on their already stretched nerves and it took a lot of encouragement and cajoling on his part to get some sense out of them. Finally, they began to work together and the door budged briefly and then the branches were thrust aside. The collapsed in a heap and it was only the young girl’s giggling that aroused them from their stupor.

The beautiful beach was no longer that way. Trees had been uprooted and the wreck of an abandoned boat had been cast well out of the water, beyond the sand itself an into the hinterland. A swathe of destruction had been ripped through rainforest in a very narrow path as if an invading force had ripped their way towards the highway over six kilometres away. For the first time that day the sun broke through and little fingers of God beams of sunlight shone like searchlights from the scurrying clouds.

Scanning their eyes west towards the sun that was slowly easing its way to its nadir, they scanned the horizon seeing things that had been occluded by the vegetation. The issue now was what to do? The chances of someone coming to rescue them was so remote. If such a force had wreaked similar devastation up and down the coast then they might be some of the few survivors. Perhaps the destruction was now being continued in other parts. It might be even more dangerous to leave where they were. They had enough fresh water and plenty of food laid on. There were so few of them that sanitation wasn’t going to be a concern. The warm tropical sunshine and the fact that the temperature at this time of year didn’t fluctuate much between day and night, meant that exposure could be discounted. No-one was injured and if they snapped out of the mental lassitude they were suffering as a result of what they had just experienced, their prospects were quite good.
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Slowly they began to piece together the most likely scenario for what had taken place. A tropical cyclone was tracking to hit Cairns full on and they were caught up in it. They were south of Cairns and should have not received the full brunt of cyclonic winds anyway.  That was the last thing they heard from the weather bureau forecast. But perhaps it made landfall much closer to where they were. Something must have changed and perhaps the cyclone reformed and hit them front on. What they were unaware of was the temperature inversion that was driving it was altered by a jet stream in the upper atmosphere. The cyclone became very quickly little more than a mild tropical storm. However, in the chaotic wind gradients just off the coast, as the cyclone’s rage faded, a huge waterspout with all the inbuilt fury, power and velocity of a tornado had formed just offshore and indeed it was the culprit. Less than three hundred metres across it had whipped into the sandy inlet and vented its anger on the only house there before heading inland and disappearing as quickly as it began.

Sarge looked around at his partner. Sarah smiled weakly as she handed out water bottles to their best friends, Jess and Nat. Sarge and Sarah’s daughter, Katie, was totally unconcerned. She had found an old tennis ball amidst all the debris that had washed up on the beach and was busy throwing it to the large black groodle, Tom, who would dutifully fetch it and drop it back at her feet. Sometimes ignorance is more than bliss.

The group of adults were slowly coming out of their stupor. Staring around they saw the vast difference that had occurred since their dinner together the previous night. Jess and her husband, Detective Senior Sergeant Nat Johns were frequent guests at their friends’ house and had readily accepted the offer of dinner and shelter from the cyclone that was predicted to hit Cairns in the early hours of the morning. Sarge or to give the huge mountain of a man his full title, Detective Inspector Bernard Wilfred Downs was Nat’s boss and together for a number of years they had worked together in the Criminal Investigation Branch based in Cairns. They got on extremely well despite the nearly ten-year age difference. Their partners, Jess and Sarah, were also extremely close. So, it seemed natural for all to seek shelter in Sarge and Sarah’s magnificent beachside house still known as Sarge’s Shack despite the old beach house having been destroyed in a fiery explosion many years before. With the aid of a huge inheritance, the shack had been rebuilt into an architectural marvel and certainly able to withstand the fiercest of storms. It had been sorely tested that morning, but had remained strong and defiant although now covered in debris that the cyclonic winds had cast upon it.

The four friends slowly began moving aside fallen palm leaves and driftwood for no particular reason except for something to do. Each was well aware if such a force had hit Cairns as hard as this little piece of paradise, the death and injury toll would be high, and that they were the lucky ones. Slowly some of the deathly pallor of their skins left and as the last rays of sun beamed down on them, warmth began once again to fill their bodies. Sarah called Katie over from her game and they all sat down on a cleared section of the beach. Sarge began a fire and they all chipped in on the possible next phases of their recovery. Jess, although being, as she put it, just a waitress in her cousin’s café, was by far the smartest of the three. She was a qualified criminologist and forensic psychiatrist and was one of those lucky people who had both brains and beauty. Sarge continually ribbed her husband as to how Nat had managed to snare such a prize. Nat always responded that Sarah must see something in Sarge that no-one else saw because, as a professor of marine biology at the James Cook University in Cairns, he thought she was far too intelligent to even give Sarge a passing glance. It was true that in IQ, the men were several steps behind but both had dogged determination and quick incisive minds, Sarge more so than Nat.

They sat there wondering what to do next. There would be emergency service plans underway possibly coordinated in Townsville and aid would be being sent as soon as possible. They were safe and secure where they were, but all wanted to be actively involved in the immediate assistance to others in less fortunate circumstances. There was no need for delay in that, they reasoned as the first few hours after the cyclone passed would be critical for saving lives. Cairns was used to cyclones and had dealt with them in the past but to Sarge’s reckoning none had been as severe as what they experienced and he wondered if they only caught the fringe of it. Cairns was pretty low lying and flooding could be a major problem. Rain hitting the peaks around the town would see the creeks and rivers disgorging an enormous amount of water and if the winds had whipped up the seas, then the foreshore walls wouldn’t have been enough to prevent waves flooding the business and commercial district. Cairns’ hospital and airport were just above sea level and therefore emergency relief would have difficulty being dispersed.

In Sarge and Sarah’s garage they had a number of cars including Jess and Nat’s. The old long wheel based yellow Landrover of Sarge’s would be the most useful tool they had. It would be the only thing that could make it up to the highway and across any flood waters. The issue was whether to leave now or wait until the morning when they could see far better. This became the focus of their animated discussions. Meanwhile Tom, who had lost his ball throwing partner, had been rummaging through the flotsam washed up on the beach, and then had begun growling and barking loudly. This was most unusual and Sarge rose to his feet aware that this part of northern Queensland was home to many dangerous creatures. He told the others to stay where they were and grabbing a torch that he had brought out of the house with him, walked carefully over to where the large black dog, hackles raised was warning his master to be careful. The fact that Tom had not backed away meant that it was unlikely to be a croc hidden under the palm leaves. Tom would have made a beeline for the group on the beach as cowardice was a family trait. Sarge wondered whether it was a sea-snake washed up on shore or perhaps a land snake. Both were extremely deadly. The coastal taipan wasn’t as deadly as a sea-snake but was far more aggressive. There were also many other types that were also venomous. Sarge grabbed hold of a large long stick and began to gently move the fronds away. If there were indeed dangerous creatures washed up around here, he decided the decision to move tonight would have been made for them.

As he carefully shifted the debris away from where Tom had been barking, he scarcely dared breathe. He was ready to either run or use the stick as a club. Probably the former he ruefully acknowledged. He shone the torch down amongst the detritus half expecting eyes to glint back at him. What took him by surprise was a human arm, bleached and scarred. More shifting of leaves showed that it was not attached to anything. He breathed a sigh of relief and then quickly chastised himself because that arm had once belonged to a fellow human who had been like him, living and breathing before the storm hit. He had come across the first death, probably the first of many he was sure he would see that this cyclone would deliver up. He lowered the fronds back down reverently as if he was covering a human corpse and then walked back to the others huddled around the campfire as the sun set.

“What was it?” Sarah asked staring at Sarge over the flickering flames.

“Nothing to worry about now,” Sarge responded unable to meet her eyes. He knew Sarah would not take that answer as an end to the conversation. He also knew that lying to her and getting away with it was high on impossible. Instead, he chose to change the subject and announced that they would put as much food and water, blankets and first aid equipment in the Landrover and head off to Cairns tonight. He justified this by stating that early intervention by them may save one life and that one life would make a difference to more than one person. 

When Jess threw some logic at him saying that it would be difficult to see, Sarge assured her that he and Nat could quickly mount floodlights on the bull bar and roof rack of the Landrover. They also had plenty of torches and batteries. 

“I think I should help you rather than Nat, that’s if you want the lights facing the right way,” Jess commented as she had a good understanding of her husband’s mechanical prowess. She rose to her feet gracefully and headed off towards the garage to remove the rubbish that had been cast in front of it. Katie was snuggling in to her mother and this distracted Sarah from concentrating on any follow-up questions about what Sarge had discovered. Nat slightly miffed that his wife had spoken as she had, even though she had been very accurate, too rose to his feet and headed inside with Sarge to grab torches.

Once inside Sarge pulled him aside and calmly said what he had found. He asked Nat to find a large plastic bag and rubber gloves, then go over to where Sarge had placed the stick in the ground and remove the arm, bag it up and to smuggle it into the Landrover or better still the trailer that he had decided would come with them to carry supplies. Nat was one of those people that nothing surprised. He merely nodded his assent and began collecting other things that they would take with them. Sarge left him and went to help Jess bring the Landrover out and kit it up for the rescue mission that they were about to undertake. It would take some time and he hoped that no-one apart from Nat would venture over to where his discovery had been made. Tom was happily gnawing on a large bone that Sarge had retrieved from the fridge and he was confident that Tom would remain focused on that until they left. There was something odd about the human arm that troubled Sarge. He wasn’t quite sure what. He had seen a number of dead bodies in his police working life, more so since he became in charge of homicide cases in Cairns. He wasn’t becoming immune to loss of life and often found himself vomiting after such sights when he was alone and had time to think. However, something rankled about this one, not because it was only part of a whole body but something seemed wrong.

An hour later they were ready to depart. The Landrover was chockful of things and the trailer piled high. Sarge had glanced over to Nat who had imperceptibly nodded and then called Sarah to bring Katie and Tom over with her. If they were going to do this, it would be as a whole family. Sarge reasoned that Tom based on what he had experienced tonight may be the most helpful of all of them.

“Pretty lights,” Katie called clapping her hands with glee. The adults turned to face the direction that Katie was looking and saw in the distance on the highway, red and blue flashing lights.
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As one, the adults who had been solely concentrating on what they needed, turned in the direction that Katie was pointing. Usually obscured by tropical rainforest, the highway was in clear view and on that an array of blue and red flashing lights appeared like Christmas decorations in the distance. Sarge’s brain was trying to comprehend why there were so many and why there of all places. Perhaps a large tree had fallen across the road and the Queensland Fire and Emergency Services were clearing a path into Cairns. He had packed his chainsaw in the back seat footwell because they might have to cut their way through anyway just to get to the highway. He urged the others to climb in and they set off up the long driveway and road using the flashing lights as a beacon.

They stopped twice to clear fallen trees that were too thick for the Landrover to climb over. Nat jumped out at the first one armed with the chainsaw but that was quickly removed by Jess who bluntly said, “Give it to me. I know how to use it. You are more than likely to cut off an appendage and I kind of like all your appendages where they are.”

This comment embarrassed Nat but caused raucous laughter from Sarge and Sarah, Jess quickly and expertly sliced through the tree, cutting it in small segments so that each piece could be rolled out of the way. Sarah was amazed and wondered whether there was anything that this vivacious woman couldn’t do. Then she remembered the cattle mustering at Ray and Jean’s farm and how scared Jess had been when some of the cattle came too close. Jess had scampered high up a windmill even though she was scared of heights. Perhaps, Sarah thought, it was about time that she and Jess went visiting the farm out at Croydon again and helped out a little.

Sarge had his blue and red police lights flashing as they drove the Landrover. He often used the Landrover and had had them fitted along with a turbo charged booster for the engine. Sarah knew about the lights but not the engine. He had installed a secret switch to ensure that she never actually could put her lead foot down accidentally. Up ahead some cars had turned down to meet them. This annoyed Sarge immensely. The priority should be Cairns and the people there or in outlying places. His was the only house down this road and, as much as he appreciated the concern, he was ropeable that priority it appeared was being given to his family’s welfare.

There were two police cars, an ambulance and a QFES rescue vehicle that met them half way. People were piling out and Sarge, good natured, affable and hard to annoy Sarge, was fuming. He launched into a verbal assault at the senior police officer who walked over to him hand extended.

“Good to see that all of you got through this unscathed. Bit of a mess, but nothing that won’t be cleared up quickly Sarge,” the officer smiled. 

It wasn’t the lack of protocol that flipped the switch in Sarge’s brain. He hated his first name and thought that be called by rank was a bit over the top. He was known as Sarge by the whole staff at the Cairns police station and indeed by most police officers up and down the coast.

“What the hell are you playing at?” came his swift rebuke, “I’ll have your gizzards for garters, Senior Sergeant. You have an ambulance on stand-by here, you have a rescue vehicle and two police cars while all of Cairns is possibly under water and demolished. You have got your priorities way out of kilter. If the road is blocked into Cairns and you decided to do some sightseeing just to check up on those who weren’t even in the front of the cyclone, your brain has become quite addled and you should be pensioned off as soon as possible. Worse still all these vehicles are from Cairns and should have stayed there when the cyclone hit. They would have been of great use, but no, what have you done, you have headed for higher ground to stop your feet getting wet.”

Sarge would have continued on his diatribe but he felt someone tug on his arm. Sarah had noticed the colour drain from the Senior Sergeant’s face and the stunned looks on the faces of the ambos, emergency service workers and the other police officers. Sarge turned to look at her and saw the pleading look on her face and he then turned again to the police officer.

“Well, what the fuck have you got to say for yourself?”

Sarge was never one to swear except in the direst of circumstances. His rage was undiminished.

The Senior Sergeant pulled himself together and in the most formal tone he could muster said, “I gather from what you have just said that you have not been in contact with Cairns or anyone in the past few hours, Detective Inspector Downs. You are therefore unaware I assume of what has taken place. Just before the cyclone hit land, it suddenly petered out and became a mild tropical storm. The Bureau of Meteorology know the science behind it, but the rest of the population are just very much relieved. However, what we were alerted to was that for some unknown reason, a massive waterspout formed just off the coast and hit the inlet where you live. It cut a swathe from the ocean through to the highway and the only things in the way were your house, some forest and some sugar cane fields. It disappeared, again no-one has told us why, some five hundred metres west of the highway. The only people who were at all in any danger due to the storm and waterspout were sheltered in your house. We came to check that you were okay. It turns out that you are and so we aren’t needed or apparently wanted.” 

With that he signalled to the others gathered around to climb back in their vehicles. They however waited to see what would happen next. Sarge looked like he had been slapped across his face. Sarah looked like it was something she wanted to do. The last few words the Senior Sergeant uttered were taken, as they should be, as a stinging reproach. Sarge inwardly quickly acknowledged that and began a well-deserved apology.

“I had no idea; I really had no idea; but even then, that is no justification for what I have just said to you. You and your colleagues have done all that you should have done and more. Coming out at night, not knowing what you might find along the way and even what you might find when you arrived shows an enormous sense of duty and courage. I should have been grateful but I treated you like shit. I am so sorry. I cannot say more than that except to other people who also need to acknowledge what all of you put yourself through to come out here to rescue us.”

There still seemed to be a bit of angst being held in check by the Senior Sergeant who had been a bit mollified by Sarge’s apology. It was Sarah who smoothed things over as she pushed past the very guilty looking partner of hers. 

“We can’t possibly stay here tonight. We have no power and my sometimes very inadequate partner here can’t fix the automatic backup generator that has given up the ghost. It is computer operated so he never had a chance anyway. I was wondering if you would mind giving us a full lights and sirens escort into Cairns. My daughter just loves the pretty lights and I’ve always wanted to feel like a VIP so if you wouldn’t mind. Sarge here, a Very Idiotic Policeman doesn’t know a VIP even if he lives with one.” Sarah said fluttering her eyelashes in a most over dramatic way.

The police officer relaxed and then grinned. Taking her by the arm, he gallantly escorted her back into the Landrover where Katie and Tom were waiting. “Now, if you could just ask your chauffeur to fall in behind the two police cars, your wish will be granted.”

“I am sure he will do as instructed. It is so hard to find good help these days and he was the best I could get at the time.” Sarah responded.

Quite chastened, Sarge climbed in the driver’s seat and said nothing. Jess and Nat also said nothing and tried as best they could to stop laughing. They had a tale that would be told at dinner parties for many years to come. True to his word, the Senior Sergeant formed up all the vehicles and they headed off into the night, lights ablaze. He was totally unaware of Katie clapping her hands and chanting in the back seat of the Landrover. Nor of the big black dog who was sitting behind the chauffeur with his muzzle resting on the driver’s shoulder. Every so often the dog would open its jaws and deliver a proper and literal tongue lashing which was more than deserved.
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“So, this is what Melbourne is really like,” Sarah said as they strolled through the Botanic Gardens. She and Sarge had arrived there having just watched Katie do what so many others had done before her, both young and old. Whilst they had gazed down on the stage of the Sidney Myer Music Bowl, Katie had seized the opportunity to roll down the grassy hill that helped form the amphitheatre of this icon of Melbourne.

“I mean the only time I have been here in the actual city was a trip from the airport to the conference centre and then straight back on the plane and back to Cairns. I spent more time sitting in a taxi in the traffic than actually giving my lecture. It is so great to have time here. Take as long as you like on the case. It’s early December and I don’t have to be back at the Uni until February, although I think Auntie Jean and Uncle Ray might get tired of housesitting and for that matter dog-sitting Tom,” Sarah continued as she linked arms with Sarge.

Sarge had never seen her look so relaxed. He most certainly wasn’t. A lot of dominoes had fallen after the terrible storm nearly a month ago. He and Nat were now liaising with the Victoria Police. Jess had also accompanied them down, telling her cousin that she needed some time off. It was a slow season for tourists up in Cairns so he could afford to let his best waitress have a break. Not for the first time did Jess’s cousin think that she was wasting her talents hidden away in his café. He knew the reasons why and had kept her secret for so long. Not even her husband knew it and he certainly wasn’t going to be the one to tell Nat.

“So how do you think that Jess and Nat are going down at the Casino?” Sarah enquired.

Sarge had hardly caught much of the question. His mind was going a million miles an hour. Their house had been repaired after the storm and new rainforest plantings were beginning to be made all along the path of the waterspout. His aunt and uncle, who had raised him from the age of four after the death of his parents, had volunteered to come down to housesit while they were away. Sarge smiled when he remembered the two separate phone calls he had received after he had told them that he, Sarah and Katie would be spending some time in Melbourne. Jean had been the first. She was concerned that her husband was working too hard on the family farm in Croydon without a break. She asked whether Sarge would mind if she suggested to Ray that he get off his backside and help his nephew out by supervising the planting out of the rainforest area while Sarge was away. Sarge had smiled at that suggestion because what Ray knew of horticulture could be written on the back of a stamp. However, he agreed. Ray would do a good job supervising the workers and the job would be finished on time and probably under budget. Within two minutes of ending that call, Ray called from his mobile. He was worried about Jean’s health. Although Jean was in complete remission following her cancer scare, she steadfastly refused to stop and smell the roses. His idea was to bring her down to Cairns and give her a holiday. However, Ray said that Jean was so tight fisted with money that she would see it as a frivolous waste. If he put it to her that accommodation was free, then there was a chance that she might consider it. Ray asked if Sarge would mind if he suggested that a holiday at Sarge’s shack would be a good idea. Sarge stifled a laugh when he heard his uncle’s query. He agreed quite happily. He didn’t know which of the two suggested to each other, but they were now both safely ensconced in his and Sarah’s house, and both probably still blissfully unaware of how much each one cared about the other.

Sarah tugged on his arm, “I said, how do you think that Jess and Nat are going down at the Casino?”

“I heard you, I was just taking time to ponder,” Sarge replied.

“It’s just an opening gambit in a conversation and not requiring masterful deduction Sherlock,” Sarah laughed, “Or does the cooler weather down here slow down the thought processes.”

“Well, knowing how clever Jess is, I think that she will be warned off before she breaks the bank. She might need to do that to recoup the losses her husband makes. As a master of mathematical probability and logic he makes a great singer, and we’ve both heard him sing,” Sarge quipped covering his ears.

Sarge placed the picnic hamper he had been carrying down on the grass and started unpacking it while Sarah raced over to prevent Katie falling into the shallow edges of the lake. She knew that today was going to be pretty precious for her and Katie and indeed for Sarge as he would be flat chat trying to solve the murder he had uncovered literally on their back doorstep. She had whacked him hard when she found out that he had secreted the arm from a dead body in the trailer the night they had driven into Cairns following the storm. He had tried to placate her saying that he shouldn’t have probably moved it anyway for forensic purposes, but he didn’t want her or Katie finding accidentally in the aftermath. He asked her to imagine what would have happened if Tom had brought it up to the backdoor and dropped it in front of her or Katie as he was wont to do with anything he dug up. She had no answer to that save
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