
Chapter 2:   

Just Cruising 

 

Present Day. 

A cruise ship. 

Long, sleek.   

Weighed down by wealth. 

The sea gently caresses the side of the ship.  Guests lounge around the deck, their bodies 

being slowly crisped by the sun.  Tinny music, that was supposed to be calming, rasps out of 

the overhead speakers.  Bored waiters on the top deck take the orders from snobby patrons 

who look like they have toothpicks stuffed up their noses.  People swarm all over the decks, 

restaurants, bars, pool, tennis courts and dance floors like an invasion of cockroaches. 

But Sarah was oblivious to all of this.   

She was annoyed.   

Very annoyed. 

So annoyed that she was pouting. 

“Daddy!!” her high pitched whine seemed to stab into her father’s ears. 

“Daddy! It’s not fair!  Why does John get to go on the zip line and I don’t?”  Noticing 

that her pouting and whining were still not attracting her father’s attention, Sarah decided to 

ramp up her tantrum to the next level...  

… arm crossing and foot stomping! 

“Daddy!” 

Tracy sighed.  “Look, Sarah, your father is trying to do some work.  Why don’t you do 

something different dear?” 

“But!” Stomp!  

“I!” Stomp! 

“Don’t want...” Stomp! 

“ to do anything ....” Stomp! 

“DIFFERENT!” Scream! Stomp! Stomp! Slam! 

“For god sake Tracy,” Mark looked up from the columns of figures and peered over the 

top of his spectacles, “can’t a guy get any peace around here?  I mean if Sarah wants to go on 

the pip line” 

“Zip line, Daddy!” 



Mark glared at her, “… whatever the blasted thing is called, then let her go so that I can 

get some work done for once!” 

“But Mark,” Tracy began, “it’s the ship’s rul…” 

“Trace.  Can’t you just deal with it for once?”  

“For once, what do you mean for once?  I always deal with everything because you sit 

on your ever expanding butt with your head buried in figures.  I’ve had enough of doing 

everything!”  Tracy wanted to scream the words at him but she didn’t.   

Again.   

She looked at her daughter who was smirking at her.  How could Sarah be so different 

from me? She thought. I would never have dreamed of speaking to my parents like that.  

Tracy glanced over at John who had wires streaming from his head and was staring out 

through the glass windows out to sea cocooned in his music. 

“Mummy?” Sarah had quickly realised that she had been negotiating with the wrong 

person so she turned and began to bat her eyelids. 

“Look Sarah,” Tracy began. 

“AAAAGGGGGGHHH!”   

Deciding that discussion, argument, whining, yelling, stomping and arm folding had all 

proved to be not very effective weapons, Sarah went for her nuclear option and fell to the 

floor screaming and punching the ground with her fists. 

“Right! That’s it!” Mark grabbed his laptop and his coffee and got up. “I’m off to the 

adult’s lounge to get a bit of peace.” 

He marched to the door, opened it and paused. 

A bearded man in uniform stood in the doorway, his fist raised. 

Mark took a step back. 

“Sorry sir, I was just about to knock on your door and check if everything was ok?”  

The officer tried to peer around Mark’s shoulder.  “I got a complaint about a commotion?” 

Mark glared at the man.  “Look, Officer …” 

“First Officer Henry actually,” he grinned and held out a hand. 

“Look Officer,” Mark ignored the offered hand, “my daughter’s just having another 

tantrum.  Now if you don’t mind I have work to do.”  And with that, he pushed past First 

Officer Henry and bustled down the corridor as fast as his short legs could carry him. 

Henry watched him in shock.  What a complete buffoon!  He gritted his teeth and turned 

back to the cabin. 

Tracy walked over and shook the officer’s hand. 



“Tracy Margin.  Pleased to meet you.  Look I’m sorry about my husband, he’s just a bit 

overworked.” 

Henry forced a smile.  “That’s ok ma’am.  Now is everything ok?” 

“Fine thanks.” She replied, closing the door. 

Henry walked off counting to himself in his head. 

One 

Two 

AAAGGHH! Sarah’s temper tantrum echoed down the corridor. 

Kids! He thought to himself, why would anyone bother? 

He smiled to himself as he walked a short way further and then he stopped.  Henry took 

a step back and paused outside cabin 372.  He stood looking at it for a short while.  He 

frowned.  The wrestling match inside his skull was taking a while to find a winner.  He 

mentally slapped himself across the face.  Why shouldn't he knock on her door?  Was he not 

the First Officer? 

Henry knocked as quickly as he could to disguise his shaking hands.   

"Just a minute!" The voice was muffled through the door, but he still knew it was her.  

Henry adjusted his uniform. 

The door opened with a whiff of perfume and ... eyes.  All he saw were those eyes. 

"Henry!" Melanie cried, her arms wrapping around him,  "My favourite first captain." 

She grinned.   

He smiled sheepishly and then recovered his composure. 

"Just checking in to see that everything is ok, ma'am." 

Melanie fiddled with the locket around her neck. 

"Henry, you know I always enjoy this cruise - there's just something special about it."  

She winked at him as she started to close the door. "Now I'm sure you have more important 

passengers to attend to." 

Henry reluctantly left the cabin as the door closed.  He sighed as he continued down the 

corridor until he reached the large veranda that looped around the inside of the ship.  Had he 

paused, Henry might have admired the view down to the park and shopping district below.  

Or he might have scanned across the other verandas, at all the luxury cabins stuffed onto the 

cruise ship.  Or he may even have just looked up and appreciated the sun beaming down upon 

the giant atrium.  But he didn’t.  And not just because his intercom buzzed at that exact point 

in time.   

BZT 



BZT 

Henry sighed.  He was really getting over this. He pressed a button on the intercom. 

“Henry here” 

“There’s a problem at the zip line.” The crackly voice responded 

“Great.” 

Silence. 

“Which you are going to sort out.” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

He clicked the intercom off and walked over to the gleaming glass lift and pressed the 

button.   

Henry tapped his foot and scowled. 

The lift doors opened and his plastic smile immediately slapped itself back on his face. 

“Morning,” he greeted the guests. 

They smiled and nodded at him. 

Idiots! Henry thought to himself as the doors closed and the lift started to rise. This ship 

would be great if it wasn’t for… 

BZT 

If it wasn’t for … 

BZT 

For one moment he was tempted to throw the intercom through the glass panels and 

watch as it sailed through the air and knocked out one of those whiny kids. 

“Henry here,” he said.  Although it always bugged him that he had to respond with his 

name.  I mean if you buzz for me you don’t get Santa on the line! 

 “Henry …” the crackly voice asked 

Silence. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“.. um,  would you join me at the captain’s table tonight?” 

Henry paused.  This was getting ridiculous.   

“Fine.” Maybe then she would leave him alone. 

“Great see you then.” 

 

Inwardly Captain Paula Young did a double back flip and landed on her knees, pumped 

her fists and screamed, “Oh yeh!! He said yes!” 



Outwardly the Captain smiled and looked out from the bridge over the cruise ship.  This 

was turning into the best day of her life. 

 

This must be the worst day of my life, Billy Bob thought to himself.  He would have 

been surprised to know though that he was, in fact, right.  Today was not only the worst day 

of his life, but also his last.     

“Sir, I am First Officer Henry.  How can I help you?” 

Billy Bob sighed.  “Look.  This ‘ere buffoon says I cain’t go on the zip line.  All I 

wanna know is why the heck not?” 

Henry looked Billy Bob up and down, and side to side for good measure.  There was a 

lot of Billy Bob to see.  He struggled to find a diplomatic way … 

“Well sir, it’s like this …” 

“I’m listenin’” 

“I’m not sure that the zip line was designed for someone of your … stature.  We 

wouldn’t want an accident now would we sir – it’s a long drop!” 

Billy Bob squinted his eyes up – which was quite an accomplishment for him and 

snapped, “Are you sayin’ that I’m too fat to fly on that thing fella?” 

The plastic smile came out as Henry thought, Of course you’re too fat, you’ll snap the 

cable and probably take out half the lower decks! 

“Sir, be reasonable,” Henry tried to begin. 

“Reasonable?  I was lookin’ forward to doin’ the zip line, I was.  It’s part of me 

package.” 

And then the First Officer had a brainwave. 

“Tell you what sir, to make up for it would you like to join me for dinner at the 

Captain’s table?” 

“Would I?  Well slap me a sasquatch  - that would be grand, that would!”  Billy Bob 

grinned – although the overall effect was like stretching playdough. 

Thank god that’s over with, Henry thought – prematurely. 

“Huh hum.” 

He felt a tap on his shoulder and restrained himself from thrusting an elbow backwards. 

Henry slowly turned around. 

A pencil thin, well, pencil was being a bit generous ... a super thin woman was looking 

down at him.  He was quite impressed considering that he was quite a bit taller than her. 



“I say, my good man,” she began.  If Billy Bob spoke like an old pick up truck, this 

woman spoke with a Porsche's voice.  “How does one get one of those invites?”  She flattered 

her eyelids, falsely believing it was charming.  It looked more like two butterflies trying to 

take off from her head.   

Henry gritted his teeth.   

“Well …” 

“Mum, I’m going for another go!” 

A red haired girl raced past. 

“Fiona,” the thin snobby lady called out to her but the girl had run ahead, leapt out and 

grabbed the zip line and was hooting as she flew over the large atrium and across to the other 

side of the ship. 

“Sorry about that.  My daughter Fiona has a lot to learn.  Oh good gracious, where are 

my manners.  I am Countess Davina von Snott”  She held out a gloved hand. 

“Glad to meet you ma’am.  Look, about your request.  We don’t usually invite anyone 

…” 

“But I heard you just invite that … that …” 

“Gentleman.  Yes I did.  But you didn’t let me finish.  We don’t usually invite anyone, 

but it just so happens I have one extra spot I was looking to fill.” 

“Oh marvellous,” the Countess clapped her gloved hands. 

“You can bring your daughter too if you like,” First Officer Henry called over his 

shoulder as he tried desperately to leave. 

“Not likely,” Davina muttered to herself. 

 

“Not likely.” Keith spat the words out. 

“But you might like it,” his grandmother suggested. 

“Look, Mary.”  His grandmother gritted her teeth.  “I’m grateful for you paying for this 

trip, blah blah blah.  But haven’t we spent enough time together already?  I need my space.” 

 “But haven’t you had enough of your epod?”  she asked. 

“It’s an ipod!  Get it right!” 

Mary watched as Keith slouched away.  How did it come to this? she thought.  I’m sure 

his parents wouldn’t have approved of the pierced nose, let alone his foul attitude. 

She sighed and headed in the opposite direction, towards the park. 

Mary emerged from the crowded shopping precinct into the relative calm of the park.  

Large trees arched over the chairs and, although she knew it was piped in through speakers, 



the twitter of birds was relaxing.  It felt a little reminiscent of her garden at home and, not for 

the first time, she questioned her decision to come on this trip.   

 

A couple of metres from where Mary was sitting, Sergeant Wayne Alter was crouched 

down low. 

ZZZ 

The buzzing noise was near, he was sure of it. 

He cocked his ear and waited. 

ZZZ 

The sound was coming from near that old woman.   

Sergeant Alter crept closer to her. 

And then he saw it. 

It was the biggest he’d ever seen. 

And it was crawling up the seat towards her! 

He started to run. 

The bug paused and reached out to the old woman. 

Sergeant Alter leapt through the air .... 

 


