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​Prologue

[image: ]




Bryan stood at the edge of the twelve-hectare property, the dry grass crunching beneath his boots and the late afternoon sun warming the verandah at his back. He paused, imagining Sara beside him, sharing the view that might soon be theirs to call home. The land felt just right - not overwhelming, not too small. The sheds were practical, the fencing sturdy, and as Maryanne had said, the place brimmed with potential for someone serious about making it their own.

The three-bedroom house, with its wraparound verandah, could do with a fresh coat of paint on the outside, but overall, Bryan reckoned the asking price made it a real bargain.

It had been sixteen months since Bryan popped the question to Sara - and sixteen months since he’d first settled into life in Haighs Flat. The town had finally quietened down after the bunyip drama brought a wave of unwanted tourism and attention. Life was moving forward: Haighs Flat now had a new mayor, Cr Ron Turnbull, a family man from Kingsworth, a bigger town some eighty kilometres south. The local police force had seen a change in leadership. Sergeant Daniel Craigs, known for his work on the Inland Valley Coal investigation, stepped into the role after former sergeant Jim Sloan was murdered for his involvement in a string of bunyip-related killings.

With Inland Valley Coal shutting its doors after being exposed for corruption - and, astonishingly, for covering up the presence of a live bunyip - the town faced the loss of thirty jobs. The mine had never been viable, and most of the money poured in seemed more about keeping the creature hidden than extracting coal. Suggestions for the site’s future started coming in, the most popular being to turn it into a museum celebrating Haighs Flat’s unique history, with the bunyip as its centrepiece. The council would need approval under the Native Titles Act, especially given the cultural weight of the word “bunyip.”

It was Maryanne DeJong-who’d lost her only daughter, Leighanne, to the beast back in 1985-who first pitched the museum idea. She spoke openly at a public meeting, her voice trembling but resolute: “I want the memory of my beautiful daughter to live on, and for the heritage of our Indigenous population to come to life. For too long we’ve dismissed their legend of the bunyip as a fairytale, but now we see there’s more to it. Around the world, other cultures have stories of strange creatures, and maybe we’ve been too quick to call them myths. Some say the bunyip is a living fossil-aren’t fossils supposed to be dead? Perhaps it’s time we humble ourselves and admit we might have been wrong.”

Maryanne’s words earned a warm round of applause from a handful of those present, though most sat in silence. Bryan watched her, moved by her courage. The next speaker, while disagreeing with her reasons, agreed the museum could be a tourism magnet. That idea struck a chord with the rest of the room and became the official proposal moving forward, with the council promising to consider it in detail at a later date.

⁂⁂⁂

The property Bryan was eyeing came with one stipulation: the vendor wanted to build and live in a granny flat on the land, preferring not to subdivide. With no family to leave it to, she figured it best the lot go to the buyer. George, a mutual friend of Bryan and Maryanne, suggested Bryan take a look.

Those same sixteen months in Haighs Flat had seen Bryan settle into work at the local hospital as the stores supervisor, making sure orders got where they needed and stock was always accounted for. And now, with less than a month until he’d marry Sara - Senior Constable Sara Whitney, the girl of his dreams - he felt the weight and wonder of what he was about to do. He pictured her walking through the front door, bright-eyed and laughing, and felt a rush of gratitude for the chance to build a life together. Quietly, he thanked God for this opportunity and prayed he’d be worthy of it.

Their story together had unfolded quickly. Within a month of meeting, both Bryan and Sara had given their lives to the Lord, their love for God and each other deepening ever since. They’d completed a class for new Christians at Living Waters Church, committing themselves to trust God in every aspect of their lives - including their finances. Two weeks later, they were baptised in the Drysdale River, filled with the Holy Spirit as their church community gathered around them.

Now, Bryan was on the verge of securing a home for them both. The only drawback: Sara always dreamed of river frontage, but those properties were rare and impossibly expensive in the are - adding up to half a million dollars to any price tag. This place, though, had three bores, six healthy dams, and more than enough water unless drought struck hard. Two 25,000-litre tanks serviced the house, with another 5,000-litre tank at each shed. The sale included beehives, ten head of cattle, and a dozen chooks. Having a northerly aspect, it seemed near impossible to say no.

Bryan spoke with Maryanne, who had been attending Living Waters for the last five months, and happily agreed to her granny flat condition. He secured the finances, signed the contract, and now just had to keep it all under wraps until after the honeymoon - imagining the look on Sara’s face when she discovered their new home. In the meantime, Maryanne would purchase a granny flat and prepare to move into it.
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Chapter 1
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Bryan stood at the front of the church accompanied by his best man, Wes, a friend from his earliest school days. Bryan and Sara had chosen to hold an intimate wedding, attended by their closest companions: Bryan’s best man, Sara’s Matron of Honour, and two Flower Girls.

As Bryan waited, watching the clock, guests filled the pews - his parents seated in the front row to his left, Sara’s parents to his right, and behind them, friends and members of their congregation. Just as Bryan checked his watch, a police siren momentarily sounded outside. At that moment, the church doors opened and an instrumental version of “Love of My Life” began to play, marking the beginning of the processional. The flower girls entered first, followed by Sara, who wore a white silk gown featuring off-the-shoulder sleeves, a modestly plunging neckline, and a beaded waistband. The design balanced elegance and appropriateness, complemented by a veil that only partially concealed her expression.

Sara paused for her Matron of Honour, Jody, to adjust her train before proceeding. Guests responded audibly, while Mark, the designated photographer, diligently captured the scene. Belinda, Mark’s mother, recorded the ceremony on video.

Sara was handed a microphone. She took a steadying breath, met Bryan’s eyes, and began to sing the song they had chosen together - a gentle, worshipful love ballad about God bringing two hearts together. Her voice filled the church, warm and clear, carrying lyrics about answered prayers, trust restored, and finding “the one my soul loves.”

Halfway through, Bryan picked up the second microphone and joined her. Their voices blended effortlessly, the congregation smiling as the couple sang to one another - not performing, but worshipping, testifying, promising.

As Sara reached the final refrain, Bryan lowered his microphone and simply watched her, his expression soft and unguarded. When she finished, the room erupted in quiet applause, moved by the sincerity of the moment.

Throughout the processional, Bryan remained focused on Sara, noting the admiration she received from the congregation. Although initially hesitant to wear traditional white, Sara, after consultation and prayer with Julie – the pastor’s wife, Julie reminded her that she was now forgiven and cleansed from all of her unrighteousness and in God’s eyes she was now a pure bride and therefore chose to do so, embracing the symbolic meaning.

Pastor Chris officiated a succinct service that included the couple’s exchange of vows and a shared communion, emphasizing their Christ-centred marriage. Upon completion of the ceremony, Bryan was invited to kiss the bride, an act met with applause from those present.

The reception took place at the R.S.L. Club, where the attendees enjoyed meals such as roast pork with baked vegetables or chicken breast in herb and garlic sauce with broccoli and beans. Desserts offered included macadamia meringue with mascarpone cream and tropical fruits, or vanilla bean panna cotta with berry coulis, honeycomb, and fresh berries. 

The evening’s highlight, the bridal waltz, was documented by Mark, after which other couples joined the dance floor. The celebration concluded at 10:30 p.m., when Bryan and Sara departed for their overnight stay at the Traveller’s Lodge, before embarking on their honeymoon to Bournda, with a planned stop in Canberra.
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Chapter 2
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After leaving Canberra, Bryan and Sara arrived at Woodbine Park Eco Cabins in Bournda, a peaceful retreat nestled among tall gum trees not far from the Pacific Ocean. The air carried the clean, sharp scent of eucalyptus, and the late afternoon sun warmed their shoulders as they stepped out of the car. Villa-style cabins dotted the grounds, surrounded by a pool, tennis courts, and open play areas that blended naturally into the bushland.

As they checked in, a pair of kangaroos grazed lazily nearby while lorikeets screeched overhead, flashing bright colours between the branches. One particularly bold kangaroo hopped closer, eyeing them with casual curiosity.

“Look at that kangaroo! Do you think it’ll come closer if we have food?” Bryan asked, already reaching for the small bag of pellets he’d picked up at the managers lodge.

Sara grinned. “Let’s try. I’ve never hand-fed a kangaroo before.”

They spent the afternoon wandering the grounds, feeding the wildlife and soaking in the quiet beauty of the place. The gum leaves rustled softly in the breeze, and the world felt wonderfully far away.

“This place is even better than I imagined,” Sara said as they strolled past the pool.

“Yeah,” Bryan replied, watching her smile as a lorikeet landed nearby. “Feels like we’re really away from everything.”

For a moment he simply watched her - the way she laughed, the way she relaxed into the peace of the place - and felt a warm swell of gratitude that this was the woman he’d married.

That evening they cooked a barbecue dinner outside their cabin. The barbecue crackled as the sausages hit the hot plate, sending up a savoury aroma that mingled with the scent of eucalyptus.

“Should we barbecue the veggies first or the sausages?” Bryan asked, holding up the tongs.

“Veggies first,” Sara said with a laugh. “They need time to get perfectly charred.”

They ate at the picnic tables provided near the barbecue, listening to the distant hum of insects and the occasional thump of a kangaroo hopping past. Far off, Bryan thought he heard the faint chop of helicopter blades - probably nothing, just a rescue chopper heading along the coast - but it faded quickly into the evening air.

After dinner they turned in early, ready for the next day’s adventure.

⁂⁂⁂

It was a beautiful Tuesday morning - clear blue sky overhead and a gentle northerly breeze brushing across the water. Bryan and Sara had just boarded the boat they’d hired from the Eden marina for a day of diving. Both were certified, though this would be Sara’s first open-ocean dive since earning her qualification. Bryan had brought along a new waterproof camera, eager to capture the underwater world. Several shipwrecks dotted this stretch of coastline, and the pair were keen to explore a few of them.

The trip south to Green Cape took the better part of forty-five minutes, carrying them past Boyd’s Tower and Saltwater Creek. As they continued on, they noticed the weather beginning to shift - the sky dulling, the swell growing choppy. Bryan turned up the two-way radio to ensure he didn’t miss any weather updates. The marina manager had assured him there were no warnings for the Gabo Island region, but had added a final caution as they boarded: “Just in case, keep your eyes open. Conditions can change with very little notice.”

Upon reaching Pulpit Rock, just north of Green Cape, they spotted another boat anchored a short distance to the southeast. They assumed its occupants were already diving.

“Nora’s Widow,” Bryan read aloud from the hull. “I wonder if his wife feels like a fisherman’s widow or something like that.”

“Could be. I wonder what time they got here.”

“They could’ve been here for hours - it’s already ten-thirty. How about we get our gear on and wet ourselves?”

Bryan eased their boat into position about five hundred metres off the shore. Sara pulled on her wetsuit while Bryan secured the vessel and suited up himself. The wind strengthened, rocking the boat, and Sara frowned at the darkening horizon.

“I don’t like the look of this wind. I just hope it doesn’t turn into a storm.”

“It should be fine. I’ve had the two-way on and there’ve been no warnings. Still - best to keep an eye on things.”

After checking the air tanks, Bryan helped Sara into hers before fastening his own. As she adjusted her weights, Sara paused.

“I feel like we should pray before we go over.”

“Alright - let’s pray.”

Sara asked God to watch over them during the dive, to keep them safe, to guide them to the wonders beneath the surface, and to bring them home again. When she finished, Bryan continued, thanking God for his beautiful, godly wife and for her faithfulness in reminding him to keep God first in all things.

Together they moved to the edge of the boat and rolled into the water - just as a broadcast crackled over the radio behind them.

⁂⁂⁂

The water was inviting and temperate, a steady twenty-five degrees. Sunlight fractured across the surface above them, sending shifting ribbons of gold dancing over the sand below. With slow, controlled movements, Bryan and Sara descended, their bubbles drifting upward like silver beads.

It felt like entering another world.

Schools of fish glided past - wrasse, sweep, and small trevally - curious but unafraid. Sara pointed toward a cluster of wrasse weaving through seaweed, then signalled for Bryan to take photos. He fumbled briefly, realising he’d forgotten about the camera in his excitement, then quickly retrieved it and began capturing the vivid colours around them.

A sudden flash of movement to their left - a school of Australian salmon shot past, fast and tight.

Bryan turned to photograph them.

Then a shadow exploded upward.

Something seized a salmon and vanished again.

Bryan’s stomach clenched. If that thing had come a metre closer...

The remaining salmon scattered in a frenzy.

Sara pointed upward. A shadow passed overhead - a boat heading north. Likely Nora’s Widow, she thought, continuing its search.

Then Bryan spotted something half-buried in the sand. He motioned for Sara to follow. As they approached, the outline became unmistakable: the remains of a shipwreck.

Circling to the stern, Sara brushed away a thin layer of silt and revealed the nameplate.

Plymouth’s Truth - Scotland.

Bryan photographed the name, then took several shots of Sara beside the wreck. Checking his dive watch, he pointed upward. Time to surface.

⁂⁂⁂

Breaking the surface, they immediately felt the change. The wind had strengthened, the swell rising sharply beneath them.

“We’ve got fifteen minutes of air left,” Bryan said. “Let’s get back to the boat.”

Sara shaded her eyes. “Where is it?”

Bryan scanned the landmarks. “The lighthouse is there... we anchored near Pulpit Rock... but-” A cold spike of panic shot through him. “This doesn’t look good.”

“Maybe it’s just hidden behind the swell,” Sara said, though her voice wavered.

“It’s possible. But we’re only two hundred metres from the rock. If it drifted...” He exhaled slowly. “We’ll swim toward it and pray it’s still there.”

They descended again, swimming south beneath the surface where progress was easier. After five minutes they surfaced - just south of Pulpit Rock.

The boat was gone.

“It appears we’ll have to make landfall,” Bryan said grimly.

They turned toward the rock platform. The swell was now formidable, the current dragging them south even as they fought north. After thirty exhausting minutes, they’d covered barely two-thirds of the distance.

“It’s too hard with the tanks,” Bryan said. “Maybe we ditch them.”

“Let’s just drop the weights,” Sara countered. “The tanks are manageable.”

“Good thinking.”

They continued - until Sara grabbed Bryan’s arm.

“I don’t think we can exit there.”

“And why - oh.”

Five bronze whaler sharks circled near the surface, dorsal fins slicing through the water.

Sara’s heart thudded painfully. Lord, please... not like this.

“Yeah... not a good choice,” Bryan murmured. Then quietly, “Lord, thank You for prompting Sara to pray earlier. We need Your help now.”

“Amen,” Sara whispered. “Let’s move south - slowly. No splashing.”

“If we go much further south, we’ll end up in Victoria,” Bryan muttered.

“I don’t believe we’ve drifted quite that far.”

“I wouldn’t bet on it.”

They swam parallel to the cliffs, keeping distance from the sharks. The coastline stretched endlessly - sheer rock, no safe exit.

Then Sara pointed. “Is that a small cove beyond the breakers?”

Bryan squinted. “It might be. It’s our best chance.”

“It’s another three hundred metres,” Sara said, fatigue creeping into her voice. “But if we stay here, the rocks will smash us. If we go back, the sharks will find us.”

“Then the cove it is. Help me get this tank off.”

They freed themselves from the tanks and began the long, punishing swim.

Thirty minutes later, they reached a coarse, sandy beach and collapsed, gasping, trembling, but alive.

Bryan sat up suddenly. “Listen.”

Out beyond the surf, a pod of humpback whales moved south, several breaching in spectacular arcs. The sight was so unexpected, so majestic, that both fell silent.

Sara wrapped her arms around him. “Thank You, Jesus.”

Bryan felt a raindrop hit his cheek. Then another. Within seconds, torrential rain poured down.

Sara burst into laughter - deep, relieved, unstoppable. Bryan stared at her for a moment, then joined in.

They were soaked, exhausted, stranded...

But they had each other.

They had their faith.

And they were alive.

What more could they possibly need?
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Chapter 3
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“We should really get off this beach,” Bryan called out, trying to make himself heard over the rain. “Feels like we’re going to get swept away when the tide rolls in.”

Sara glanced around, squinting at the jagged cliff. “Only way out is up, I think. Not sure if that’s an actual track, though. Might just be a patch where the rocks have worn away, but it’s our best shot.”

Bryan laughed - mostly to steady his nerves. “Let’s give it a crack. Beats turning into driftwood.”

The climb was tougher than it looked. What Sara had hoped was a track turned out to be just a patch of loose stones and half-washed-out earth, barely wide enough for a foot. They scrambled up, slipping along the way as the rain made everything slick. About fifteen metres from the top, Bryan’s hands searched for a hold, but the rock was bare and unhelpful. He shuffled to the right, yelling, “Hang on, I think I see something.”

He finally managed to hook his fingers over the ledge and, with a grunt, hauled himself up. He flopped down, chest heaving, then reached back down for Sara. “You got this,” he said, grinning. “Let’s get you up here and out of that wind.”

Sara managed the last few metres, grabbing Bryan’s hand and scrambling over the edge. They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, before looking around at the trees and brambles. The beach below was completely wild - no way anyone came down here on purpose.

Bryan checked his watch and whistled. “Five past three. Can you believe it’s been four hours since we bailed out of the boat?”

“And we still have no clue where we actually are.” Sara rose abruptly, her eyes wide. “Bryan - the knives!”

“What about them?”

“Robbo at the boat hire mentioned they had GPS trackers built in.”

Bryan nodded, pulling his knife from its sheath and twisting the cap at the end of the handle. At once, a faint beeping began.

“Looks like it’s working,” he said.

Sara let out a shaky laugh. “Let’s hope someone’s listening. At least we’re off the beach and out of immediate trouble.”

The wind howled through the trees, making the words feel fragile.

⁂⁂⁂

Within moments, the Eden Volunteer Coastal Patrol picked up an emergency signal on their monitor. The radar hummed steadily in the small operations room, its green sweep illuminating the map that now showed a flashing beacon just south of Green Cape - right at the edge of their jurisdiction.

Kevin, the volunteer on duty, felt a tightness grip his chest. Signals from that area rarely meant anything good.

He quickly dialled the Coast Guard in Mallacoota.

“Kevin here. Are you seeing that signal?”

“We’ve got it too,” came the reply. “Looks like it’s coming from the cove.”

“That’s what we see as well. What’s the weather like over there?” Kevin asked, glancing toward the window where wind rattled the glass in its frame.

“It’s blowing a gale out there. We’ve got swells between twenty and thirty feet - no way we can get a boat out safely until things calm down.”

Kevin winced. He’d seen storms like this end badly before.

“Any chance the Westpac Rescue Helicopter can go?”

“Not in this wind. All we can do is hope whoever’s out there can ride out the storm.”

Kevin exhaled sharply. “Who’d be out in this weather anyway?”

“We’ve checked our logs - everyone’s accounted for on our end,” Mallacoota confirmed.

“We’re missing one boat. It’s a rental,” Kevin said, concern rising. “Let me call Robbo and get back to you. Tourists often forget to let us know they’re back.”

“Alright, keep us in the loop.”

Kevin hung up and immediately rang the boat hire company. Robbo answered on the first ring.

“Hey Robbo, it’s Kevin from Coastal Patrol. All your boats in?”

“No, there’s still one out. Why?”

“We just picked up an emergency signal - south of the cape, near that cove.”

“Oh crap!” Robbo exclaimed, anxiety creeping into his voice.

Kevin swallowed, eyes fixed on the pulsing red dot on the radar.

“Let’s hope they’re still alive.”

⁂⁂⁂

For Bryan and Sara, things were only going from bad to worse. The wind had risen sharply, pelting them with cold, driving rain. Somewhere below, a thunderous crash echoed up from the shore - the waves were now pounding mercilessly against the cliffs. The air smelled of wet eucalyptus, and the grit of wind-blown sand clung to their skin.

With nothing to shield themselves, Bryan began searching for wood, hoping to construct some sort of shelter. Sara joined in, gathering fallen branches from the surrounding brush. By five o’clock, they’d managed to assemble a makeshift lean-to - crude, but sturdy enough to keep most of the rain at bay.

Though soaked to the bone, their wetsuits trapped just enough water for their body heat to take the edge off the chill - though it was far from comfortable.

“You said you saw our boat leaving?” Bryan asked, wringing out his sleeve.

“I saw a boat; it was above us, just before you found the wreck. I thought you’d have noticed it too,” Sara replied, her gaze distant.

“No, I didn’t see anything. I guess I was too busy taking in the atmosphere down there.”

Sara let out a dry laugh.

Bryan continued, “It is calming underwater. But who’d steal a boat while the owners are out diving? That’s just low.”

“Yeah, it’s a rotten thing to do. Most boats go missing from driveways when folks aren’t home, and sadly, very few are recovered.” She shook her head. “If it’s not bolted down, it’s not safe anymore.”

“You can say that again.”

Lightning split the sky, followed by a resounding crack of thunder.

“You know we’re not going to be found today, don’t you?” Sara said quietly.

Bryan nodded. “I was just thinking that. The seas are way too rough for any rescue craft to make it out.”

“And it’s too dangerous for a helicopter. Looks like we’re in for a long night.”

Bryan tried to lighten the mood. “What more could we want on our honeymoon? We’ve got each other, no one to interrupt - the perfect getaway.”

“Oh, a nice hot spa bath, a soft mattress, a roaring fire - I could think of a few improvements,” Sara said, managing a smile as she nestled closer to Bryan.

Bryan held her, but inside, a knot of guilt twisted in his stomach. I should have checked the anchor again... I should have seen the boat... I should have kept us safe. He pushed the thought down - Sara needed strength, not fear.

Despite everything, they were together. And alive.

⁂⁂⁂

“Wild winds and heavy seas have prevented a rescue operation on the far south coast of New South Wales...”

The evening news report played across the screen as Chris and Julie watched with growing anxiety. The camera panned across the violent ocean - waves rising like dark walls, spray tearing sideways in the gale.

“...a couple on their honeymoon may be in distress after diving near Green Cape...”

The phone rang.

Julie answered. “Hey Julie, did you see the news?” Ray’s voice trembled.

“Yes. I just hope it isn’t Bryan and Sara.”

“Weren’t they headed to Bournda?”

“Yes, but Eden’s not far from there. We need to pray.”

“Absolutely. I’ll call the team.”

“Okay, I’ll open up the church now.”

The phone rang again the moment she hung up.

Soon, word had spread. Within half an hour, fifty-two people had gathered at Living Waters Church to pray for Bryan and Sara’s safety. The Bible study at Anne’s house was cancelled, and its members joined the meeting. Pastors from the Baptist and Anglican churches slipped in quietly, taking seats among the congregation.

Chris noticed two unfamiliar figures enter and sit at the very back. They bowed their heads as soon as they sat, their presence calm, almost... luminous.

When nearly everyone had arrived, Chris stood and thanked them for coming.

“We don’t have confirmation about who’s in trouble down south,” he said, “but whoever it is, they need our prayers.”

The meeting began.

⁂⁂⁂

Settled in their makeshift lean-to, Sara rested against Bryan as they gazed into the darkness beyond. The storm had passed, leaving a clear sky scattered with stars, each one shimmering in the brisk night air. The distant boom of waves against the cliffs echoed through the night, mingling with the soft rustle of nocturnal creatures in the bush.

A chill crept in, and Sara began to shiver. Bryan rubbed her arms and back, but the wetsuits made it a losing battle.

“I think we’d be better off taking these wetsuits off,” Sara suggested. “That way they can dry out - and maybe we can dry off too.”

Once freed from the wetsuits, Bryan hung them over the lean-to to air out. The cool air was biting at first, but as they snuggled together, warmth gradually returned.

“You know,” Bryan said softly, “we should really thank the Lord for getting us through all of that.”

“I’ve been doing that ever since we made it to the beach,” Sara replied.

“Me too,” Bryan said, “but I think we should pray together as a couple.”

Hand in hand, they prayed. They thanked God for their safety and asked Him to reassure their loved ones. Sara thanked God for helping her spot the sharks; Bryan thanked Him for prompting Sara to pray before the dive.

Their prayers flowed naturally into worship. Softly, they began to sing Oceans – Where Feet May Fail, their voices blending with the night breeze.

⁂⁂⁂

Back at Living Waters Church, Julie moved to the keyboard and began leading the congregation in the very same hymn - unaware that Bryan and Sara were singing it at that exact moment on the southern coast.

As the final notes faded, Chris looked toward the back row.

The two unfamiliar figures were gone.

He hurried to the rear of the church and stepped outside, scanning the car park. Empty. No footsteps. No doors closing. No headlights.

Just silence.

He returned inside, apologised for his abrupt exit, and closed the meeting.

Anne approached him. “What happened?”

“I wanted to thank the couple who were sitting at the back,” Chris said. “But they vanished.”

Anne frowned. “They left right after they assured us Bryan and Sara were safe.”

“No,” Chris said slowly. “They were still there when Julie started the worship.”

Julie joined them. “Who wasn’t there?”

“The couple on the back seat,” Chris said. “Anne said they left after giving the assurance. But I’m certain they were still present when the singing began.”

Julie blinked. “I didn’t see anyone sitting at the back at all.”

The three of them exchanged a long, quiet look.

A soft, almost electric stillness settled over them.

Could it have been...?
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Chapter 4
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At six-thirty the next morning, Bryan awoke with a mixture of fatigue and relief, his muscles aching from sleeping on the hard ground. Sara lay beside him, her arm resting across his chest, her gentle breathing the first sound he noticed. Despite a night spent in the elements, she looked as radiant as ever.

As Bryan replayed the events of the night, he remembered the peace they’d found in prayer and worship before drifting off. At some point he’d slipped into a dream - vivid, almost too vivid.

Two people appeared outside their makeshift shelter. When he “woke” within the dream, they beckoned him to follow. They led him up to the cliffs where the three of them sat, gazing out over the moonlit ocean.

The woman spoke first, her voice calm and sure:

“As the moonlight shines on the sea, so will God’s favour rest on you. Don’t be afraid. You’re exactly where you’re meant to be.”

The second figure added:

“When you return home, the ministry God prepared for you will be waiting. You’ll reach a generation searching for meaning.”

The woman spoke again, her eyes on the water:

“Do not fear the ocean - even where the sharks fed. Go. God goes before you. You will be a blessing.”

Then Bryan was awake - back in the shelter, the dream dissolving like mist. He couldn’t remember walking back. He whispered, “Lord... if that was You, make Your will clear. Am I meant to go back?”

The bush began to stir with the sounds of kookaburras and magpies.

Sara woke and greeted him warmly. “Good morning, handsome,” she murmured, nuzzling closer.

Bryan grinned. “Handsome? I look like I slept in a sandpit.”

“You’re still handsome to me. What time is it?”

“Just before seven. Looks like another beautiful day. So, what’s for breakfast?”

“Bacon and eggs... assuming I can find a pantry around here.”

“That would be amazing. How did you sleep?”

“Pretty well, considering. I know you went out like a light. I think you were asleep before you even lay down. I stayed awake a bit, but then I slept well. I had a strange dream, though.”

“Oh? What was it about?”

“I think we went back to the wreck and discovered things we didn’t know before. It felt... meaningful.”

Bryan nodded slowly. “Funny - I had a dream too. Or at least I think I did.”

He described the encounter. Sara listened, thoughtful.

“That’s odd. Hey - do you hear the GPS beeping?”

They paused.

“No, I don’t,” Bryan said. “Maybe the battery’s flat. Do you still have your knife?”

Sara got up, reached for her knife beside her wetsuit, and flicked the GPS on. The device beeped to life.

“At least they’ll know we made it through the night,” she said, relief softening her voice.

Sara struggled into her damp wetsuit - the cold cling of neoprene making her shiver - still better than sitting in her bikini first thing in the morning. Bryan did the same, the stiff salt-stained fabric resisting as he pulled it on.

He hugged her, offering a quiet prayer of gratitude before saying, “You know what?”

She looked up. “What?”

“You’re absolutely beautiful, and I love you so much. I must be the luckiest person on earth.”

Sara smiled and held him tight.

After a moment, Bryan said, “Let’s take a walk,” and they headed toward the clifftop, fingers entwined.

But as they neared the edge, Sara froze.

“Were those rocks there yesterday?”

Three stones - identical to the ones from his dream - sat a metre from the precipice.

Bryan exhaled. “If I were Abraham or Isaac, I’d be building an altar right here.”

“But now we worship God in spirit and truth,” Sara said gently. “We don’t need those old altars anymore.”

“That’s true. Altars were for sacrifices and praise, but Jesus became the ultimate sacrifice. Now our lives belong to Him.”

“Thank God for that. Have you ever read Leviticus? All those sacrifices... all that blood and yuk, yuk, yuk.”

“Yeah. I think God was showing how serious sin is. I’m grateful Jesus took care of it all.”

“We should always remember what He went through for us.”

They stood together at the cliff’s edge. The smell of salt drifted up from the sea, the warmth of the rising sun brushed their faces, and seagulls cried overhead. Below, gentle waves curled onto the shore.

A pod of dolphins surfaced, playing in the morning surf - and for a moment, the world felt impossibly peaceful.

Sara sighed. “It’s so beautiful. How can anyone say this happened by chance?”

“I used to think that way,” Bryan admitted. “Sometimes it’s easier to accept a lie than face what’s right in front of you.”

Sara wrapped her arms around him. “Let’s get a photo.”

Bryan took several shots. “I’ll stitch these together back home. Shame we missed the sunrise - the colours would’ve been perfect.”

“There will be plenty more sunrises.”

As she spoke, a distant whir broke the calm. Bryan’s heart leapt - the unmistakable sound of a helicopter.

Moments later, the yellow and red Westpac rescue chopper appeared, flying low along the coastline.

Sara’s breath caught. “Oh thank God... they found us.”

Bryan quickly angled his knife to catch the sunlight, signalling the pilot.

Within minutes, the helicopter settled onto the beach below. Bryan and Sara began their careful descent.

A voice called up, “Hold on - we’ll come up to get you!”

Two rescuers climbed up using ropes and harnesses.

“You wouldn’t believe how happy we were when your signal came through again this morning,” one said. “We had no idea if you’d made it through the night.”

“You have no idea how glad we are to see you,” Sara replied.

“Any injuries?”

“We’re fine - just very hungry,” Bryan said.

“Alright. Let’s get you down safely. Either of you abseiled before?”

“A couple of times,” Bryan said.

“Some training at the academy,” Sara added.

“That helps. Keep your feet flat on the rock.”

They were given gloves - a blessing, even without shoes - and descended with the rescuers.

At the bottom, the second rescuer introduced himself. “I’m Jeremy, and this is Alan.”

“I’m Bryan, and this is my wife, Sara.”

Jeremy radioed in. “We found them. They’re safe.”

Once aboard the helicopter, wrapped in blankets, they finally relaxed.

“So, what happened?” Alan asked.

“Our boat was stolen while we were diving,” Sara said.

“You’re joking?”

“Wish we were,” Bryan replied.

They explained everything - the missing boat, the sharks, the storm, the long swim.

Jeremy shook his head. “That’s still a big swim - five or six kilometres?”

“It was just starting to build,” Bryan said.

“You’re both extremely lucky,” Jeremy remarked.

“I’d say blessed,” Bryan replied. “The Lord was definitely looking out for us.”

Alan nodded. “someone up there certainly was.”
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Chapter 5
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As soon as they arrived at the hospital - greeted by what felt like a full media parade - Bryan and Sara were rushed through the entrance. Cameras flashed through the glass doors, reporters shouted questions, and the muffled thrum of voices followed them down the corridor until a nurse closed the door behind them.

Inside the side room, the smell of disinfectant hung in the air, and the hum of fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. Doctors, nurses, and police were already waiting.

“I need to find a bathroom first,” Sara said.

“Same here,” Bryan replied.

Half an hour later, after being checked over by the medical team, they were both given a clean bill of health. Sara asked if they could finally get out of their wetsuits and take a proper shower. The staff obliged, bringing them fresh clothes.

The warmth of the shower was almost overwhelming after the cold night, and when Sara slipped into the hospital-issue clothes, the scratchy fabric felt oddly comforting. A wave of relief washed over her - they were safe, warm, alive. For the first time since the dive, she felt her body begin to unclench.

Feeling far more human, they were led to a private consultation room and served egg and bacon rolls, courtesy of the local police.

Sara let out a sudden laugh.

“What’s so funny now?” Bryan asked.

“You promised we’d have bacon and eggs for breakfast,” she said.

Bryan grinned. “I’m always true to my word. Didn’t you believe me?”

Moments later, Detective Howard Small from the Mallacoota Police arrived to take their statements. Although he’d already gathered the basic facts, he needed an official account.
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