
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Mack and the Heartbeat Hum

A Notawallop Farm Adventure

––––––––

[image: ]


By

Dave Atarave

Digital Media Now

Copyright © 2025 Dave Atarave All rights reserved

ISBN: 978-1-7643017-1-8

––––––––

[image: ]


The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Introduction
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The air on the Australian plains around Notawallop farm hung thick with the scents of sun-baked earth and eucalyptus, a familiar world of steady rhythms and quiet routines. For young Mack, life was anchored by these sounds and smells, and by a unique, comforting presence—his emu, Dozy. Dozy’s “Heartbeat Hum,” a soft, deep thrumming that radiated safety and friendship, was the sound that woke Mack every morning, a constant in his life. Together with his albino kangaroo, Whitey, and his friend Chrissy and her red kangaroo, Boss, Mack lived a life woven with the simple joys of the bush: exploring dry creek-beds, swimming in the billabong, and sharing a private world with the animals he loved.

But a new, unsettling note had begun to creep in, a low rumble of danger and a flicker of unease that threatened to shatter their peaceful existence. And in Mack's world, nothing was more special than his friends. To save their friend, they must step out of the gentle rhythm of their lives and into the heart of a wild, unknown danger, where their courage will be tested and the true meaning of friendship will be revealed.
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​Chapter 1: The “Heartbeat Hum”
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A golden line stretched the horizon as sunshine peeked over dusty plains that unrolled like a blanket around Notawallop farm. The sky bloomed pink, whispering lilac at the edges of the retreating night. The new light fired the silver blades of the distant windmill and traced the twisted branches of the old pepper tree.

Inside his cosy room, tucked under a faded patchwork quilt, Mack stirred. The old wooden farmhouse settled with a familiar creak, but another sound pulled him towards the waking world. It began as a low vibration through the timber floorboards, a rhythmic pulse that resonated deep in his bones. Before his eyes fully opened, he knew it. A soft, deep thrumming that felt more like a heartbeat than a sound—a steady beat that spoke of safety and unwavering friendship. It had a name, a single word that meant ‘home’. Dozy.

A slow breath escaped him, a knot of worry from a half-forgotten dream loosening in his chest. It was Dozy’s “Heartbeat Hum,” a sound so special it was more feeling than noise. A warm vibration travelled through the air and settled in Mack’s chest, chasing away shadows and slowing his own pulse to match its calm, steady beat. He blinked, his almond-shaped brown eyes focusing on the window.

Two silhouettes waited—just like every morning. Dozy, his elegant emu, settled close to the glass, his long neck a gentle curve. Nestled beside him, her pale fur almost glowing in the dawn, was Whitey, Mack’s albino kangaroo. The thrumming intensified a fraction as Dozy sensed Mack was awake.

The feeling sent a memory rushing back—not just a memory of being sick, but the sensation itself: being six years old, trapped under heavy blankets in the dizzying heat of a bad fever. The world had gone wobbly, the corners of his room blurring. Even his dad’s reassuring voice sounded distant, as if coming from underwater. Monique’s cool hand on his forehead helped, but it couldn't stop the shivers. His dad read him stories, but the words jumbled. They were kind and worried, but they had to come and go. Dozy, however, had stayed.
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STILL A GANGLY YOUNG emu himself, all awkward legs and neck, he had refused to leave the patch of dusty earth right outside Mack’s window. Mack remembered the blurry, feathered shape through the wavering glass, a constant, loyal presence. Dozy just stood his ground, a self-appointed guardian, as if his only job was to be there. Through the long, hot days and the even longer, darker nights, Dozy had stood a silent, feathered sentinel. And he had hummed. Hour after hour, that soft, rhythmic thrum pulsed through the glass. It was the only thing that cut through the fever’s confusing haze, a steady, living beat in a world that had lost its rhythm. It became an anchor, a sound to hold onto when everything else was spinning. He learned to time his own ragged breaths to its gentle rise and fall and, in doing so, found a path to sleep. Ever since that week, the Heartbeat Hum had become more than a sound. It was his secret source of calm, a private language of comfort between him and Dozy.
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“MORNING, YOU TWO,” Mack whispered, padding to the window. He pressed his palm against the cool glass. On the other side, Dozy leaned in, the hum vibrating through the pane—a steady warmth that travelled up his arm. The best kind of alarm clock. Whitey gave a little nudge with her nose against the spot where Dozy rested, as if to say, “Me too!”

From the joined part of the rambling old farmhouse, pans clattered and the rich smell of sizzling bacon drifted through the air. That would be Monique, Chrissy’s mum. “Mack! Chrissy!” Monique’s cheerful voice echoed faintly. “Sun’s up! Chores won’t do themselves!”

Mack grinned. He pulled on his faded blue shirt, the scent of sun-dried cotton a comforting start to his day, and then his dark blue jeans, worn at the knees. Down the hallway, Chrissy was already chattering, her voice bright with energy. Mack’s own dad, Geoff, was probably already by the cattle yards. He stepped onto the wide, creaky verandah, the air cool with dust and morning dew. Dozy waited for him by the steps with Whitey.
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The Heartbeat Hum was a soft, contented rumble now, a private greeting. Mack leaned his forehead against Dozy’s soft chest feathers for a moment, feeling the steady rhythm right through him. Whitey nudged his hand with her wet nose, demanding her share of attention.

A flash of orange caught his eye. Across the yard, Chrissy wrapped her arms around Boss’s powerful neck in a boisterous hug. "Morning, you big lug!" she said loudly. Boss just grunted, nudging her affectionately back. Their morning ritual: a few moments with the friends who mattered most, before the day’s work truly began.

The large kitchen was the heart of the joined farmhouses, a warm, sprawling room that smelled perpetually of baking bread, wood smoke, and brewing tea. Its high, pressed-tin ceiling and floorboards worn smooth by generations of busy feet gave it a beautiful age. At its centre stood the magnificent old wood-lit stove, a great black iron beast with chrome handles that Monique kept polished to a mirror shine. It radiated a constant warmth that made the kitchen the most welcoming place on the entire station. Thick, scarred timber countertops and shelves held a collection of mismatched enamel mugs, heavy stoneware mixing bowls, and cast-iron pans that had fried a thousand morning breakfasts. This wasn't a modern, shiny kitchen; it was a working one, where history lived in every dent and scratch.

Monique, her face flushed and smiling, wore her favourite pale blue floral blouse and a white apron dusted with flour. She expertly flipped eggs at the big stove. The long timber table was laden with platters of bacon, grilled tomatoes, and thick slices of toast from a loaf she had baked just yesterday. John, Chrissy’s dad, was already seated in his navy work shirt, a mug of steaming tea in his hand. “Morning, Monique,” he rumbled. “Smells like heaven in here.” Geoff came in through the back door in his green plaid shirt, a satisfied look on his face, and ruffled Mack’s scruffy brown hair as he passed. “Morning, son. Morning all.”
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