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August 1995 
Brisbane  
The wind clutched at Kate Summer's straight, brown hair blowing it in wild bursts around her head 
and into her green eyes. The ferry lurched forward. She grabbed onto a cold, metal handrail with 
one hand and held her flyaway hair against her neck with the other. Then she stepped through the 
doorway and into the City Ferry cabin. The rush of wind in her ears quieted, replaced by the dull 
murmur of conversation between commuters as they huddled together in clumps throughout the 
cabin.  

The Kangaroo Point terminal faded out of sight behind them as the ferry chugged across 
the sluggish, brown Brisbane River towards the city centre. Kate tugged her coat tighter around 
her body and inhaled a steadying breath through her reddened nose. It'd once been smattered with 
freckles, but time had faded them to a pale remnant of their former selves.  

Sighing, she sank into one of the hard chairs that were lined up like so many church pews, 
smoothed her hair with one hand as best she could, and set her purse on the empty seat beside her.  

She had to get to work on time today. Marco was stressed out about the new menu. He'd 
called her at home to tell her he wasn't entirely convinced it was a good idea to take the restaurant 
in a new direction, what with the economic climate the way it was. She reminded him the economic 
climate was fine and it was the perfect time to try something new, as they'd discussed a hundred 
times over the past six months. That he'd named her head chef at the Orchid for a reason and should 
listen to her ideas.  

He'd agreed and hung up. But she'd heard the tension in his voice. He hated change. She 
knew that well enough, having worked for him for five years. But five years of creating food that 
was expected, safe, the same as it had always been, was more than enough for her. If he didn't want 
to make the change, then she would. Her creative spirit itched for something different.  

The ferry pulled to a stop, growling back and forth until its ramp lined up with the dock. 
When she stepped onto solid ground, she couldn't help one wistful glance back at the river. She 
missed the water. The ocean had been like a second home to her once. She'd spent so much of her 
teenage years diving under the waves, floating on her back, and staring up at the sky on a calm 
day, or surfing the break when the wind was up. But since she didn't live near the beach these days, 
she had to make do with the river. It wasn't the same but paddling a kayak or riding the ferry 
brought a measure of peace.  

By the time she reached the restaurant, she'd already run over the menu again in her mind 
and was convinced they were doing the right thing by reinvigorating their offerings. It was fresh, 
unique, delicious - it would bring diners into the restaurant in droves. She was sure of it. 

Or it would drive them away. 
Her stomach tightened at the thought of what Marco would say if it didn't work the way 

she hoped it would. Reputation was everything for a chef, and in a small city like Brisbane, failures 
weren't something you could hide. 

'"Morning chef." Her Sous Chef greeted her with a warm smile. "Ready to change the 
world?"  

She chuckled. "Ready as I'll ever be."  
Fresh groceries from the market lined one of the bench tops along the wall. She always 

placed her orders the day before. Fresh produce, direct from the farmers, was the best way to make 
delicious meals, and the writeups she'd received so far in the local newspapers showed it. She'd 
sent one review to Nan.  

What she really wanted to do was drive down to Cabarita and bring Nan back with her, so 
her grandmother could taste the food for herself. Not that she was such a big fan of Asian fusion 



cuisine. Nan preferred her meat and three veg, like most Australians of her generation. Still, Kate 
wanted her to see the restaurant, see the career she'd built for herself over the past decade. She was 
proud of what she'd achieved and wanted someone to share that with.  

Just thinking of Nan and the inn put a twist in her gut. She hadn't been back to see Nan in 
months, and when she'd gone the last time she'd only visited briefly. Nan had made her promise to 
stay longer on the next trip, but with everything she had going on, the visit never happened.  

If the new menu didn't work out, Kate would have plenty of time on her hands to visit Nan 
and the Waratah Inn. Maybe she'd be a permanent guest there. She shook her head, her pulse 
accelerating as worry over the future, her career, and personal life washed over her again. She was 
used to it, this anxiety. It clogged her thoughts, put knots in her gut and sent waves of adrenaline 
coursing through her veins. 

The new menu had to work. It was the first time Marco had given her complete control 
over what they'd serve. If people didn't like it, he might never offer her the chance again. 

She wasn't ready to concede defeat and move in with her grandmother yet. But a holiday, 
a beach holiday, was a great idea. Davis had been bugging her about getting away together, away 
from the city and their crazy, hectic schedules, ever since he proposed six months earlier. She'd 
suggest it when she saw him that night after work. They often met up late for a light meal, since 
she worked when most people were done for the day. He didn't like it, but what could she do? It 
was her career. He'd said they should take a vacation, but they hadn't spoken of it since. Perhaps it 
was time to raise the subject together. They could both do with some time off. And more than that, 
she missed Nan. 


