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1. The third wave 

Lovers beach- the feeling of the sand crumbling under my feet, the smell of the warm, salty air 
filling up my lungs and livening up my skin and the bright blue water washing away my misery. 
Every day I long to visit this place, my favourite place in the world - the beach. 
 

This is my home now, the hospital. I am Faith Michaels and I am 18 years old. I am tall, with hazel 
eyes and brown hair, or more specifically had brown hair. Chemotherapy is not the way to go for 
good hair days.  
 

I found out about my leukemia five days after my high school graduation. As a result, I am laying in 
this useless hospital bed waiting for my next chemo session to start. I am brought out of my 
contemplating, which I tend to do considering I have a lot of spare time on my hands, as a new 
nurse walks into the room. 
 

His name tag read Bellami Gene, and he had a kind smile on his face. His presence gave the 
room a warmer feeling. He was tall and had a handsome face that was framed by dark curls. His 
eyes were a deep and enchanting blue. And then I realised I was staring.  
 

I quickly stopped looking as he administered my chemo and returned to my thoughts of the 
freedom and the beach. Although I couldn’t help but miss his presence after he left the room. 
 

2. Ring, Heart, Diamond  
 

It’s been a week since my last chemo and once again I’m lying lifelessly in my hospital bed when I 
hear the loud buzz of my phone. I read the text. It’s from Grace, my sister - she moved out from 
our Gold Coast home to live in London and study medicine, but she’ll be back soon to start her 
new job here in the Gold Coast.  
 

We’re talking about how hot British guys can be, when the (very attractive) Nurse Gene walked in 
again to administer more chemo. We start to talk, 
“Hello Miss Michaels. How has been your day so far?” he asked. 
“It’s been great if you ignore the fact that you are currently inserting an IV that’s connected to a 
bag of chemo into my arm to treat my leukemia.” He chuckled and smiled to himself.  
 

He saw the photo of dad and I on the table next to my bed. 
“Is that lovers beach?” he asked.  
“Yes” I replied. He sat down into the blue chair next to me and looked at me. I had to think about 
what to say next. “How long have you worked here?” I asked. 
“I’ve been working here for almost a week. Your previous nurse took leave, so I was to take over 
some of their duties.” he replied. “I’m sorry, this is going to sound rude and is probably very 
intrusive but, what is it like not knowing if you’ll… live.” I look down wondering what to say.  
“Well it’s like surfing, you lay there on your board in the water waiting for the perfect wave to catch, 
then finally the right one comes along you ride it and hope for the best.” I look at him and see 
compassion in his eyes.  
“My brother was in a car crash. He ended up on life support. But we let him go two weeks later.” 
He then told the story about how his brother passed away in a car crash and was on life support 
for two weeks after.”  
“I’m sorry,” I reply. 
 

Abruptly, his phone started to ring he answered it.  
“Sorry, I got to go.” 
 

3. Stuck in a current 
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Coming into the next week of chemo, I was hit by the side effects. Fever, dizziness, fatigue and 
loss of appetite. I felt like I was stuck in a never ending current, that would suffocate me till I had 
no oxygen left in my lungs.   
 

I was somewhat keen for the day because I would get to see Nurse Gene again. As I was thinking 
about him, he walked in the room. There was an awkward moment of silence. I couldn't handle it, 
so by breaking the silence I said 
“Hi Nurse Gene, what have you been up to the past week”? He sighed and muttered” Nothing 
interesting.” He seemed a bit depressed.  
“Gee, that is so interesting!” I said. 
“My girlfriend and I ended things.” he said 

 

This is uncomfortable. All of a sudden felt sick and began throwing up, projectile spewing 
everywhere onto the bed. Nurse Gene, quickly ran to the other side of the room to grab a bucket 
and handed it to me. With a grimace, I muttered 
“Thanks”, and continued spewing again, but this time, into the bucket.  
 

Minutes later, I felt a bit better, but noticed there was blood everywhere. Nurse Gene, had 
sounded the emergency alarm, and two other doctors ran into the room and started to clean the 
blood and disinfect the place. Whilst Nurse Gene, injected some medicine into my arm that would 
ease the Nausea. Soon the other doctors left, and Nurse Gene sat beside my bed and said, “do 
you feel better, the medicine might take few minutes to kick in.” I replied, “I feel better and I’m 
sorry about what happened between you and your girlfriend.” Before getting up and leaving the 
room, He then responded with, “thank you for the support Faith, but I guess things happen for a 
reason”. I smiled, thinking about what he said, that things happen for a reason. Do they, did fate 
bring us together? Then I just started to feel like an idiot, but as he said... things happen for a 
reason, I guess it's a possibility worth keeping.  
 

4. Go with the flow  
 

Days later, I was sitting on the hospital bed, eating good old hospital food, whilst reading the book 
‘Cat in the hat’, and all of a sudden, I jumped into a period of laughter, the tower of hats had fallen 
to the ground. I didn’t feel like I was being sunken into a current, this time I felt like I was going 
with the flow.  
 

However, today I wasn’t keen for my treatment of chemo, in which I would start to experience 
major hair loss. However, I was keen to see Nurse Gene and his flawless and masculine figure, oh 
I was crushing hard this time!   
 

Staring up at the bright ceiling, I heard tapping noises, kind of like someone tapping four shoes on 
the floor at a time. All of a sudden, I see a big black nose with a long snout, big floppy ears, bright 
brown eyes and a yellow complexion of fur. Nurse Gene had brought his dog into see his patients 
today! I was beaming with happiness as I said to Nurse Gene, “What’s its name”? Before tripping 
over his own feet, he then replied with a cheeky smile, “Her name is Lucky”. As I was balling my 
eyes with laughter I replied, “Well isn't that a coincidence, you sure her name isn't Unlucky”? 
Giggling hysterically, Nurse Gene sits down on the bed beside me and Lucky or should I say 
Unlucky followed him.  
 

I felt really connected as Nurse Gene asked, “So... Faith how are you feeling”? I replied “well I 
dent feel too great about the hair loss, but I am not complaining. In other words, I feel more 
stronger and determined to get better, but that will probably change soon”. Nurse Gene said,” You 
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know what, that shows real courage when you have a great attitude towards your situation. Feel 
free to call me Bellami.” 
 

Leading the conversation deeper, I say with confidence, “What are your hobbies, do you play any 
sport Bellami?” Bellami replied, “I don't do any sports, but I do have an interest in rescuing dogs”. I 
replied, “What… No way! My Mother Caroline also shares that hobby too, she goes to the local pet 
rescue called RSPCA”. He replies, “Wait really! I see a regular woman that rescues animals and 
her name is Caroline too!” Surprisingly stoked I reply, “Wow what a small world we live in 
ahaha.”      
 

Now I felt we were really connecting, maybe that possibility about fate bringing us together was 
true! Before Bellami left he asked, “Anyways we never got around to talking about your hobbies, 
what do you enjoy”? Really nervous to say, I replied “well my hobby is surfing, I really enjoy the 
beach and all of its breathtaking features, I just feel so free. But of course, I’m sick, so I can’t feel 
that freedom and maybe I never will. This may sound corny, but one day I hope to be able to reach 
for the beach waves.” Bellami finally said before leaving, “That is really beautiful and I hope you 
enjoy that moment thoroughly.”  
 

All I could think of when he left is how excited I was to see him next time. Along with this 
excitement, this message kept running through my head, Fate had brought us together…. Fate 
had brought us together and Fate had brought us together! It was becoming true, and i felt like I 
had forgotten about the pain of the chemotherapy and symptoms for a few moments, it was the 
best feeling.  
 

5. Tidal wave 

  
Close to the end of the third curative chemotherapy, I started losing hope. I felt lost and that I 
would never see the light at the end of the tunnel.  
 

As I was dwelling on my lost thoughts, like usual, Bellami glided into the room and lit it up with his 
stunning eyes. Before I could stomach his stunning presence, he says, “I was thinking about what 
you said days ago about your hobby. You seemed a bit emotional around the topic. I hope I’m not 
intrusive, but you never mention your Father, so I was just wondering, why”?   
 

Trying to hold my tears in, I gazed out the window hoping to find an explanation to give Bellami, or 
how to express my emotions which I struggle to do. However, I just wanted to be open to him, 
because I could feel the connection becoming stronger and stronger. So... I told him, “My father 
passed away two years ago from Prostate Cancer and he was my other half and ever since then I 
struggle to think about him. However, I always think about how we would be surfing at Lover’s 
beach when we were little. It was like our sacred place with a beautiful sunset, a break from 
reality.”  
 

The look on Bellami’s face when I opened up to him was extraordinary, I could see the 
compassion in his eyes. Before saying a word, he reached over to hug me and said, “I am so sorry 
for your loss Faith.” Looking down at the floor, I was hoping Bellami could fulfil the broken piece of 
my heart that my Father took with him when he died, but I realized he would fulfil a different spot in 
my heart, one that I needed. So, I could not only survive through my Chemo, but strive through it.   
 

6. 4th wave  
 

My fourth round of curative chemotherapy was close to completely depositing into my veins. I don’t 
like that I have to pump myself full of the stuff to get rid of my leukemia. Then again I don’t have 
many options. It’s either suffer through treatments that make you feel dizzy and sick, leaving you 
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without hair (of which she had not a lot of left) to be given a chance of living or suffer through 
dying. 
 

It’s not that I’m ungrateful that I have access to these treatments, it’s just that dislike and 
ungratefulness are different things. I don’t like being sick. I don’t like being weak. I don’t like having 
cancer and I don’t like these treatments - no one would.  
 

Nurse Bellami arrived to remove the tube connecting the empty bag of chemo to a vein in my arm. 
“Are you feeling okay?” he asked, looking at me, concern in his eyes. 
“How do you think I am feeling?” I replied glaring at him, my eyes narrowing. “Sorry, bad question,” 
he replied, a crease forming between his eyebrows. “No, no ...” I quickly replied, grabbing his arm. 
How stupid, that sounded way to aggressive and completely unlike me. “It’s just that I-I’m ...” I 
looked down at my lap, trying to come up with the right words to explain my mood. “I just don’t feel 
the most … accommodating to … poorly worded phrases.” That sounds too insulting. I looked 
away with shame. I ruined the thing between us. A pity, really, because I really did like him.  
 

Surprising me, he put his hand on top of mine, which I realised was still resting on his other arm. 
Smiling to himself, he replied,  
“I guess I need to work on my bedside manor then.” Relief joined the chemo flowing through her 
veins. “I’m sorry, that came out wrong.” I mumbled. 
“That’s okay,” he said. “I understand that this isn’t the easiest for you or your family.”  
 

She wasn’t sure why, because even though she had heard these words many times from many 
people, hearing them come from Bellami so much more comforting. He squeezed her hand before 
continuing to remove the tube from her arm, leaving with it afterwards. 
 

7. Rocky Shores 

 

A stem cell transplant has been arranged. The doctors had managed to find an appropriate donor. 
This is the next step for me getting better. My mum is now waiting with me until it is time for the 
transplant to start. It is scheduled for 5pm - the clock in my phone reads five to five. 
 

I’m nervous. There is always something that could go wrong with transplants. Even though I’ve 
been prepared, I still feel like something will go wrong. I take my mum’s hand and she squeezes 
mine. 
“Don’t worry Faith. I will be here every minute and refuse to leave this hospital until you are okay.” 
she said. 
“Thanks, mum,” I replied weakly.  
 

“Faith. Mrs Michaels,” Bellami greeted from the doorway. “Hello Nurse Gene. Is everything okay?” 
my mum asked. “Yes, yes of course,” he replied. “I just wanted to make sure that you’re okay 
before the transplant begin,” Bellami was looking at me now, taking into account my nervous 
expression. “Don’t worry, these are good doctors, Faith.” “Thank you, Bellami,” I replied. The 
knowledge that he was here for me was comforting. Mum, noticing that I called Bellami by his first 
name looked back and forth between him and I and cleared her throat. “Thank you, Nurse Gene.” 
she said, a bit too loudly.  
 

A doctor walked into the room.  
“Miss Michaels, it is time to begin your transplant.” 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
It was 12 hours after my transplant. Understandably, I wasn’t going to feel 100% better after my 
transplant. But something feels wrong. I feel tired. My head is throbbing. I was really tired. And it’s 
too hot in this cursed hospital. 



6 
 

 

“Faith,” it was Bellami, “How are you feeling?” He assessed me with a growing look of concern on 
his face. “Faith?” 
“Bellami,” I say, “I don’t feel too well. I have a really bad headache. Is this normal”? Bellami quickly 
came to my side looking at me more closely. He put a hand on my forehead checking my 
temperature. Even though I was sick, I still relished the gentle touch of his hands.  
“Faith, I think you have an infection from your transplant,” he said with panic in his voice. He 
abruptly stood up and left my sight of vision briefly before returning to me.  
“Faith, I’ve called for help.” He must of pushed one those emergency buttons things. “I need you to 
be strong for me Faith,” he continued to say something, probably comforting, but I was so tired. I 
tried to hold on to the sound of his voice but in the end sleep took over. 
 

8. Highway to Heaven  
 

I was finally getting better after my near stroke with death. Bellami was there to support me 
through the good and the bad times. He had really wanted to do something with me, while I was 
still here with him.  
 

Bellami gazed at me and held my hands. One tear fell down his face as he knew what would come 
after the next few weeks. Sad and full of hope Bellami laid next to me, with his body next to mine, 
our hearts will beat as one, we fell asleep hoping to wake to better news. The night soon turned 
into day but to Bellami the sun didn’t shine as bright as it did yesterday. I woke up to the yellow 
sun shining in her face.  
 

My morning was then suddenly interrupted by the sound of a rusty door opening. The doctor 
rushed into the room waking Bellami up, he said,  
“Nurse Gene the treatment was a full success, congratulations.” I cried with happiness and 
disbelief that the treatment worked, my mum came into the room with a smile from ear to ear and 
hugged me like there was no tomorrow. She left the room to go thank the doctors for saving their 
little girl’s life, as Bellami smirked with his perfect lips and said, “you only live once.” He then 
convinced me to go see the sunset along lover’s beach, my magical place. I took this opportunity 
to talk to Bellami outside of this four-wall prison. We jumped into his cheap, blue, jeep and drove 
away from the white washed hell known as a hospital and toward the highway to heaven.  
 

9. High Tide; I finally reached the waves  
 

The setting sun paints the sky with purples, yellows and oranges. I breathe in the salt of the air 
and wiggle my toes in the sand that is still warm from the heat of the sun. Here I am at last; the 
place I have longing to visit for what feels like an eternity. The beach. The sight and sound of 
waves repeating their pattern of going in and out, in and out, in and out gives me a feeling of 
freedom. 
 

No more hospital rooms to be pumped full of the nauseating chemicals. No more bedridden days 
when I was too weak to stand by myself. I was free of the curse of leukemia and could now live my 
life. And freedom happened to smell like salt. 
 

“I’m assuming you’re happy based on the very wide smile on your face,” commented Bellami, who 
was standing by my side, smiling with me. I then realised that from the anticipation of coming here, 
I forgot to thank him for driving me.  
“Thank you,” I said, “Thank you so much. For helping me a-and for being there for me.” I was 
starting to tear up. 
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While wiping at my eyes he placed his hands on my shoulders. I lowered my arms. 
“Faith,” he said, gazing at me with his … blue eyes, “Don’t cry. You’re okay now. And that’s all that 
matters.” He pulled me into an embrace. The warmth of his body and the strength arms wrapping 
around me made me feel butterflies in my stomach. I lower my head onto his shoulder and we just 
stand there. A perfect image. Two people on the beach, together. 
 

“Come on,” he said, ending the embrace to my dismay. Kneeling down, he started to untie his 
shoelaces. I watched him, wondering why he was taking his shoes off. Looking up at me, he said 
“If I were you, I wouldn’t want to get my shoes wet”. I sat down with him and took my shoes with 
him. We stood up once we were done and taking my hand, he led me to the water. I finally 
reached the waves. I finally reached my heaven. I laughed as he splashed me with the cool salt 
water, and he laughed when I splashed him back. Nothing has ever filled me with so much joy as 
this moment. The moment when I am no longer a victim, but a survivor.  
 

After we were done, we sat on the sand watching the sun finish its journey below the horizon. 
Bellami took my hand in his and looked in to my eyes. He slowly leans in and brushes my hair 
lightly, then cups my face with his hands. We kissed. I had finished surf found my heaven.  
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