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Hello, my name is Beth.

My school reports say I'm
quite serious. | guess that’s
because I've always got my
nose in a book - | just love
reading. Maybe that’s why
I’'m also pretty good at my
school work, and why |

just love doing projects.




Beth trudged into the kitchen and shrugged off her school bag.

“How was your day at school?” asked Stan, sitting up in his dog basket
and wagging his tail.

“Pretty good, actually,” Beth replied. “I've nearly finished my New
Zealand disasters project.”

“What disaster are you doing your project on?” Stan asked
as he stood and stretched out his paws.

“Well, | remember Dad telling me about
the big floods that happened before | was
born, when he was still living with his
parents in Invercargill. So | decided to
do my project about that. Do you want
to see it?”

Beth bent down and opened her bag.
She pulled out the project and spread it
out on the table. Stan jumped up onto a
chair to look at it.

“Is that your dad?” he asked, pointing his paw at a
photo of a smiling young man standing on the front steps of a house.
“Boy, he looks young.”

“Well, it was a few years ago now,” smiled Beth.”1984 to be exact”
“And what's this newspaper clipping,” asked Stan, peering at a

yellowed scrap of newsprint enclosed in the project folder. “It looks like
a weather forecast.”
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“You're right, it is,” replied Beth. “I'll read it to you.‘26 January 1984
— heavy rain in Southland and Fiordland for the next 18 hours. A north-
westerly air-stream meeting with a southerly front is going to cause
heavy falls of rain in the hills”

“Was the forecast right? Did it rain heavily?” asked Stan.
“Dad said it sure did. Apparently it rained cats and dogs ..."
“Hey, careful with the metaphors,” interrupted Stan, smiling.

“Oh, sorry ... it teemed down. Before they went to bed that night they
heard there had been some surface flooding in parts of the city. Dad
didn't think too much of it at that stage, but then his parents woke him
in the middle of the night.”

“Why? What had happened?”

“Well, there was just too much water coming down from the hills. The
rivers broke their banks, and even the walls of sandbags couldn’t stop
the water flooding into houses, shops and factories. Even the airport
was under three metres of water. Dad said that the mayor had to call a
state of emergency.”

“Must have been bad, then,” nodded Stan.“They only declare states of
emergency when the normal emergency services, like police, ambulance

and fire, can't cope any

more.”

“Yes, they even had to call
in the army and air force to
help,” replied Beth.



“What did your father and his family do?” asked
Stan.

" —
“They had to move all their valuables up as
high as possible. Dad said they lifted whatever (
they could up into the attic. That way, if water did

get into the house, the important things wouldn't get
ruined.

“I hope they also moved their chemicals up high, too,” remarked Stan.
“You wouldn't want things like weed-killer and pool chemicals floating
around in flood waters.”

“Yes," answered Beth, “and they also had to make sure their pets were
safe, too.”

“Phew, I'm glad about that,” said Stan.

“Well, the water kept on getting higher and higher. They listened to
the radio for weather reports and updates. In the end, the water got so
high my Dad and his family had to climb up on the roof. Luckily they
had organised their getaway items, so they had everything they needed
when they got lifted off the roof by helicopter.”

“Wow, helicopter! Where did it take them?”

“There were welfare centres set up. They must have been pretty busy
places, though. About 5,000 people had to be evacuated, and every
one of them had to be fed and looked after. They even had to give them
water, which seemed a bit odd when there was so much of it around.
But you can't drink floodwater.”
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“No, floodwater isn't safe to drink because it could be dangerous for
your health,” said Stan.“You never know what could be mixed in it

“They couldn’t come home till they were told it was safe, which took
about a week or so. When they were eventually allowed to go home,
they had a massive job cleaning up. Just look at this photo.”

Stan stared at the old snapshot that Beth was pointing
at. It showed Beth'’s father, wearing gumboots,

pushing a broom through a sea of mud
inside the house. Piles of sodden carpet
and water-logged furniture were
stacked in the background.

“At least they could actually move
back into their house, though, once it
was cleaned up,”added Beth. “A lot of
houses were so badly damaged that
they could never be lived in again.”

“There was one good thing that came
out of it all," said Stan, smiling at her.

“What's that?” asked Beth.

“It gave you a terrific story for your project!”

Note: This story is based on the real Southland floods of 1984, which
caused $55 million worth of damage. No people were killed, but 12,000
sheep, 100 cattle, 334 pigs and 75 deer were lost.
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