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      "The friends who met here and embraced are gone,

      Each to his own mistake."

      — W.H. Auden

      

      "It is not the critic who counts; not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles, or where the doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly; who errs, who comes short again and again... who at the best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement, and who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring greatly."

      — Theodore Roosevelt

      

      "We must love one another or die."

      — W.H. Auden
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      AUTHOR'S NOTE

      

      This novel is based on true events that occurred in March 1907 on the goldfields of Western Australia. The rescue of Modesto Varischetti from the flooded Vale of Coolgardie mine captured international attention and remains one of the most remarkable survival stories in Australian mining history.

      

      The core facts are these: On March 19, 1907, catastrophic flooding trapped Italian miner Modesto Varischetti 150 feet underground. For nine days (I have condensed it to eight for dramatic purposes), diver Frank Hughes made twice-daily descents through flooded shafts to supply Varischetti with food, candles, and encouragement. On March 28, Hughes successfully extracted Varischetti using a diving helmet, guiding him through the frigid, flooded passages to safety.

      

      In bringing this story to life, I have taken certain liberties:

      

      Some characters are entirely fictional, created to serve the narrative. These include Sarah Hughes (Frank's wife), Ted Fox, and several supporting characters. While Frank Hughes was married, little is known about his wife, and Sarah is my creation—inspired by the women of the goldfields but not based on any particular person.

      

      Dialogue is invented, as are many personal interactions and emotional scenes. While I've strived for historical authenticity in speech patterns and attitudes, the specific conversations are products of imagination informed by research.

      

      Some events have been compressed or rearranged for narrative flow. The rescue took nine days historically; I've condensed it to eight. Some interactions between characters may have occurred differently or not at all.

      

      The emotional and psychological journey of the characters is interpretive. While we know Frank Hughes made the descents and Modesto Varischetti survived, their internal experiences are my extrapolations based on human nature and the extreme circumstances they faced.

      

      What remains true is the essential spirit of the story: A man was trapped in impossible conditions. Another man went into the darkness to save him, again and again. A community kept vigil. Hope survived when logic said it shouldn't. And ordinary people rose to meet extraordinary circumstances with courage that still resonates more than a century later.

      

      I have endeavoured to honour the real people involved—Frank Hughes, Modesto Varischetti, Antonio Benedetti, Father O'Herlihy, and the many others who participated in this rescue—by staying true to the documented facts while imagining the human experience beneath them.

      

      Any errors, historical or otherwise, are mine alone. However it is only a work historical fiction.
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      MAIN CHARACTERS

      

      FRANK HUGHES

      Market gardener and diver, age 42. A quiet man of small stature (5'4") but immense courage. Prefers anonymity to recognition but cannot turn away when someone needs help. Married to Sarah for twenty years. His twice-daily descents through 150 feet of flooded mine shaft to reach Modesto make the rescue possible.

      

      SARAH HUGHES

      Frank's wife, age 40. A tall (5'10"), capable woman who protects herself from society's judgment by publicly mocking her husband, though she loves him deeply. The rescue forces her to confront her fears—both literal (water) and metaphorical (vulnerability).

      

      MODESTO VARISCHETTI

      Italian miner, age 26. Trapped 150 feet underground for eight days after catastrophic flooding. Dreams of marrying his fiancée Giulietta and building a house "with windows with real glass." His courage and hope in the darkness inspire an entire community.

      

      ANTONIO BENEDETTI

      Modesto's best friend, age 28. Fellow Italian immigrant from the same village. Keeps eight-day prayer vigil in the chapel, refusing to eat or rest until Modesto is safe. His faith and loyalty become legendary.

      

      TED FOX

      Frank's longtime friend and diving partner, early 40s. Manages ropes and surface operations during the rescue. Solid, dependable, good-natured. Partners with Frank on a small mining claim.

      

      SUPPORTING CHARACTERS

      

      FATHER MICHAEL O'HERLIHY

      Catholic priest at St. Mary's Church, late 50s. Irish immigrant who learned Italian to serve his diverse parish. Provides spiritual framework for the community during the crisis. Leads continuous prayer for eight days.

      

      JOE WALSH

      Mine manager, Vale of Coolgardie. Coordinates the rescue operation, manages pumping efforts, and liaisons with government officials. Competent and dedicated.

      

      DR. MORRISON

      Doctor from Coolgardie. Prepares for and manages Modesto's medical care during and after the extraction. Protects his patient fiercely.

      

      GIULIETTA

      Modesto's fiancée in Italy. Upon learning of his survival, immediately books passage to Australia to marry him. They have five children and grow old together.

      

      MARIA VARISCHETTI

      Modesto's mother in Italy. Widow who raised five children alone. Prays constantly for her son's survival. Later has a well built in Frank's honour in their village.

      

      TOM HOGAN

      Newspaper reporter. Arrives cynical, leaves with restored faith in humanity. His coverage makes the rescue nationally significant while respecting Frank's humility.

      

      BOB CRAWFORD

      Pump operator who runs equipment day and night during rescue. Refuses medal because "I was just doing my job."

      

      INSPECTOR O'MALLEY

      Police inspector managing crowd control and civil order during rescue and aftermath.

      

      INSPECTOR CRABBE

      Mining inspector handling technical calculations about water levels and pumping rates.

      

      CURTIS and HEARNE

      Professional divers from Perth who serve as backup during the extraction. Naval diving experience makes them essential safety net.

      

      MINOR CHARACTERS

      

      BILLY - Young helper/messenger during rescue operations. Runs messages, helps with equipment, eager to be useful. Represents younger generation learning from the rescue.

      

      THE ITALIAN WIVES - Various women from Italian community who provide food, comfort, community during rescue. Become Sarah's friends after rescue. Represent community care.

      

      THE WIDOW FROM COOLGARDIE - Ted Fox's eventual partner. Practical, kind, understands mining life. Lost first husband to mining accident. She and Ted find companionship and build solid relationship.

      

      YOUNG THOMAS - Bob Crawford's assistant on the pumps. Learning the trade from Bob. Represents apprenticeship and passing on skills.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter One


          

          
            MARKET GARDEN MORNING

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun came up behind the mullock heaps like it was climbing out of the earth's own diggings, and Frank Hughes was already two hours into his day.

      He moved between the rows of vegetables with the economy of motion that came from forty-two years of making his body do difficult things in difficult places. Not fast—Frank Hughes never hurried—but steady as the turn of a good watch. First the tomatoes, checking for grubs and blight. Then the potatoes, testing the soil moisture with his fingers. The lettuces needed water; they were looking peaked in their shadecloth shelter. He made a mental note and moved on to the beans.

      The market garden occupied three acres of the best ground for twenty miles around—which was to say, ground that wouldn't kill everything you planted in it inside a month. They had surface water from Red River Creek most of the year, which was more than could be said for most of the goldfields. When Frank had first seen this patch of high ground eight years ago, he'd known. The way you know a good seam when you see it, the way you know when a rope will hold or a timber is sound. This was a place where things could grow.

      The house stood at the western edge of the garden, a modest weatherboard structure with a corrugated iron roof and a verandah running along the back where they could sit in the evening and watch the sun go down over the diggings. Frank had built it himself, mostly, with some help from Ted Fox when the beams needed hoisting. It wasn't much—three rooms and a wash-house—but it kept the weather out and it was theirs, paid for free and clear with money from the diving work and from selling vegetables to the mines.

      The wash-house stood separate from the main building, built against a large rock outcropping that provided one solid wall. Sarah had whitewashed it last spring and it gleamed in the early light. The clothesline stretched between the wash-house and a sturdy post Frank had sunk deep into the ground, allowing for maximum sun exposure. Sarah was particular about her washing, and Frank had learned long ago that a proper clothesline was worth doing right.

      He heard her now, banging around in the kitchen, and smiled to himself. She'd be making the porridge, measuring the oats with precision, adding the exact amount of water and salt that twenty years of marriage had taught her he preferred, all while muttering under her breath about something. It was how she worked—a running commentary directed at the pots and pans and the stove, at the ants that got into the flour, at the general unfairness of a world that required breakfast to be made before a woman had properly woken up. Frank found it comforting, that steady stream of words. The house was too quiet without it.

      He finished with the beans and moved to the pumpkin patch, where the vines were spreading with the vigor of things that actually wanted to live in this country. Pumpkins did well here. The miners bought them regularly—they kept, and they were substantial, and you could make a dozen different things with them. Sarah had a pumpkin soup that was famous at the Coolgardie market, thick and golden with butter melted on top. Frank had once watched a big Irish driller buy six bowls of it in succession, one after the other, and then tried to buy the recipe. Sarah had told him she'd sooner give him her grandmother's wedding ring.

      "Frank! Frank Hughes, your breakfast is getting cold!"

      He straightened from examining a particularly fine pumpkin and brushed the dirt from his hands. Five-foot-four in his socks, Frank Hughes was not an imposing figure. Wiry was the word most people used, or slight, or—if they were being less kind—undersized. He had the weathered face of a man who'd spent his life outdoors, with lines around his eyes from squinting against sun and salt spray and underground lamplight. His hair was still more brown than gray, though it was getting there, and he kept it short for practical reasons. Long hair was a liability when you worked with machinery or in close spaces or underwater.

      His hands were calloused in the particular ways of his various trades: smooth on the palms from rope work, rough at the fingertips from handling rock and tools, with scars across the knuckles from a hundred small incidents he'd stopped remembering individually. They were capable hands, strong despite their size, and he trusted them. In diving work, you had to trust your hands. They were often the only part of you that could see.

      He washed at the pump beside the kitchen door, working the handle with one hand while splashing water over his face and forearms with the other. The water was cool and clean—one of the benefits of living upstream from most of the mines. They had good water, and that was worth more than gold out here, some days. He dried himself on the towel that hung from a nail and went inside.

      The kitchen smelled of porridge and tea and the faint acidity of the sourdough starter Sarah kept in a crock on the shelf. It was a small room, made smaller by Sarah's presence, but she moved through it with surprising grace. At five-foot-ten and what the catalogs called "full-figured," Sarah Hughes dominated any space she occupied, but in her own kitchen she was perfectly calibrated to every distance and dimension. She could reach the top shelf without stretching, move from stove to table to washstand without a wasted step, and somehow never knock into anything despite having enough energy for three women her size.

      "Sit down before it turns to glue," she said without looking at him, ladling porridge into two bowls. "I don't know why you insist on checking every blessed plant before dawn. They'll still be there after breakfast."

      "Might not be," Frank said mildly, settling into his chair. "Roos got into the carrots last week. Remember?"

      "That was last week. There's been no roos since you put up that fencing."

      "Fencing needs checking too."

      "Everything needs checking with you. Check, check, check. I swear you'd check the sun to make sure it was going to rise properly if you could reach it."

      Frank smiled into his porridge. This was the routine, familiar as breathing. Sarah needed to fuss and he needed to let her, and somewhere in the middle of it they'd found a way to live together that mostly worked.

      She set her own bowl down and lowered herself into the chair opposite him with a slight grunt. The chair creaked—they all did when Sarah sat in them—and she shot it a dark look as if it had made the noise on purpose, out of spite.

      "That chair won't last another year," she announced. "None of them will. We need new furniture, Frank. Proper chairs that don't complain every time a person sits down."

      "I could reinforce them," Frank offered.

      "You could build new ones. It's not as if you don't know how."

      "Takes time."

      "You've got time. Winter's coming, such as it is out here. You'll not want to be working the claim in the rain."

      This was true. Frank and Ted Fox's small digging was only marginally profitable on the best days, and in wet weather it was positively miserable. They worked it because they were miners at heart and couldn't quite give up the hope that the next shovelful might reveal the seam that would change everything, but Frank was practical enough to know that the market garden was their real living.

      "I'll think about it," he said, which was what he always said when Sarah suggested improvements that he didn't particularly want to make but knew she was probably right about.

      "Think about it, he says. Well, that's something. Usually you just grunt and nod and hope I'll forget about it."

      Frank spooned up porridge and said nothing. This was the other part of the routine: Sarah working up to whatever was really bothering her by way of complaints about furniture and vegetables and the general state of things.

      "Ted Fox came by yesterday while you were at the claim," she said, and there it was. "Wanting to know if we'd seen the advertisement in the Miner about some salvage work down Esperance way."

      "Did he now."

      "He did. And I told him you weren't interested in diving work anymore, that those days were behind you, and he said—" She paused to drink her tea, eyes on Frank over the rim of the cup. "He said that was for you to say, not me."

      Frank set down his spoon carefully. "He's not wrong about that, Sarah."

      "So you are interested."

      "Didn't say that either."

      "You didn't say you weren't."

      "I didn't say I was."

      "Frank Hughes, you are the most exasperating man in the whole goldfields. Do you know that? The whole blessed goldfields, and you're the worst of the lot."

      "That's probably true," Frank agreed.

      Sarah threw up her hands, and the sleeve of her dressing gown—a faded flannel thing she'd had since before they were married—flapped dramatically. "You see? This is what I mean! You just agree with everything I say but you don't actually mean it. You say 'probably true' or 'I'll think about it' or 'didn't say that,' and I'm left not knowing what you actually think about anything!"

      Frank finished his porridge and pushed the bowl away, then met his wife's eyes properly for the first time that morning. They were green, her eyes, like the sea off Cornwall where he'd learned to dive, and when she was worked up about something they flashed with the same kind of dangerous light you'd see on the water when a storm was coming.

      "I think," he said slowly, "that Ted saw an advertisement and thought of me because we used to dive together, and he's wondering if there's money in it. I think you're worried because diving work is dangerous and you'd rather I stuck to tomatoes and beans. I think I told Ted when we came out here that I was done with salvage work, but I didn't say I was done with diving entirely. And I think that if something came up that really needed doing, and I was the right man for it, I'd want to do it. But I also think that vegetables need growing and this garden needs tending, and that's what I'm doing right now. That clear enough for you?"

      Sarah stared at him for a long moment, her mouth slightly open, and then she snapped it shut and stood up with enough force to make her chair skid backward on the floorboards.

      "Perfectly clear," she said crisply, gathering up the bowls with hands that were just slightly unsteady. "And for your information, Frank Hughes, I'm not worried about you drowning or being crushed or any of the other horrible things that happen to divers. I've quite accepted that if you're meant to die doing something stupid underwater, there's nothing I can do to stop you. You're the most stubborn man I've ever met, and when you get an idea in your head, wild horses and common sense together couldn't drag it out."

      She carried the bowls to the washstand and set them down with a clatter. "What I'm worried about is that when you go off on one of your rescue missions—because that's what they always turn into, isn't it? Frank Hughes saving somebody—you come back different. Quieter. Like you've gone somewhere I can't follow and part of you is still there. And I'm left here with the part of you that came back, trying to work out how to reach the rest."

      Frank sat very still. In twenty years of marriage, Sarah had never said anything quite like that. She'd complained about the danger, about the money, about being left alone to manage the garden and the house. But she'd never said that.

      "Sarah—" he started, but she turned around with her arms crossed over her substantial chest and her eyes dangerously bright.

      "Don't," she said. "Don't you dare apologize or explain or tell me I'm imagining things. I know what I know, Frank Hughes. I'm not some silly girl. I'm a grown woman who's been married to you for twenty years, and I know when my husband goes away from me even when he's standing right in front of me."

      She grabbed the dishrag and twisted it between her hands. "And the worst of it is, I know you can't help it. You're made the way you're made, and if there's someone needs help and you can give it, you will. That's who you are. That's who I married, though I didn't quite understand it at the time. I thought you were just a quiet little man who wouldn't give me any trouble."

      "Little," Frank repeated with the ghost of a smile.

      "Well you are little! There's no getting around it. You're a whole head shorter than me and I could probably pick you up and carry you if I had to, which makes you little in my book." She was working up steam again, color rising in her cheeks. "And that's another thing. Do you know what they call us in town? The people who think I don't hear them? They say 'there goes big Sarah and her little husband,' or they say 'I wonder if she knows she married a dwarf,' or they make jokes about our wedding night that I wouldn't repeat in front of the Virgin Mary herself."

      "Sarah—"

      "And I know I make it worse!" The words burst out of her now, twenty years of pressure finding release. "I know I do. I call you Naught and I make jokes about you never amounting to anything, and I tell the neighbors you're useless around the house even though you built it with your own hands. I tell everyone you're too short to reach the top shelf when you're the one who made the shelves exactly the height they needed to be. And do you know why I do it?"

      Frank shook his head slowly.

      "Because if I make the joke first, they can't hurt me with it. If I say you're little and useless and you'll never amount to naught, then when they say it—and they will say it, Frank, people are cruel—it doesn't land the same way. It doesn't cut. Because I said it first, and that means I'm in on the joke instead of being the joke."

      She wiped her eyes roughly with the dishrag. "But it's a horrible thing to do. It's a horrible thing, and I know it, and I hate myself for it. Because you're not useless and you've amounted to more than most men twice your size, and the only reason you don't tell me to stop is because you're too kind and too patient and you probably think you deserve it."

      "I don't think that," Frank said quietly.

      "Then why do you let me?"

      He stood up and walked over to where she was standing by the washstand. Even with her shoulders slumped the way they were now, she was still taller than him. He took the dishrag from her hands and set it aside, then took her hands in his. They were red and rough from work, Sarah's hands, strong enough to wring a chicken's neck or pull up a stubborn carrot or knead bread dough until it was smooth as silk.

      "I let you," he said, "because I know you don't mean it the way it sounds. I let you because I know it's how you protect yourself from people who don't understand us. I let you because twenty years ago in Fremantle, when I asked you to marry me, you laughed and said 'what do you want with a big horse of a woman like me?' and I said 'everything,' and you cried. You cried because nobody had ever said that to you before. Nobody had ever wanted everything about you, all of it, just as you were."

      Sarah's face crumpled.

      "So you can call me Naught all you like," Frank continued. "You can tell people I'm short and useless and I'll never amount to anything. I know what I mean to you, Sarah. I know because you let me see it when nobody else is around. When you bring me tea at the claim in the afternoon, or when you save me the best piece of roast, or when you mend my shirts even though you complain about it the whole time. I know."

      "Oh Frank," Sarah whispered, and pulled him against her, burying her face in his hair. "You're too good for me. You know that? You're too good."

      "Nobody's too good for anybody," Frank said into her collarbone. "We're just people, Sarah. Doing our best."

      They stood like that for a long moment, the morning sun strengthening through the kitchen window, the sounds of the goldfields waking up drifting in from outside. Somewhere down the creek a kookaburra was laughing its mad laugh, and the magpies were starting their carolling, and in the distance you could hear the thump of a stamper battery beginning its endless work of crushing ore.

      Finally Sarah released him and stepped back, wiping her eyes with her apron.

      "Well," she said, her voice only slightly unsteady. "That's quite enough emotion before nine in the morning. I've got washing to do and you've got vegetables to fuss over. And for heaven's sake, Frank, if you're going to do diving work again, at least make sure it pays properly. We could use a new stove. This one's on its last legs."

      "I'll keep that in mind," Frank said.

      "You do that. And Frank?"

      "Yes?"

      "My name is Sarah. Not missus. Not woman. Sarah."

      "I know that, Sarah."

      She nodded sharply, satisfied, and turned back to the washstand. Frank watched her for a moment longer, then collected his hat from its peg by the door and headed back out into the garden.

      The sun was properly up now, the sky that hard, bright blue that meant another scorcher of a day. But there were clouds building on the horizon, dark and heavy. The wet season was coming, such as it was. In a few weeks, maybe a month, the summer storms would start. The kind of storms that could turn a dry creek into a raging river in a matter of hours.

      Frank studied those distant clouds and felt a faint prickle of unease at the base of his skull. Weather sense, they called it. Some men had it and some didn't. The ones who did tended to live longer in dangerous trades.

      Something was coming. He didn't know what, but something was definitely coming.

      He turned his attention back to the beans and started checking the supports, making sure they were tied properly, making sure they could weather whatever was ahead.

      That's all you could do, really. Make sure things were tied down properly and hope it was enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter Two


          

          
            THE VALE OF COOLGARDIE

          

        

      

    

    
      Modesto Varischetti was singing.

      He sang quietly, under his breath, because the drilling machine made enough noise to wake the dead and there was no point trying to compete with it. But he sang anyway, the way he always did when he worked, because singing made the time pass and reminded him that he was alive and that being alive, even a hundred and fifty feet underground in the dark, was better than the alternative.

      The song was one his mother used to sing while making pasta, a folk tune from Lombardy about a girl waiting for her soldier to come home from the wars. Modesto didn't remember all the words anymore—he'd been in Australia five years now and his Italian was getting rusty around the edges—but he remembered the melody and he hummed that, his lips moving around the shapes of half-forgotten words.

      Quando tornerai, amore mio, quando tornerai...

      When will you return, my love, when will you return...

      The drilling machine bucked in his hands and he adjusted his stance, leaning into it the way you had to, letting his weight and the machine's weight work together. The bit screamed against the rock face, throwing up chips and dust that caught in his throat despite the wet cloth he'd tied over his nose and mouth. This was good rock, hard quartz with gold showing in it, the kind of rock that made a miner's heart beat faster. The kind that said: you're in the right place, keep going, there's more.

      Level ten of the Vale of Coolgardie mine was a good place to be, if you were a miner. The seam they were following had been consistent for three months now, paying wages and then some. The contractors were happy, the mine manager was happy, and the men were happy because happy contractors meant steady work and decent pay.

      Modesto was particularly happy because he'd sent thirty pounds home to Italy last month—thirty pounds!—and his mother had written back with tears smudged on the paper, saying it was too much, he shouldn't send so much, he needed to save for himself. But Modesto knew what thirty pounds meant in the village where he'd grown up. It meant his youngest sister could have a proper dowry. It meant his mother could get her teeth fixed. It meant the roof on the house could be repaired before the next winter.

      And it meant he was one step closer to bringing Giulietta to Australia.

      He thought about her constantly down here in the dark. Giulietta with her dark eyes and her laugh like bells, Giulietta who'd waited for him when he left five years ago, who wrote him letters every month in her careful schoolgirl script, who'd promised that yes, when he sent for her, she would come. Even to Australia, which might as well be the moon as far as the old people in the village were concerned. Even to the goldfields, where there was no proper church and no proper town and men lived in tents and holes in the ground.

      Modesto had promised her a house. Not immediately, but soon. A proper house with wooden floors and glass windows, not one of the hessian and tin shacks most of the miners lived in. He was saving for it, adding to his account at the Bank of Australasia every month. Another year, maybe two, and he'd have enough. Then he'd send for Giulietta and they'd be married—Father O'Herlihy had already promised to do the ceremony—and she'd make curtains for the windows and plant flowers in boxes and turn the house into a home.

      The thought made him smile behind his dust mask. Giulietta in Australia. His mother had said it was impossible, that no decent Italian girl would travel so far alone, that the journey was too dangerous and Australia was full of criminals and savages. But Modesto knew his Giulietta. She was braver than people thought. She'd come.

      The drilling machine hit a change in the rock and stuttered. Modesto eased off the pressure and adjusted the angle, feeling through the machine's vibrations what the rock was telling him. This was the art of it, the part that couldn't be taught. Some men just pushed and pushed until they broke through or broke the bit, but a good driller listened. The rock would tell you where it wanted to go if you paid attention.

      "Oi, Modesto! You planning to drill through to China or what?"

      Modesto looked up to see Jimmy Brennan, one of the other drillers on this level, grinning at him from the entrance to the drive. Jimmy was a big Irishman with arms like tree trunks and a face that looked like it had stopped a few too many pub fights. But he had a good heart and he'd been kind to Modesto when he first started at the Vale, teaching him the English words for tools and techniques, standing up for him when some of the other men made jokes about "the little Italian."

      "Nearly through!" Modesto called back, his accent making the words rounder than they should be. "This is good rock, Jimmy. Very good."

      "All rock looks the same to me, mate. Hard and in the way." Jimmy came closer, ducking under the low timber that supported the roof. He was too tall for underground work really, but he managed. "Shift boss says to finish up that hole and then knock off. Storm's coming."

      "Storm?" Modesto pulled the drill back and let it idle, the compressed air hose hissing. "But is only two o'clock, maybe."

      "Three-thirty, actually. And yeah, storm. A big one by the look of it. Bob wants everyone up top before it hits proper."

      Modesto glanced toward the shaft, though of course you couldn't see it from here—you were deep in the drives now, in the maze of tunnels that followed the gold-bearing quartz wherever it led. But he could feel the change in air pressure, that subtle shift that came before weather. Underground, you learned to notice these things.

      "Okay, okay. I finish this hole, maybe fifteen minutes."

      "Make it ten. I'm not waiting around while you sing to the bloody rocks." But Jimmy said it with a smile, and clapped Modesto on the shoulder as he headed back toward the shaft. "See you top-side, paesano."

      Modesto grinned. Jimmy had learned that word—paesano, countryman—just to use it on him, and he always said it with such a terrible accent that it made Modesto laugh every time. Good man, Jimmy. He'd have to invite him to the wedding when Giulietta came.

      He turned back to his work, adjusting the drill for the final push. The machine screamed back to full volume and he leaned into it, letting the bit bite deep. Just a little more, just enough to finish the hole so they could blast it tomorrow. The gold was here, right here in this rock, and tomorrow they'd bring it out into the light where it belonged.

      Where it would become money in the bank. Where it would become a house for Giulietta. Where it would become their future.

      Quando tornerai, amore mio...

      

      The skip brought men up in groups of four, squeezed together in the iron cage that rattled and swayed as it rose through the shaft. Modesto waited his turn, standing with Jimmy and two other drillers—Charlie Mason and a new fellow whose name he hadn't learned yet—in the cool darkness of level nine. The electric light bulb that hung from the timber near the shaft flickered occasionally, making shadows jump and dance on the rock walls.

      "How long you been in Australia, Modesto?" the new fellow asked. He was young, maybe twenty, with the soft hands of someone who hadn't been mining long.

      "Five years," Modesto said. "I come in 1902, February."

      "That's when the rush was really on, eh? Must've been something to see."

      "Was many people, yes. Many tents, many men looking for gold." Modesto smiled, remembering. "I have no English when I come. Only Italian, little bit of French. Very hard."

      "How'd you learn, then?"

      "I listen. I watch. The men, they teach me." He nodded at Jimmy. "Jimmy teach me many words. Some of them very bad words, I think, but useful."

      Jimmy laughed. "You're welcome, mate. Though I notice you never use the bad ones around Father O'Herlihy. Smart man."

      "Father O'Herlihy is very good man," Modesto said seriously. "He help many Italians when we come. Find work, find place to sleep. He learn Italian for us, can you believe? Irish priest learning Italian."

      "Well, he's mad as a cut snake, that one," Charlie offered. "But in a good way, like. My missus swears by him. Says he's the only holy man on the goldfields with any common sense."

      "He marry me and Giulietta," Modesto said, and then blushed slightly because he'd said it like it was already decided, already happening. "When she come from Italy. When I have money for house."

      "Good on you, mate," the young fellow said. "That's the dream, innit? Strike it rich, get a house, bring out a wife. Living the dream."

      "Is good dream," Modesto agreed.

      The skip arrived with a clang of metal on metal, and the four men from level ten piled out, muddy and tired. One of them—a Cornishman named Trelawney—nodded at the group waiting to go up.

      "Mind the water," he said. "There's seepage in the shaft above level seven. Not too bad yet, but it's coming down steady. Storm water probably."

      "Lovely," Charlie muttered. "Well, let's get up before it gets worse, eh?"

      They loaded into the skip, four men and their tools, packed in tight enough that you could smell your neighbor's sweat and yesterday's dinner. The skip operator—an Aboriginal fellow called Danny who'd been working the Vale for ten years—gave them a gap-toothed grin.

      "Hold tight, gentlemen. Express service to the surface, no stops, beautiful views of absolutely nothing."

      He pulled the signal rope and the skip lurched upward.

      Modesto had never liked this part. The skip was safe enough—safer than the ladders, certainly, and faster—but there was something unnatural about being suspended in the dark on a cable, trusting your life to machinery and the man operating it. The skip swayed and knocked against the shaft walls as it rose, the cable thrumming overhead, and Modesto kept his eyes closed and thought about sunlight.

      Thought about the surface.

      Thought about the market in Kalgoorlie where you could buy oranges if you had the money, fresh oranges that tasted like sunshine.

      Thought about the letters he'd write tonight to his mother and to Giulietta, telling them about the good rock on level ten, about the gold they'd bring out tomorrow.

      The skip stopped with a jolt and Danny called out, "Level seven! Watch the puddles!"

      They didn't get out—level seven was just a stopping point—but through the shaft collar Modesto could see what Trelawney had meant about the water. It was running down the walls in thin streams, collecting in pools on the landing. Not unusual after rain, but more than he'd seen before.

      "That's a fair bit of water," Jimmy observed. "Must be bucketing down up top."

      "Yeah, she's a good one," Danny agreed. "But we'll have you up in a tick. Hold on."

      The skip rose again, faster now, and Modesto felt his stomach drop away the way it always did. Not long now. Not long until he could breathe fresh air, or at least fresher air, and see the sky again.

      Even if the sky was full of storm clouds, it was still better than being underground.

      The skip broke the surface and they piled out onto the landing under the poppet head. The rain hit Modesto like a physical blow—cold, hard, and coming down in sheets. Thunder rolled overhead, so loud it seemed to come from inside your chest, and lightning flashed bright enough to hurt your eyes.

      "Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!" Charlie shouted over the noise. "That's biblical, that is!"

      The men scattered toward the tin hut that served as the change room and office, splashing through puddles that were already ankle-deep. Modesto ran with them, his work boots squelching in the mud, and burst through the door into the relative quiet of the hut.

      Inside, men were stripping off wet clothes and wringing them out, talking loudly over each other about the storm. The shift boss, Bob Crawford, was checking names off a list, making sure everyone was accounted for.

      "Modesto Varischetti?"

      "Here, Boss!"

      "Right, good. Jimmy Brennan?"

      "Present and correct, sir!"

      Bob looked up with a sour expression. "Don't be cheeky, Brennan. Charlie Mason?"

      "Here."

      "Danny, how many more down below?"

      "Just the one load from level ten, Boss. Should be up in five minutes."

      "Good. Soon as they're up, shut her down. I want that poppet head secured before this wind gets any worse." Bob was a solid man in his fifties, gray-haired and competent, with the kind of calm that came from thirty years of managing men and machinery. "And someone get a message to Walsh. Tell him we've got water coming down the main shaft faster than I like. He'll want to know."

      Modesto found a corner and started changing out of his wet work clothes. He'd walk back to his tent—he shared it with three other Italian fellows who worked at different mines—and he'd make some supper, and he'd write his letters, and tomorrow he'd come back and they'd blast that good rock on level ten and see what it yielded.

      Tomorrow would be a good day.

      Today had been a good day too, really. Hard work, but good. The kind of day that meant he was one day closer to the house, one day closer to Giulietta, one day closer to the life he'd imagined when he left Italy five years ago with everything he owned in a canvas bag and his mother's blessing on his head.

      He pulled on dry clothes and sat down to change his boots. Through the open door of the hut, he could see the rain falling in gray curtains, turning the whole world to water.

      Beautiful in a way, storms. Terrifying, but beautiful.

      He thought of the old people in his village, the ones who believed that storms were when God was angry. But Modesto had never believed that. God wasn't angry. God was just... big. And sometimes big things made a lot of noise and mess without really meaning to.

      He tied his boots and stood up, nodding to the men still changing.

      "See you tomorrow, paesani!"

      "See you, Modesto!"

      He pulled his oilskin coat over his head and stepped out into the storm, pointing himself toward town and his tent and his supper and his letters.

      He didn't look back at the poppet head, at the shaft that dropped away into the earth, at the mine that had been good to him for three months and would be good to him again tomorrow.

      He didn't know he'd never work another shift in the Vale of Coolgardie.

      He didn't know that in forty-eight hours, he'd be trapped a hundred and fifty feet underground with the water rising and the air running out and no way up.

      He didn't know that Frank Hughes, market gardener and occasional diver, was at that moment checking his beans and thinking about storms.

      He just walked into the rain, singing quietly to himself, thinking about Giulietta and houses and the future.

      Quando tornerai, amore mio, quando tornerai...

      

      In his office at the Kalgoorlie Miner, Tom Hogan was watching the storm through his window and thinking about deadlines.

      Tom was thirty-two years old, had been a newspaperman for twelve of them, and had developed the particular kind of cynicism that came from seeing the same stories play out over and over with only the names changed. Mine accidents, pub brawls, claim disputes, the occasional murder—the goldfields produced human drama with reliable regularity, and Tom's job was to turn that drama into copy that would sell papers.

      He was good at it. Not great, perhaps—greatness required a certain ruthlessness he didn't quite possess—but good. Good enough that the Miner kept him on staff. Good enough that he could afford a room at Mrs. Patterson's boarding house and three meals a day and an occasional pint at the Palace Hotel.

      The storm was the big story today, obviously. "DELUGE HITS GOLDFIELDS" or maybe "SUMMER STORM BRINGS CHAOS TO COOLGARDIE DISTRICT." He'd already sent young Billy, the copy boy, out to get quotes from people whose tents had blown down or whose claims had flooded. Human interest, that's what the readers wanted. Not just "it rained," but "the rain destroyed my livelihood and now my children will starve." That was news.

      Tom knew he was a cynical bastard. His mother—God rest her soul—would have been horrified at what he'd become. She'd raised him to be better than this, to care about people, to use his education for good. And here he was, hoping someone's tent had blown away dramatically enough to make a good photograph.

      The door opened and Billy came in, soaked to the skin despite his oilskin coat, grinning like a lunatic.

      "Mr. Hogan! You've got to come see—the whole main street's flooded! The water's up to the shopfronts!"

      "Is anyone hurt?"

      "What? Oh. No, I don't think so. But the water⁠—"

      "Then it's not a story, Billy. Flooded streets are inconvenient. Injured people are news. Go find me an injury."
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