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            One

          

          GREEN VALLEY - RURAL VICTORIA, AUSTRALIA 1886

        

      

    

    
      Colin gently nudged his horse into motion, sighing to himself as he moved away from the house. The sun had just disappeared below the hills. He should have left for home some time ago, but sitting with his friends by the fire had been hard to leave. The lively company, sharing a meal and a cup of tea had been enough to make him forget, even for a short time, his responsibilities that sat waiting for him to return.

      “Where have you been?”

      The door to the Shore family cabin had hardly swung shut and Christine began. “I thought you were going to be home in time to milk the cow.”

      “That’s your job,” Colin said.

      “I don’t want to be always mucking through mud and slush.”

      “Well take turns with Julianne or Maude.”

      “Shouldn’t milking cows be a man’s job?”

      “Christine, leave your brother alone.”

      Colin was glad his mother had finally spoken up.

      He was tired of his sisters’ constant hounding, especially Christine.

      “I don’t see why we should have to do men’s work,” Christine complained.

      “Milking the cow is anyone who is available work, and since your brother works himself to exhaustion trying to provide a living for us, you girls can pitch in, and stop complaining,” Rose Shore said.

      Colin should have felt satisfied that his mother had ended the argument, but he wasn’t a kid anymore. He wasn’t an old man either, having just past his twenty-second birthday, but his sisters still seemed to bicker the same as they had when they were children.

      “Have you eaten?” Rose asked her son.

      “I had some tea with Ned and Lilly.”

      “Great!” Now it was Julianne who was cross with him. “I kept your food aside, even when the others wanted more, and now you come in and tell me you’ve already eaten!”

      “What is it with you girls?” Colin said. “Can’t a man have a bit of peace and quiet without you constantly nagging him all the time?”

      “Colin,” Rose said.

      “It’s not fair, Mum.” He turned to face her. “I’m not their husband, I’m their brother, and I’m doing my best.”

      “Brother or husband, your father would not have stayed out so long after dark without a good reason.”

      “Well Dad isn’t here is he? I’m the one who’s been trying to put bread on the table for the last six years.”

      Even as the words left his mouth he realised he had gone too far. It had been six years since his father’s accident, but his mother still felt his loss keenly.

      “I’m sorry,” he said. “I shouldn’t have said that.”

      “Well, do you want this food or not?” Julianne said. “Because if you don’t want it, the rest of us could share it.”

      Colin waved his hand. It was only one plate of food. He knew his mother insisted he have more on his plate than the girls or Harry and he didn’t feel hungry now anyway.

      “You can have it,” he said. “I think I’ll go to bed.”

      He left the main room of the cabin and went into the small lean-to that had been added on at one end. There were only the three rooms to the house his father had built. The main kitchen and sitting room, his mother’s room, which she shared with her three daughters, and the lean-to, which he shared with his eight-year-old brother, Harry.

      Colin shrugged out of his jacket, and pulled his braces from his shoulders. He sat down on the bed to unlace his boots. Just sitting in this position, his knees touched the other bed across from his. It was so small and cramped. But it was all he could do just to make enough money to feed the family, without hoping to build a bigger house.

      He could hear his sisters still arguing about whose job it was to milk the cow in the morning. It wasn’t his job anymore. He had enough on his plate without that, and they were old enough to take on some responsibility to help him manage. Trying to shut out the chaotic family situation that existed all around him, he turned his thoughts to the day he’d spent with Ned.

      Since his father’s death, Ned Miller, being a few years older, had teamed up with Colin to help him along. Colin loved the days he was away from his own place and working with Ned. Ned and his wife, Lilly, treated him like a man—a hard-working, responsible man. When they came inside at Ned’s house, Lilly would greet them, feed them and talk with them both about the stock and the crops. Not like when Colin arrived home. His sisters would nag him and there was rarely any sensible discussion about how their small farm was going. His mother was usually too frazzled. He wanted what Ned had—a wife, a companion and some sensible adult company. But that idea didn’t last more than a minute. If he could find a wife, where on earth would he put her in this crowded place?

      The door to the lean-to creaked open and Colin’s youngest sibling, Harry, stepped into the room.

      “You still awake, Col?” the eight-year-old asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “If you want, I can milk the cow every day for you.”

      Colin smiled. His little brother hated being babied. Perhaps he would be able to take on the task if someone showed him how to do it right.

      “Let’s talk to Mum about it tomorrow.”

      “She’ll let me if you say it’s okay.”

      “All right, mate. Let me go to sleep now. I’ll look into it tomorrow.”
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        * * *

      

      “Did you ask Mum?” That was the first question young Harry asked the minute he sat up at the breakfast table. Colin slid along the rough bench seat to make room for his brother.

      “Ask me what?” Rose asked as she placed a full bowl of porridge in front of her eldest son.

      “Colin said I could milk the cow.”

      “I said I’d ask Mum,” Colin said. “It depends on whether she is prepared to teach you.”

      “He’s old enough,” Julianne said. “I remember helping Dad milk when I was his age.”

      “Please, Mum.”

      Colin looked to gauge if his mother would really object to her youngest son’s pleading. She looked a bit tentative.

      “We were all helping Dad with outside chores by Harry’s age,” Colin said. “He should be all right.”

      “Yes, but your father was there watching over you, to make sure you didn’t get trod on by the cows, or kicked in the head, when one of them got stroppy.”

      “One of the girls can oversee him until he’s old enough.”

      “Why can’t you oversee him?” Christine said.

      “Because I’m usually off first thing in the morning.”

      “Christine. You are eighteen years old.” Rose turned stern eyes on her second daughter. “You’re going to have to understand that farm chores are just as much a part of what you can expect as a farmer’s wife as indoor chores. I wish you’d stop throwing everything at your brother.”

      Colin watched to see how his sister would respond to his mother’s firm words. She turned her back to the table and kept poking at the eggs in the frying pan on the stove.

      “Harry, you can start to learn about milking,” Rose said, “but you are not to go about the chore on your own. You must have one of your sisters watching you.”

      “I don’t reckon I’ll need them. I’m strong enough.”

      Colin ruffled his little brother’s hair. “You’ll need them. And be thankful.”

      Harry put his head down and kept spooning porridge into his mouth.

      “You off back to Ned’s today?” Rose asked.

      Colin nodded. “A couple more days and we should have all his hay cut and stacked. Then he’ll come over here and help me with ours.”

      “I’m glad you get to work together,” Rose said. “You’ve done so well developing this land since your father died.”

      “If it hadn’t been for Ned and Reverend Laslett, I don’t reckon I would have made it.”

      “Thank God they were good enough to stick with you while you were finding your feet.”

      In the early days following his father’s death, many neighbours and friends had offered help and advice. Then, as a sixteen year-old, it had been all he could manage just to keep his head up. His father’s death had knocked his confidence, and confidence was something he needed badly as the job of supporting his mother and siblings fell on his shoulders. If it hadn’t been for the parish minister, Colin doubted they would have survived. But the Reverend, John Laslett, had proved himself not only a preacher and pastor, but also as a man who was willing to put legs on his faith. He’d swung an axe, herded cattle and wielded a scythe, all while he offered encouragement and comfort to the grieving family—especially to Colin. Colin admired and respected the man.

      As Colin got up from the breakfast table, his mother brought a packed dinner tin over for him.

      “I’m guessing you will stay over at the Millers’ for dinner. Do you think you will be home for tea this time?”

      “I don’t know. Sometimes Ned and I have things to talk about after we’ve finished for the day. I might stay if they invite me.”

      “How is Lilly coping?”

      “All right. Why wouldn’t she be coping?”

      Rose smiled. “Ned told you, didn’t he?”

      “About what?”

      “Lilly is in the family way.”

      “Again? They already have two.”

      “You are so cynical, Col,” Julianne said. “Children are a blessing.”

      “Unless you have to feed them,” Colin replied. “I have enough mouths to feed here. Believe me, if I were in Ned’s place, I’d be happy with what I had.”

      Julianne laughed. “Well, lucky for you, this family has no chance of increasing.”

      “That’s just as well. I was kind of hoping it might decrease.”

      “Col.” Rose sounded cross.

      “I mean, I was hoping Pete Browning would stop just hovering around our place—would marry you, and take you off my hands.”

      He watched Julianne as she blushed.

      “Col, you should be more sensitive in the way you talk,” Rose said. “What if Pete Browning is not interested in getting married?”

      “Well, why does he hang around here so much?”

      “How do you know?” Christine joined in the discussion. “You’re never here.”

      Colin shrugged. “Well, hopefully he or someone will come by and want to marry you, and you too, Christine.”

      Rose shook her head.

      “Off you go to work,” she said. “And when you come home tonight, see if you can manage to bring a more positive attitude towards your sisters. You should be glad you have family.”

      Colin gave his mother a quick kiss on the cheek, took his tuckerbox and waterbag, and left the cabin.

      I’ll be really happy for my sisters if they can manage to find someone else to take care of them.
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        * * *

      

      Ned sat next to Colin in the shade of the gum tree. Colin appreciated the food his mother packed him. She always gave him the lion’s share, but he wished it could be more. The work was hard labour, and he needed the energy.

      “My mother tells me Lilly’s in the family way again,” Colin said, as he passed his water bag to his friend.

      Ned took a long swallow of water from the canvas bag.

      “I told you that.” He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

      “When?”

      “About three months ago.”

      Colin couldn’t remember. It obviously hadn’t made an impression.

      “Don’t you recall, you said ‘haven’t you got enough mouths to feed’?”

      Colin recalled having said that, but he thought he’d said it before the last baby was born. Apparently he’d said it more than once.

      “Sorry, I don’t remember.”

      “No. I realise that having children is not something you think about every day.”

      “I have enough people to feed without adding to the number.”

      “Yes, I know. But don’t begrudge me my joy.”

      “Joy?”

      “As odd as it may seem to you, I love my wife, and I love my children.”

      Colin nodded. That was obvious.

      “And I’m excited that there will be another one.”

      That, Colin didn’t understand.

      “One day, you will find a wife, and once your family starts to grow, you will feel the same way.”

      “There, I can safely contradict you.”

      “What, that you’ll find a wife?”

      “No, that I’ll be excited to see the family grow.”

      “Col, you’re just overwhelmed with the responsibility for your father’s family. Once they grow up and move into families of their own, you’ll feel differently.”

      “That seems a long way off, at the moment.”

      “The girls are all of marriageable age.”

      “Maude is only thirteen.”

      “Christine and Julianne are old enough though.”

      “You think I should try and arrange something for them?”

      Ned laughed. “I wouldn’t meddle with them, but I’ve told you before, my sister, Kathleen, is keen to get married.”

      “I’m not looking for a wife.”

      “Not yet, but once the two older girls move out of your place, you’ll have room to think about romance for yourself.”

      Colin coughed on a swallow of water and it half spurted out of his mouth.

      “What’s the matter with you?” Ned asked.

      “I’m going to pretend I didn’t just hear you say that.”

      “Say what?”

      “Romance. Ned! Come on. This is real life, and it’s hard. No woman in her right mind would look at me and my situation and think it romantic.”

      “I’m just saying. If you softened up your attitude a bit and took some tips on how to sweet-talk, my sister Kathleen wouldn’t take too much convincing to fall in love with you.”

      “I think I have enough on my plate with the family I have, mate. But thanks for your thoughts.”

      Ned smiled and clapped him on the shoulder. “Whenever you’re ready, just say the word.” He got up from the ground and brushed the dirt and grass from his trousers.

      Colin watched him. He shook his head and rolled his eyes, hoping to give Ned the impression that he was not interested in his matchmaking. And he wasn’t. Kathleen Miller was a nice girl. The Millers were a good family, but he had never given Kathleen any thought—he wasn’t attracted to her. Perhaps, when his house was empty of everyone else, and he was desperate for a companion and helpmate … but that wasn’t likely to happen for a long time. His mother was only in her early forties, and Harry would be around for a good many years yet.
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        * * *

      

      Just as Colin had predicted, Lilly invited him to stay for tea. He washed up at the enamel bowl she had on the wash-stand on the veranda, hung his hat on the peg outside their cabin door and went inside. Now that he was aware of it, he could see that Lilly’s figure was thickening again. Ned had found a blessing when he’d married Lilly Smythe. She was not only pretty but she had a pleasant and kind personality. She was patient with her children, and she doted on her husband.

      Colin tried not to look when she kissed Ned as he entered.

      “Did you finish the hay carting?” she asked.

      “Nearly. Tomorrow should see it all safely bundled and stored.”

      “So then you’ll go over to the Shore’s to help get their hay in the shed?”

      Ned nodded.

      “How are your family, Col?” Lilly brought a plate laden with stew and set it before her guest. She then placed the breadboard, with thick slabs of sliced bread, right in front of him.

      “Good.” Colin was hungry and reached for a slice.

      “Do you think Julianne will marry soon?”

      “Better let him eat, Lilly,” Ned said. “He’ll probably faint of malnourishment if he doesn’t eat before he talks.”

      Lilly smiled and put another plate of stew in front of her husband.

      They ate quietly, the silence only broken by Lilly giving instructions to her three-year-old, and encouragement to the baby as she swallowed each spoonful of mashed vegetable.

      “So, my sister-in-law, Kathleen would make a good wife.” Lilly’s comment came out of the blue. Colin wasn’t sure how to respond. “What do you think, Col?”

      Colin cleared his throat, but couldn’t think of a suitable answer.

      “He reckons his house is crowded enough,” Ned said.

      “I don’t reckon a little bit of crowding would make an ounce of difference if you really loved each other.”

      Colin didn’t know which way to look, so kept his eyes on his plate. He only had another spoonful of food left, so he took it slowly. He didn’t have any opinions on love, especially when it came to Kathleen. He was sure she was a good girl, but he knew he didn’t love her.

      “Better leave him alone, Lilly,” Ned said. “He’ll make up his own mind when he’s ready.”

      “Just letting you know, she’s keen on you, Col. Wouldn’t want you to miss the opportunity.”

      Col pushed his plate back and stood up from the table.

      “Thanks, Lilly. I’ll keep it in mind. I better get off home now, or they’ll worry about me.”

      Ned followed Colin out.

      “I don’t want to push you, mate,” Ned said. “But it’s just like Lilly said. Kathleen is a bit soft on you. She’d make a good wife and we’d be brothers.”

      “I’m not ready for that yet,” Col said. “I don’t want her to get her hopes up.”

      “All right. I’ll tell her.”
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        * * *

      

      During the ride home Colin thought on what Ned and Lilly had said. He tried to picture having Kathleen as his wife, in his home, but it didn’t work. The house was always crowded, and besides, he just didn’t feel that way about her. Anyway, what was the rush for him to get married?

      When he arrived home, he saw Pete’s horse tied up to the rail near the cowshed. Pete was one of twelve children—now that was a crowded family cabin. He couldn’t imagine Pete wanting to take Julianne to live with his family. It was more likely he’d set about building a house of their own—if he ever got around to proposing. Pete wasn’t like him. His father was still alive, and he had four brothers, one old enough to take on farm responsibility. Colin was on his own to make his father’s land provide.

      As Colin walked towards his house, he saw Pete on the veranda.

      “Col.” Pete waved to him.

      “Hello, Pete. You got up the courage to ask her yet?”

      “I asked her ages ago.”

      “What? Did you ask my mother about it, because you haven’t asked my permission yet.”

      Pete laughed. “It’s not official yet, and I know full well that you can’t wait for Julianne to get married.”

      Col leaned against the veranda post and looked Pete in the eye. “Just need to make sure your intentions are honourable.”

      “Yeah, righto. I’m sure that’s been the biggest worry on your mind.”

      “To be honest, I’ve been thinking why, with seven sisters, you would want to bring another woman into your house.”

      Pete laughed again. “It’s a thing called love. And anyway, Julianne and I plan to head west once we get married. There are some new areas of land being opened up in South Australia.”

      “So you really are going to do it?”

      “What, get married?”

      “Move away from Green Valley.”

      “Both, probably. Just as soon as Jack turns eighteen. Dad reckons he’ll be able to manage with the two of them then.”

      At that moment Julianne stepped out onto the veranda, the light from inside spilling out with her. “Oh, it’s you, Col. Mum was wondering when you would finally get home. You been out seeing Kathleen?”

      “What? No! Who put that idea in your head?”

      “A little bird told me she was keen on you.”

      “Well, I’m not keen on her, so don’t be ridiculous, Julianne.”

      “Sorry!” Julianne held her hands up in mock apology.

      “I’ll see you later, Pete.” Colin went inside but he heard Pete’s words before he’d closed the door.

      “You’d better not tease him, Julianne,” Pete said.

      “I don’t know what’s eating him.”

      “Perhaps he’s jealous that we have each other.”

      Colin closed the door. Why was he edgy? Was he jealous of Pete or Ned? Did he wish he had someone like they did? He thought of Kathleen again and clamped that idea down. She wasn’t for him. He was happy enough as he was, wasn’t he?

      “Hello, Col,” Rose said. “Did you get the hay cutting finished?”

      Colin sat down in the one chair that sat by the window.

      “Tomorrow we’ll finish at the Millers’ and then we’ll start here.”

      Christine was wiping up a cooking pot. “I guess you and Ned will be in here for dinner then?”

      “They’ve been feeding me for tea the last few days. I reckon we could return the favour.”

      “That will be fine,” Rose said.

      “I milked the cow both times today,” Harry said. He had come to stand next to his brother the minute he sat down. “I didn’t need any help and nothing went wrong.”

      “That’s great, Harry. I’m sure the girls will really appreciate it.”

      “I know I will,” Christine said, “especially once he can do it unsupervised.”

      “Well then we will all be happy, won’t we?”

      “What’s the matter, Col?” Rose asked.

      “Nothing.” Colin felt his hackles rise.

      “You’re just a bit snappy.”

      “He’s always snappy,” Christine said.

      “Why do you always have to bite?” Colin glared at his sister. “Why can’t you be like Maude? She isn’t always harping on at me.”

      “Col.” There was warning in Rose’s tone.

      He dragged himself out of the rocking chair. “I’m off to bed.”
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        * * *

      

      Rose watched Colin leave the small kitchen. What had put him out of sorts? Though when she thought about it, she realised he was often out of sorts lately. She sighed as she hung up the dishtowel. It must be frustrating having lost his youth to premature responsibility. This wasn’t the first time she had grappled with guilt. She’d battled with this thought constantly over the last five years. Perhaps I should have remarried.

      When her husband, Charles, had been killed, Rose had been too devastated to consider remarriage, even with the large family and the only man left to provide for them being a boy of sixteen. Then, as the months passed, the pain eased and she realised the weight of the burden that had been placed on Colin. She had begun to feel it was her duty to marry, if only to relieve him of the pressure. But the only opportunity that presented itself proved to be a near disaster.

      When Samuel Jones appeared in the Valley, middle-aged and unattached, Rose thought he might have been a solution to their desperate situation. No one in the Valley knew anything of him, and she knew she could not find any love for him in her heart. But still she would have married him for the sake of her young family.

      Even as she thought about that horrible time, a shiver of revulsion ran up her spine.  If it hadn’t been for the Reverend, she might have destroyed what little they had left. But John Laslett had strongly advised that she wait, and in hindsight, she couldn’t have been more thankful. Samuel Jones had proved himself a cruel and abusive man.   She first saw his true colours when she suggested they not rush into a marriage. His fury, demonstrated in words and action, had shocked her. She hadn’t loved him, but she hadn’t had any idea what lay beneath the surface.  When he had slapped her across the face, Colin had come to her aid and Samuel had taken to him like a bull to a red rag. Colin nursed a number of injuries as a result of the incident.

      Julianne and Christine had run to Ned and Lilly’s house, and Ned, with a couple of other local farmers, had rounded Samuel up and seen him off in short order. Rose had given no more thought to remarriage since that time, and even now, years after the event, she was reluctant to entertain the idea.

      Now Colin was no longer a boy—he was a man of marriageable age. Rose wondered if he was beginning to think about finding a wife for himself. All his friends were married, even though they were a little older. She could easily see how difficult it would be to bring a wife into this home, but she and the other children couldn’t do without Colin yet. They needed him. Rose worried over the situation even after she and the girls had gone to bed. She wanted to release her son from the obligation of caring for them and give him the freedom to seek a life, a wife and family of his own. But it was impossible. God, I wish there were another way.
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          LONDON - ENGLAND, 1886

        

      

    

    
      Yet another wave of guilt washed over Emily as she took in the scene. Her father, Earl Stanford Wallace, lay on the chaise lounge so spent that Emily worried that he might have stopped breathing. Then she saw his chest rise and fall, giving her a moment’s relief. But only a moment. His collapse was all her fault. If only I could do as he asks.

      The arguments she’d had with her father had been loud and emotional. He seemed to be of a mind that his request be simply obeyed, but she couldn’t do it. When she’d told him so, he’d gone red in the face, broken out in a sweat, and staggered back towards the lounge. Emily had been alarmed to see him in such a state, especially knowing what the doctor had said about his health. Yet, even aware that her resistance to his will was dangerous, she still couldn’t comply. If only he hadn’t asked it of her. She loved him, and wanted to please him. He didn’t understand, and she couldn’t seem to make him understand. And now this. Emily felt sick at heart seeing him pale and listless, his breathing shallow. The butler showed the doctor into the room, and Emily took the chance to leave. She didn’t want to face this anymore.

      “Have you settled everything with father?” Emily was startled from her thoughts by her brother’s question. She hadn’t seen him standing in the hall.

      “Settled?” She knew what he meant. She guessed it had been his suggestion in the first place.

      “Can I go back to Lord Derickson with your answer?” Emily struggled to find words. Her brother was eight years her senior and had never been patient. His tone made her stomach knot with anxiety. He would expect her to say ‘yes’ but she would sooner die.

      “When can we set the wedding date, Emily? For goodness sake! Why are you being so stubborn about this?”

      It was now or never. If she yielded, she may just as well be dead anyway.

      “There won’t be any wedding, Charles. I have no wish to marry Lord Derickson, nor anyone related to him.”

      “No one related to him has made any offer, child.” Charles moved to within inches of her. He wasn’t a tall man, but he was intimidating, particularly when his face was so close to hers. “Lord Derickson has made a generous offer and I cannot think of any reason why you should not be extremely grateful.”

      “Lord Derickson is nearly sixty years old!”

      “That is of no consequence.”

      “I’m not yet seventeen and he has been married twice before. Why must I throw myself away on an old man?”

      “Do you suppose you could make a better match on your own? Emily, you need to do as you are told and trust me when I tell you, this is for your own security and future.”

      “But Charles, I am afraid of him. Don’t you understand that?”

      “Don’t be ridiculous. What’s there to be afraid of?”

      “It’s the way he looks at me. I hate the look in his eye.”

      “You talk a lot of nonsense.”

      “He is not a good man, Charles.”

      “You have no grounds to say such a thing. You should be ashamed of yourself.”

      “I do have grounds. If he’s anything like his son, then I have good reason to be worried.”

      “His son? What have you had to do with him? Emily, I hope you haven’t any designs on Frederick Derickson. He is married, you know?”

      “He may be married, but it hasn’t stopped him from making bold advances toward me whenever he finds me alone. I’m so afraid of the pair of them that I barricade myself in my room when I know they are on the grounds.”

      “You do make up such terrible stories, Emily.”

      “Don’t you believe me?” Emily could feel panic beginning to rise in her throat.

      “Of course I don’t believe you. Derickson and Frederick are both gentlemen. They wouldn’t do anything to hurt you.”

      Emily knew better, but she couldn’t say so. She didn’t even want to think about it again, let alone talk about it. No one would believe her word against his.

      “Well?” Charles stood with his hands on his hips.

      “I won’t marry him. I don’t trust him. His eyes tell me he is a man without scruples.”

      “If you would just marry the man he wouldn’t need to lust after you, would he?”

      “Charles!” Unfortunately, Emily knew what her brother meant. She wished she didn’t, but Frederick Derickson … No, she would not think about that again.

      “Emily, please grow up. All you need do is produce Lord Derickson a son and then you can have as many affairs as you choose. He probably won’t care one way or the other. All he wants is an alliance with our family, which would help the Wallace family reputation. Then there will be a son to pass our mother’s estate on to, now that it has been left entirely to you.”

      Emily turned on her heels and walked away.

      “I haven’t finished with you,” Charles called after her.

      “I won’t listen to you any more, Charles.”

      She was shocked and hurt by her brother’s attitude. At least her father hadn’t talked in such a base manner. At least he had tried to promote the marriage as a decent and honourable match.

      Once safely back in her room, Emily couldn’t stop thinking about what her brother had said. Instead of allaying her fears, he had all but confirmed them. He hadn’t denied that Lord Derickson or his son, Frederick, were anything other than philanderers. It was not the sort of thing a young gentlewoman should know about. If her mother had been alive she would never have heard some of the things her brother talked about. But he made no effort to censor the conversations he had with his friends who sat at the dinner table with them. If her father was present, the language was somewhat modified, but with him being ill so often, Emily had sat at the dinner table on many occasions and listened to language that made her feel ill. She had tried to pretend that her brother was a decent living gentleman, but was finding it harder to deny the suspicions that he kept company with immoral men, which of course brought doubt upon his own moral character.

      The more she thought about Charles, the more worried she became. Now that she had admitted that her brother might not be as upstanding as she’d once thought, she began to think of other people who’d been brought through their London house. While her father had been sick these past few months, Charles had brought any number of strange women to Wallace Hall. Emily had never been introduced, as she was sure she should have been if they were well-bred ladies. The whole sickening truth began to take form in her mind, and the more she considered it, the more she wanted to run and hide. Charles was the one who was pushing this marriage with Lord Derickson. If this was the state of his moral character, then he wouldn’t have any scruples compromising his sister.

      The night hours ticked by, and Emily couldn’t sleep. Now that the idea was loose in her mind, she wondered how she could possibly escape the unholy alliance her father and brother had planned. With her father so ill, Charles was becoming more controlling, as if he were her authority. She had to do something, or she would be condemned to a life of misery.

      Father won’t force me against my will, but Charles will, if he gets half a chance.

      He wasn’t well by any means, but Emily’s situation was desperate, so she approached her father the next morning.

      “Are you feeling any better?” She kissed him on the cheek as she leaned over his bedside.

      “A little.”

      Emily squeezed his hand.

      “I would feel so much better if I thought your future was secure,” he said.

      “There is time, father. We don’t need to rush.”

      “There isn’t time, Emily. Not for me. I don’t think I will be long for this world.”

      “Please don’t say that.” Emily felt tears prick her eyes.

      “Lord Derickson is a good man, he is well situated and has the ability to see to everything you could ever need.”

      Emily let go of his hand. “He is not a good man.” She said it quietly. It was one thing to say this to her brother, but her father expected more respect.

      “You have no right to say that. You are ungrateful and disobedient.”

      “I’m sorry, Father. But I will not marry him.”

      “You will either marry him, or you will be packed off to the colonies.”

      Emily was stunned. What did he mean? Transported like a convict?

      “Will you do as you’re told?”

      Emily paused, tears now sliding down her cheeks, and her nose beginning to drip.

      “Emily, please. Either you marry Lord Derickson, or you go out to Australia to live with your aunt.”

      “Aunt?”

      “Don’t disrespect me, child.”

      “Do you mean your younger brother’s wife?”

      “If you persist in this foolishness, then yes. You can go and live with Vera, his widow. And let’s see how well you do amongst convicts, savages and wild animals.”

      Emily shuddered at the thought. She weighed up the options in her mind. But she was sure that Derickson was no better than a convict or wild animal. Surely her uncle and aunt would not have stayed in Australia if it had been as bad as her father wanted her to believe.

      “I will go to Aunt Vera.”

      She watched her father’s face. It was already pale, with beads of sweat standing out on his brow. His breathing was shallow again, and she was sorry that she was apparently the cause.

      “Very well. I’ll have Chalmers make the arrangements. You will go and stay for at least a year, just so you can begin to appreciate what you have here and what you’ve been offered.”

      “And when I return?”

      “You will marry Derickson, if he will still have you.”

      Emily hoped he would not.
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      Emily heard the announcement being shouted below deck. From her stateroom she heard the clamour as other passengers readied themselves to go above, hopeful for a glance at the new land that they were approaching.

      “Aren’t you going to come with us, Emily?” Her companion and chaperone, Mrs Manley, was already putting her hat on.

      “No, I think I will wait until we are ready to disembark.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      Once Mrs Manley had stepped into the narrow corridor and shut the cabin door, Emily put her head in her hands. What had she done? Her father had spoken of Australia as a god-forsaken place, run by convicts. Her brother had added his curse to her venture, not making any attempt to soften his language. Were there really snakes so large they could swallow you whole? And lions and tigers? Was that true?

      Still, the decision had been made.

      The dangers of the alternative she knew to be true, and despite the unknown wilds of the colony of Victoria, she was willing to take the risk. She knew her uncle, Lord Jamieson Wallace, had emigrated to Australia shortly after his marriage. He and his wife had a house and property somewhere out from the city of Melbourne, and they had been there for thirty years. Or at least, her Aunt Vera had been there for thirty years. Her uncle had died some years before. Emily kept telling herself that Aunt Vera would have returned to England if it had really been as bad as her father and brother wanted her to believe.

      She had overcome the temptation to yield when she’d said goodbye to her father.

      “Perhaps the time away will do you good, child.” He was weak when he’d spoken. “You mind your aunt, and don’t give her any trouble.”

      It had been difficult saying goodbye and Emily worried about his health.

      It had been easier saying goodbye to her brother. He had been so angry when their father had allowed her to travel. He had tried another couple of times to bully her into going ahead with the marriage. “Stop your childish behaviour. You’re nothing but a whining infant,” he had said.

      If he had thought his words would change her mind, he was mistaken, as Emily found extra courage to leave the more he ranted. She was thankful that while her father was still alive, Charles could do nothing to prevent her from leaving. Her father’s word was still law. He may have been unhappy with her decision, but he would not force her.

      So Emily Wallace had booked her passage, engaged the services of Mrs Manley, who was emigrating to be with her family, and overseen the packing of her trunks. During all the time of preparation, Emily had shut her mind to what such a voyage would actually mean. It wasn’t until the gangway had been pulled in, and the ship had pulled away from the dock that Emily realised there was now no turning back. Seasickness had turned out to be a friend. While she was absorbed with feeling wretched, the ship had kept moving away from her home, her father and the horrible plan her brother had for her. Three days into the voyage, she found her sea legs, and then she had all the time in the world to consider the choice she had made. If she had felt there would have been any benefit, she would have demanded the captain turn the ship around and head back to England. There might have been misery in her homeland, but at least it was familiar and had a measure of security about it.

      Now with just about every human being aboard on deck, welcoming the sight of Port Melbourne, Emily dropped her head in her hands again and sobbed from deep inside.
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        * * *

      

      Colin had been stewing over his frustrations for long enough. Even he could recognise the tension that existed in his household because of it. He had set out in the morning with the purpose of catching his friend, the Reverend John Laslett, before he set out on pastoral visits for the day.

      “Come in, Colin.” Kate Laslett smiled as she showed Colin into the manse. “Is everything all right with your mother?”

      “Yes, she’s fine.” Colin said. “I was hoping I would be in time to catch your husband before he goes out for the day.”

      “You’re in plenty of time,” Kate said. “John won’t be going out today as he’s getting ready to go to the city tomorrow.”

      “The city?”

      “Yes. Lady Vera has asked us to meet a relative of hers who is due in Port Melbourne the day after tomorrow. I was supposed to go with him, but I haven’t been very well.”

      “Oh. I’m sorry if I’ve come at a bad time.”

      “No, no. It’s quite all right.”

      “Should I have my mother come visit?”

      Kate smiled at him. “It’s all right, Colin. Nothing that a little time won’t cure.”

      She was smiling. Why was she smiling if she was unwell?

      “I’ll call John,” she said. “Sit down and make yourself at home.”

      Though Colin had developed a close friendship with John Laslett, he always felt ill at ease when he visited him at the manse. John’s home was a solid bluestone house with a number of large rooms, each with a fireplace. The furniture was polished wood with embroidered silk upholstery. It was fancy when compared to the rough-hewn furniture in his home, and Colin always felt awkward sitting down. He never thought much about what he wore, but he became very aware when his patched and stained work clothes were set against the manse decor.

      “How are you, Col?” John came into the parlour, a smile on his face. Colin stood up and shook his hand held out in greeting.

      “So to what do I owe this pleasure? Everything all right with your family?”

      Suddenly, Colin felt ridiculous about the things he wanted to say. Despite what had motivated his visit, he now found himself at a loss for words.

      “Sit down for a while?  Kate can order some tea for you.”

      “No! No, thank you.” Colin fiddled with the edge of his hat in his hand. “I don’t really want to waste your time.”

      “This is not a waste of time. I’m a pastor, you’re a parishioner. If you need to talk, then I’m glad you’re here.”

      “I’m not really sure what I want,” Colin said.

      “Sit down.” John all but pushed him into a nearby seat. “I’ll order some tea, and then we can talk properly.”

      Colin swallowed a lump of anxiety that had formed in his throat. He still wasn’t comfortable, perched on the edge of the finely upholstered lounge chair.

      “For goodness sake, Colin, relax. I’m not going to bite you.”

      “I do need to talk to you, but I feel silly about what I need to say.”

      “Don’t feel silly. I’m happy you’ve come to talk. You have taken on such a huge responsibility with your family, and you’re still very young. If you had your father around, I daresay you would have talked to him. But in his absence, I would be pleased to be that listening ear.”

      Colin nodded and relaxed just a little bit, but not enough to allow him to rest back against the chair.

      “What’s troubling you, Col?”

      “If I knew that, I don’t think I would be bothering you.”

      John didn’t respond and before long Colin realised how it must have sounded.

      “I’m sorry.” He let out a deep breath. “I seem to be so mixed up in my mind lately. I’ve become quite difficult to get along with, as I’m sure my mother would agree.”

      “What’s been confusing you?” John asked.

      “I wish I could explain it without sounding absolutely stupid.”

      “Just tell me what you’re thinking. Perhaps if you make a start, we can sort your thoughts into some rational order.”

      “I want to get married, but I don’t want to get married. Does that make any sense to you?” Colin watched closely for John’s response. It didn’t make sense to him, and he doubted his friend would be able to make sense of it either.

      “All right.” John pursed his lips thoughtfully. “Maybe we should start with the reasons why. Why do you want to get married? Are you in love with someone?”

      “No! Not at all! I hope my sisters haven’t been spreading any gossip about.”

      “I hadn’t heard anything of that nature, if that is any reassurance,” John was smiling. Why was he smiling?

      “Relax, Col. You look like you’re ready for a fight.”

      “Julianne was gossiping about me the other day, and I don’t like it.”

      “Fair enough. So, if you’re not in love, is it that you feel you need a wife to keep your house, maybe the need for children?”

      Colin couldn’t help the laugh that came out, though he found the statement anything but funny. “I’m sorry, but that is the last thing I need right now. My house barely holds the six of us as it is and with a mother and three sisters, the house hardly needs an extra pair of hands.”

      “I agree, it would seem superfluous. What other reason could there be to take a wife?”

      “I guess, I’m lonely. Now that does sound stupid, doesn’t it?”

      “No. That sounds like a fair comment.”

      “But there is so much company in my house already it’s nearly driving me crazy. I know they’re all just putting up with me as I’ve been short tempered and unreasonable. And yet, I’m lonely.”

      “For a companion? Intimacy? Is that it?”

      “I guess it must be something like that. When I look at you and at Ned, I feel envious of what you have. I want a relationship like you have with your wife.”

      “So what are the reasons you don’t want to get married?”

      “Ned and Lilly have been trying to match me up with his sister, Kathleen. I suppose she’s a nice girl, but I don’t feel anything for her at all. She reminds me of my own sisters and they are really annoying me at the moment. I feel so selfish saying that, but it’s the truth. I don’t know what to do about it.”

      “Do you feel as if you don’t have any space—any room you can call your own?”

      Colin thought about the question for a few moments.

      “Yeah. I feel bad because of my feelings, not only about my sisters but also about Harry. He’s always under my feet, but he isn’t of any real use to me. He’s not old enough to share the load. I must sound like a real cad, talking like this.”

      “If you were saying it all around the countryside, complaining at every opportunity, then yes, you would be a cad, but it’s perfectly acceptable for you to share your frustrations with a trusted friend. Perhaps, together, we can find a solution. That has to be better than holding onto resentment and having it seep out in your attitude and behaviour to your family.”

      “I think it’s already seeped out—it’s been pouring out. I’ve been really awful to my family lately.”

      “Then it’s time we gave some thought to finding a solution to your problem, don’t you agree?”

      Colin nodded, but wondered if any such solution could be found.
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        * * *

      

      How on earth had he allowed himself to be talked into this venture? He could not recall a time when he’d been any further from Green Valley than Brinsford. Yet here he was, setting out from the Brinsford station, on a train bound for the city of Melbourne. An almost overwhelming urge to flag the train down and demand to be let off fought with his logic.

      “How long has it been since you’ve had time away from your family and the farm?” John’s question broke into Colin’s tumultuous thoughts.

      “I don’t recall having ever been away, except for some overnight trips when we took stock to the market at Brinsford.”

      “So, you’ve never been to Melbourne?”

      “I was born in Melbourne, but my parents left there, not long after Julianne was born, to come out to Green Valley and take up a small land holding.”

      “Your mother was born in England, wasn’t she? Her accent sounds English.”

      “I believe she was from Liverpool. My father emigrated from Ireland.”

      “Not much love lost between the English and the Irish.”

      Colin smiled. “My parents loved each other, despite the arguments of their countrymen.”

      “Did they meet in England, or out here?”

      “Not long after they both arrived in Australia. It was a big decision to marry, considering Dad only had some intermittent labouring jobs, and Mum had worked as a domestic in a big house for a couple of years.”

      “Setting out to Green Valley must have been a huge risk.”

      “The land was all virgin scrub and wasn’t any use unless someone cleared it. So it went cheap to men who were willing to do the back-breaking work.”

      “Your father didn’t get it all cleared before he died, did he?”

      “No, there’s still some more to go, but I don’t have the time to clear stumps while I’m so busy trying to raise stock and crops just to keep food on the table for the family.”

      “Don’t worry about your family, Col,” John said. “It will all work out somehow.”

      That was easy enough for him to say. He didn’t have to rely on the weather, or the likelihood of disease in stock or crop. John’s income came from Lady Wallace who owned half the valley. It was known that she and her husband had taken up a huge landholding when the land first opened up. They had plenty of money to start with, so it wasn’t hard for them to employ labourers to clear their land and get it under cultivation. When Colin’s parents had first arrived in the valley, Charles Shore had signed on for a short while as one of the Wallace Estate labourers, until he’d earned enough to buy the lease on his own land. Lady Wallace had never taken to the idea that unskilled, untitled labourers could own land. She’d been against the land sales that had brought a number of hopeful, free settlers to the district, and she had never let go that resentment. As daughter of an Earl, she had been used to owning the district, the village, the church and everyone in it. Colin had no illusions about Lady Vera Wallace and her attitude towards the likes of him. Her history was well known to everyone in Green Valley.

      And yet, here he was, on a train bound for Melbourne, to meet another of Lady Wallace’s relatives. The irony didn’t escape him.

      “You look quite smart in that suit,” John said, breaking into Colin’s thoughts.

      Colin looked over the clothes—a dark woollen jacket, vest and matching trousers, a crisp new white shirt and necktie. It didn’t resemble anything he owned in his own wardrobe, and he felt that stab of guilt again. What was he doing, dressed like a gentleman, riding first class, on his way to meet a lady from England?

      “Don’t you like the suit?” John asked.

      Unconsciously, Colin ran his fingers over the fine weave of the lapel. “It’s a bit too fancy for me, really.”

      “It suits you.”

      “I feel like a fraud. I hope Lady Wallace’s relative is not as discriminating as she is.”

      “She will never know. You look like a gentleman. You can act like a gentleman, I take it?”

      “I wouldn’t be too sure. It’s not like I’ve had any practise.”

      “Just follow my lead.”

      “I feel guilty about the girls.”

      “Your sisters? Why?”

      “Christine particularly was upset that I get the opportunity to go to the city when they all have to stay home and shoulder the load.”

      “You could buy them a present, couldn’t you?”

      Colin shook his head. “I couldn’t afford it. I wish I could get them all a new dress, but …”

      “I’m sorry. I take money for granted sometimes. Perhaps I can lend you some.”

      “I couldn’t afford to pay you back.”

      “A gift, then?”

      Colin shook his head. He may have been poor, but he had his pride. “I’m finding it hard enough to accept this trip—first class and all.”

      John nodded. “I understand. Well, I’m glad you came along. I hope you enjoy the time away at least.”

      Colin fell silent and observed his fellow travellers. These were not his class of people—that much was obvious. Even John had taken on a completely different air from the one he normally showed. Though he was dressed in one of John’s suits, Colin felt shabby and provincial. John didn’t seem out of place, which was strange, because he had always seemed to fit in the farm environment as well. He was obviously more adaptable to his surrounds than Colin was. If he felt this bad on the journey, what would he feel like once he got to the big city? By the time they reached Melbourne, Colin was thoroughly intimidated.

      “I’m sorry, Col. I should have thought about the difficulties this trip would make for you.”

      Colin  nodded.

      “You don’t have to worry. People can’t tell you’re a farmer by the way you look.”

      “But I am a farmer. I’m not properly educated. I don’t speak in all that refined language. I’m not …”

      “You’re not confident. That’s all. And that can easily be remedied. Just follow my lead, and you can’t go wrong.”

      Colin wasn’t convinced. He watched John all the time, but couldn’t imagine being as smooth and confident as he was.

      By the time John’s sister, Mrs Allenby, greeted the travellers, he was thoroughly overwhelmed. He only hoped he didn’t shame John while wearing one of his best suits.
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        * * *

      

      It had been a frightening experience coming ashore. It was only a large dose of common sense that gave Emily enough motivation to even come out from her cabin. If Mrs Manley had noticed her terror, she chose not to comment. This was not helpful in Emily’s current state. If ever she needed a strong reassuring voice it was now, but it looked as if Mrs Manley considered her job done. They had reached the Port of Melbourne, and the chaperone was looking about for Aunt Vera’s representative so that she might fully discharge her duty. Emily knew Mrs Manley was eager to meet her own family, now that they had reached the shores of Victoria, but right at this moment she felt she could use her services just that little bit longer.

      Once on the dock Emily scanned the crowd. Were these people convicts? Would she be attacked and robbed? She was tempted to grab Mrs Manley’s hand, just as she would have done if she were seven instead of seventeen. Mrs Manley didn’t seem to be perturbed and pressed on through the throng of people.

      “Are we safe?” Emily couldn’t help asking.

      “Safe? From what?”

      Emily used her eyes and chin to indicate the crowd of people pressing around them.

      “Why would you ask? I expect one of them is your aunt’s man.”

      “So you don’t think they’re dangerous?”

      “Who?”

      “The convicts.” Emily was aware that folks around might hear her, so she whispered through her clenched teeth. Mrs Manley laughed. What was so funny? This was a serious business.

      “Don’t worry, child. It’s more than twenty years since the last convict ship brought people to the colonies.”

      “Still.” Emily wasn’t convinced. “They can’t all be dead. They must still be here.”

      Mrs Manley laughed at her again. “By now they are all respectable citizens, or probably hung dead. There’s nothing to worry about.”

      Respectable citizens. That didn’t seem likely, if what her brother had said was true. But then was her brother a reliable source of information? Was Mrs Manley? She decided to be wary just in case.

      “Keep your eyes open for a gentleman,” Mrs Manley said. “I would expect Lady Wallace would send somebody decent to pick you up.”

      Emily kept her eyes open all right. She sized up and judged just about every person who appeared in front of her. She saw two or three people who may have passed for a gentleman, but none of them looked in her direction. It seemed they had found who they were coming to meet. There were a number of other men who looked shabby and rough. Emily was on guard, but they all eventually found who they were looking for as well and, in most instances, their passengers seemed overjoyed to see them. The smiles and joyful greetings didn’t quite fit the picture Emily had formulated in her mind. Perhaps they weren’t convicts, but they weren’t dressed very well.






OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/image1.jpg
TMMMT A catalogue record for this

book is available from the
NATIONAL =
LIBRARY National Library of Australia





OEBPS/images/goldengrain_publishing_logo.jpg
Golden Geam Publishing







