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1 Port Phillip Settlement—1837 
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This manuscript records the last events of my life written for others to reflect upon. They claim I am mad to do what I did of late, but some events occur beyond a man’s mortal control. I write this script, not for redemption — Lord knows I am headed for Hell — but as a man on death row in need of a distraction.

My name is Dan Farley; born in Hobart, Van Diemen’s Land, during King William’s 1V’s reign. Twenty-three, six feet in stocking feet and twelve stone weight. I curse the day I left the bounds of Hobart Town and stepped ashore at the Port Phillip’s Settlement, six miles up the Yarra River in 1837. I sensed on stepping ashore, I had made a terrible mistake. A sensation deep within dispersed through my entire body, causing me to swoon. I stumbled to the ground, and a kind passenger from the arrival boat, Enterprize, was quick to my side. He supported me into a wayside inn, where I took a dram of rum to revive me.

I had always considered myself possessed of physical and mental strength. A proud man of humble beginnings. On reaching that southern mainland of Australia, a strange thing stirred within me like a ghostly forewarning and remained for a lengthy period. As If overtaken by a vile spirit of the place. Even the blacks believed an unrelenting evil force landed with John Batman in 1835. He and those first settlers brought a curse to their shore from an island called Van Diemen’s Land. Batman arrived first as part of the Port Phillip Association’s plan, and Fawkner’s Party followed. Those settlers had their new beginning, the blacks became condemned and displaced, and this sane man, Dan Farley, was turned Mad. 

I will open my script at the Port Phillip Settlement, as my youth was steady. I landed at the Yarra Settlement in 1837, two years after Batman first traded land in the district after arriving from Launceston, Van Diemen’s Island. Batman, an agent, helped form the Port Phillip Association that boasted six hundred thousand acres of land from the Yarra River Settlement to the latter Geelong Township. 

Batman and his party met the Kulin Elders along the hills bordering the northern banks of the Yarra River. Batman negotiated his treaty with the Kulin people to rent their land annually for 40 blankets, 30 axes, 100 knives, 50 scissors, 30 mirrors, 200 handkerchiefs, 100 pounds of flour and 6 shirts. Kulin people’s understanding of such a transfer was limited. 

Batman was originally a gentleman's estate owner and bounty hunter from Hobart Town. He earned a fortune by hunting down escaped convicts from the prison settlement of Port Arthur at the southern point of Van Diemen’s Island before moving North to his Kingston’s estate in Launceston.

Most escaped convicts had turned to bushranging to survive on the run. Batman also hunted those blacks labelled troublesome who, in their endeavours to save their tribal territories, rebelled with attacks on the settlers during The Black War of the 1830s. 

Batman and other settlers shot or rounded up the last of the Van Diemen’s blacks using black trackers bought over from Sydney. Governor Arthur removed all remaining natives to a mission on Flinders Island in the Bass Strait. 

A resident Nineteenth-Century painter John Glover described his neighbour John Batman: a rogue, thief, cheat, and liar, a murderer of blacks and the vilest man I have ever known. Batman decided to develop the Port Phillip area, sailed to the Southern mainland of Australia in the schooner Rebecca and explored much of Port Phillip Bay. Noting in his diary of 8 June 1835, This will be the place for a village - about six miles up the Yarra River I found all excellent water and deep; he declared the land Batmania. 

Batman then left Kingston Estate in Launceston with his convict wife, Elizabeth Callahan, and their seven daughters, settling on what became known as Batman’s Hill. He enjoyed just four years within Batmania. Only four brief years before sickness struck him down. Some say by the grog and womanising, and others speak of nasal syphilis from his wife. The disease eroded his nose, forcing him to wear a bandage to conceal his ruined face, and he then became estranged from his wife. 

The Port Phillip blacks believe Batman’s sickness came from their witch doctor, pointing the bones at him, casting a spell over his evilness. Yarra River blacks also distrusted Batman’s own blacks from Sydney. In the last months of his life, his Sydney aboriginal servants cared for him, carrying Batman around in a wicker perambulator. 

Fawkner landed at Hobson’s Bay in October 1835 and laid the foundations of a fortune that grew to £20,000 in his first four years on the mainland. In January 1838, he added to his trade with hotel-keeping and as a newspaper proprietor. His Melbourne Advertiser was handwritten on four pages of foolscap for nine numbers until a press and type arrived from Van Diemens Land. Fawkner then printed it weekly until suppressed for being unlicensed.

In 1839, Fawkner added to his already considerable land holdings with a 780-acre property known as Pascoe Vale. Through complex causes, including land and livestock speculation and unbalanced financial structures with bank loans on little security, Fawkner lost his way. A three-year drought caused prices to plummet, and land revenue fell by three-quarters in 1842. Fawkner sold many of his properties to weather the worst of the depression. 

Governor Bourke in New South Wales then tweaked the genteel noses of all those land-grabbing southern invaders through his harsh judgement. He reasoned all local Kulin Blacks were trespassing on Crown Land, giving them no rights to trade... AYE! The gall of the man. Good riddance to Governor Bourke!

I lived at first in a tent on a vacant allotment designated as a future garden development, siding John Batman’s large allocation at Batman’s hill. The land racket of 1837 began when Bourke (Governor of New South Wales) wisely resolved to inspect the Port Phillip Settlement personally and arrived by ship, the Rattlesnake, from Sydney on March 4, 1837. His secretary (G. K. Holden), his aide (Captain King), and the new surveyor-general (Robert Hoddle) accompanied him.

The business-like Governor Bourke immediately mounted a horse without waiting to see his tent pitched and, attended by the surveyors, picked his way among ungrubbed stumps and primaeval forest along surveyor Russell’s survey lines. Those covered by the area bounded by Flinders, Spencer, Lonsdale, and Spring Streets were all approved, and the rough plan was handed over to Mr Hoddle to work upon. He fixed the width of the major roads at 99 feet instead of 66 feet as Mr Russell had intended, and the Governor insisted on the provision of mews (lanes) to serve the rear of those proposed allotments. Those mews are now the narrow east-to-west streets, such as Flinders Lane.

At first, I had to contend with whatever work was available, grubbing out tree stumps, milking cows, and shepherding sheep until land got sold along the newly formed main streets with titles. Then began the building of cottages and business premises, which brought forward my carpentry skills learned at home in Hobart Town. The first substantial building I worked on was Fawkner’s Hotel, the district's first and only public house. There you paid an unreasonable price for bad rum or water.

Fawkner established his hotel on the banks of the Yarra River on the side of a green hill, gently sloping toward the river. He composed the building of quartering and broad pailings, with a half-pailing, half-shingle roof and hardwood flooring. One-and-a-half stories in height, the second or upper compartment an attic, subdivided into bedrooms or sleeping ovens, and unendurable in the hot season. The ground floor contained six apartments, the front quarter facing the river for the most respectable. The bar was at the back, and you had trouble deciphering the name on a crudely painted signboard above the door, which on closer inspection, stated Fawkner’s Hotel. 

I stayed in a top room at this grog monopolist's place. There was a queer host’s table over which Fawkner distributed the food. One had to take whatever the host gave you, fat or lean, under or overdone; the whimsical taste of the carver was his alone, and if you dared to have a preferred choice, opinion, or preference of your own, the knife and fork got twirled in your face. You then had better clear out elsewhere — aware elsewhere meant nowhere.

In 1842, the British Government proclaimed Melbourne a Town upon land surveyed by General Hoddle. The town’s population was around 5,000, comprising 3,000 males and 2,000 women. Not a proper town, nor could it partake of the character of a village or hamlet. Just a significant settlement in groups pitched here and there with houses bearing split-boards, slate roofs and turf floors, with sheds and tents in clusters or scattered in ones and twos. During winter, the streets were chains of water holes, and any traffic had to be halted. Elizabeth Street and Swanston Streets were shallow gullies, with deep and dangerous ruts every twenty yards. Flinders Street was just a swamp.

After establishing myself as a carpenter, I became dubbed Dapper Dan for dressing in the latest Sydney Town fashion. A man had to wear fancy attire to be noticed. Most lasses within the lower classes didn’t want a flapdoodle, mumbling cove with a gib-face bearing a heavy lower jaw. No... Sirree! They levitated towards the cheerful types in preference to those pompous, red-faced gentlemen of the upper classes. Preferring a less generous build like myself — still muscular without the definition of a gorilla. I’m tall, with long, dark hair swept to the sides and a narrow chin. Those lasses craved a sweet-talking fella like me, sending them all weak at the knees.

I showed all as I strutted around town who was king cock. When called for, I could talk real educated with a mouth full of sour plum. Dressed to impress, I was, wearing Levi Strauss waisted-moleskin trousers and a fundamental white work shirt buttoned high around the neck. With a blue neckerchief, twin city grey vest, men’s high riding boots in brown leather, and a cabbage-tree hat tilted to the left.

Strict religious observance was the mainstay of most families of the day. It was difficult for a lad to bide his time courting a lass before the town grew. But still manageable to sow your wild oats from an early age with the lower classes as tickets of leave convict women from Van Diemen’s Country or Sydney Town, eager to make a shilling or two. 

Lonesome womenfolk with husbands off working as shepherds for an upcountry Squatter would wagtail a handsome fella inside their abode before he had the time to look behind. But I took a fancy to the most beautiful lass in all that village. Alice Riley was the only daughter of a secondhand dealer and moneylender named Jack Riley. I soon learnt Riley wasn’t an honourable man and ran a gaming and sly-grog den. 

Jack Riley was stout, with a belly as full as a loaded woman. He sported a bald head, horseshoe moustache and muttonchop sideburns. Riley’s face was always flared red and sour-looking as if suffering from gout or another severe ailment. Wouldn’t give you the time of day unless you flipped him a penny. Henry Condell became the first mayor of Melbourne Town in 1842, only through Riley’s endorsement. 

Through my renowned skills, I did carpentry work for that rogue at his establishment in a lane off Queen Street, next to the Royal Highlander Hotel. A few police were also in his tail-coat pocket. Riley’s pawnbroking shop was a front for the more profitable side of his interests - gaming and sly-grog running, working hand in hand with his regular business, seen as just a quaint shop on first inspection, full of old curiosities. The shop handled everything imaginable for a man, woman, or child: nose-gays, threadbare clothing of every description, secondhand shoes, worn-down boots, old cooking utensils, bare thread furniture, and night pots, to cite just a few. Settlements towards debts incurred from losses at his betting tokes or gaming tables at the rear of his pawnbroking premises. Collateral from those turned insolvent or towards bonds for criminals awaiting trials.

Several refined ladies numbered amongst the representatives on Riley’s business books. Supplied to those gentlemen who desired more intimacy (sic) than they received at home. Kept ladies either for Riley’s pleasure or to encourage infidelity amongst the more influential gentlemen in the district coerced into immoral transgressions, which Riley could use against them in the future. 

Riley’s ladies of pleasure would indulge those refined gentlemen under the guise of theatrical privacy sessions. Not to forget, lower-class women employed by Riley parading the streets come sunshine or rain. Desperate lasses they were, ready to accost the first single gent seen wandering about, harrying them into a proposal for some intimate delight. Otherwise, poverty was enforced upon those poor souls for not meeting their daily quota with a severe beating.

My introduction to Jack Riley’s organisation came as a carpenter hired to repair a few broken tables in a backroom. Tables that got damaged after the many fights in Riley’s gaming rooms through clients over consuming Riley’s bad grog. Or, from a realisation, Riley had tampered with his gaming tables. Riley, this day, spotted me standing around after completing my work and summoned me over. 

He said, ‘would a good powerful individual like yourself be keen on earning a silver florin or two, doing extra services for the house?’

I replied, ‘I might be tempted by such an offer if I knew what was involved.’ 

Riley required a fella who could use his fists to coax reluctant customers into paying their debts. ‘I would indeed be interested,’ I said, not knowing if or when my next job might present itself.

After many personal observations on Jack Riley’s daughter, Alice, I’m qualified to say she was the most handsome of lasses at eighteen — Divine! Her beauty inclined even the Reverend Matthew Williams of the settlement to declare: Alice Riley is celestial. After God created her form, he broke the mould  — not to overload our senses.

I was soon within reach of Riley’s only and most beautiful daughter, Alice. Her bearing was upright and vital, radiating grace as she strutted about town with a touch of youthful virtue. Alice had the softest, whitest skin, having no reason to toil under a blazing sun. Her smile could put joy on a mourner's face at a family funeral, and her bosom cleavage, at first sight, could Pop the top button off a man’s high-necked collar. 

Most pigeon-livered males and women of a lesser refinement felt intimidated in her presence. Their reaction confused Alice, thinking the cause was Jack Riley’s prominence within the colony rather than her stunning beauty. 

Alice attended the finest school for ladies in old Sydney Town until Jack Riley demanded her return at eighteen. A marrying age back then. Riley wanted to ensure no wayward rogue slipped in before Alice married, so she remained pure to wed a gentleman of Riley’s own choosing. 

As Jack Riley's personal minder and strongman, I often attended their stone-built home, known as the finest house in all the district, next to Batman’s residence at Batman Hill, sitting on a vast farm acreage. Riley’s land covered some twenty acres off Swanston Street's rise, which had a long sweeping, treelined driveway with the homestead made of quarried stone. After Batman died, the Government acquired his property, sending Batman’s family to Geelong to make way for the current superintendent of the Port Phillip Region, the Governor-General, Charles La Trobe. 

Being a self-accomplished lad who could read and write, I wasn’t a buffoon. More alert towards living a long and healthy existence. I, therefore, showed proper respect to that rogue Jack Riley and even more to Alice. Realising I stood nowhere near her standing, to be considered a suitable wooer. But I couldn’t help pointing the odd long look in her direction. You cannot condemn a man for looking unless he falls under the lady’s charm to find her giving the eye in return. That was the start of my demise when such a happening occurred between Alice and me. 

My duties for Jack Riley included escorting the man in a one-horse buggy to his place of business off Queen Street when attended by Alice. I would help Alice up and down the carriage, and after such an action, a queer feeling plumed my entire self and weakened my knees. Especially when she overreached to expose an ankle or two beneath the bulk of her attire. 

I can envision her now, dressed in low-sloping shoulders, a soft pointed waist, and a bell-shaped skirt. Her hair parted in the centre, with ringlets at the sides. Fit and proper she was, to be seen parading on the arm of any fashionable gentleman about town, like those wealthy squatters strutting down the main street, gentlemen sporting a rounded chest under a skirted frock coat and strolling along in a manly manner. Alice, however, from a choice of all contenders, flirted with me, feeling comfortable in my presence.
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On Riley’s behalf, part of my allotted tasks was to facilitate bare-fisted brawls each week when crucial orders landed on deaf ears. Such as when Riley demanded a customer pay back outstanding debts. If not forthright in their delivery, those jackass ears had to be boxed into a cauliflower shape, so the recipient (sic) could hear more effectively. 

My courage grew with each encounter undertaken. But on reflection, the respect l achieved wasn’t because of my boxing talents alone. Those receivers of my actions were more inclined to pay than face Riley’s other goons, who offered harsher punishments. Such a rogue as Bruiser Conroy, who carried out the most sadistic suffering known to beset any adversary... anywhere!

Bruiser wasn’t the brightest star in Riley’s universe, but he made up for it with brawn. A hairy bull of a man and strong. Scarred by a terrible accident with fire when young, that gave him a grotesque head and face. You cringed at the sight of him.

Bruiser had contempt for any male more fetching than himself, which infers most men, and applied horrible tortures on Riley’s customers when not compliant with Riley’s closing offer. Bruiser inflicted his suffering using a Bowie knife, like the procedure used to castrate a stallion, maiming a person for life unless death relieved them of their agony. 

My relationship with Alice had to be cordial and business-like; otherwise, I would experience that same horrible outcome from the Bruiser. Cordial being of the British meaning rising within like the bubbly variety, leading me into recklessness. Alice Riley was unaware of Jack Riley’s dark side, or so I thought, and I wouldn’t educate her on such matters, knowing it would tar me with the same brush. 

Alice developed an innocent liking towards me through our daily meetings. At first, I was a timber-toe in displaying any genuine affection until she began to flirt. - Unaware of the pain she could inflict on a virile young man’s groin when he was excited down below. The smile that lit up that smooth, cheery face would captivate my full attention and fixate my eyes upon her beauty, turning her white, beautiful cheeks a rosy pink.   

‘Dan, you are so waggish, and I shouldn’t encourage your behaviour,’ she would say after telling her a farce about some Pollock (fat person) and imitating them. Alice would clasp my arm, trembling with laughter and the sensation from her touch going straight down to my swollen bollocks. I became bewitched by her beauty and sense of self, and instinct alone told me that Alice and I would become one, and she would yield me babies. 

There’s an old saying: when nature brings two bodies together with the chemistry of God’s making, who is mighty enough to resist? Not I! Even if my love for Alice became known to Jack Riley, and he cast me into the hands of Bruiser Conroy — or so I thought! That reverie was as if lightning had hit me, but I brushed it aside like a fool. 

I believed I possessed enough confidence to capture Alice Riley’s unconditional love and intimacy towards marriage, or my nickname wasn’t Dapper Dan. I would work my charm and seduce Alice into copulating by mutual consent. In that respect, we would have a reason to flee from Jack Riley and live our lives together, free and loving, as I thought it should be. 

Alice’s current chastity was the immediate wedge to any success and fulfilment. Therefore, I raised the allure in moments of isolation, increasing my attention on her. Wearing down her virtue with suggestions of a heartfelt friendship, whispers of love in her ear, and slurs against any notation of a Prince Charming one day finding his way to town to sweep her off her feet to a life of marital bliss. 

‘Dan, don’t talk such... you know Father will never agree. We must remain just close friends... please don’t!’ She spoke.

I would nestle against her with subtle but deliberate touches upon her seductive body. The desire was more intense because she was unwilling to tell another of my behaviour. I became more forceful in the guile to overwhelm her senses by lodging a full kiss on the lips when she leaned forward, expecting a goodbye peck on the cheek. Over time, observing her weaknesses helped me reduce her resistance to my physical touch. 

My one advantage over all other admirers of Alice was my overlooked close liaisons through my work schedules. I was the only young man confident enough to come anywhere near to achieving seduction, having no actual competition, as most youthful contenders in town were too pigeon-livered to go anywhere near Alice, fearing Jack Riley’s reputation. However, I observed many devotees among the older gentlemen in town. Those fools were seen drooling over juicy thoughts and intense feelings as Alice paraded about the district next to her arrogant father.  

There was no time to dither, so I intensified my seductive wooing with enticing declarations: ‘Alice, I Truly adore you. The love I have for you is endless. Please... don’t say your father’s demands are more potent than mine. The poets say love can conquer all, and so will our love; if we surrender to our true feelings - magic will happen!’

‘Dan,’ she said, ‘I have fallen in love, and that love has grown. My heart aches and pounds with each parting hour. When encircled by your arms, I feel only joy. However, I have a fear of my father’s anger. Mother has lost all independence and is now a homebound recluse. I have heard rumours of Father’s brutish business dealings, and I am concerned about the vengeance he will apply to you when our declarations of love are known.’

I worked to encourage her confidence. ‘Alice, we needn’t fear his violence if we keep our union discreet. Let’s pamper our passions with all the love we can rally together to defy your father’s demands. Let’s not surrender or become browbeaten by such a Brute.’

‘Dan... yes, let it be so!’ 

So, I made more effort to have an excuse to visit Jack Riley’s home or escort him when accompanied by Alice to his place of trade. Alice managed the curiosity shop occasionally and would excuse herself with sound reason and meet me in the outside privy or the stables. I pampered her there with words of love as I became more obsessive by the day. Together, we eventually abandoned all moderation to commit that reckless but amorous act of two lovers when powerless to resist within a moment of over-heated passion.     

Bruiser Conroy had become more observant than I gave him credit and lingered back from his duties to follow me. It was the sly looks Bruiser cast over me on occasion. I even overheard him referring me to another of Jack Riley’s goons as a pretty boy who needed to be watched. I had sensed Bruiser considered me a future torture victim and awaited the opportunity to inform his boss of any offence I committed. 

I thought, at first,  his interest was in line with my ability to fulfil my daily duties. But Bruiser saw the change in the rapport between Alice and me. Bruiser had overheard my private remarks to Alice and noticed her relaxed reactions in reply as he conducted his shadow stalking. He then felt obliged to inform Riley, knowing Riley’s response might allow him to carry out his knife work on my manhood.

One particular day, attending Riley’s home to deliver him a note from a business associate offered me an opportunity to call on Alice. So, I sauntered through a rear door onto the back verandah where I knew Alice might expect my arrival and reclined on her favourite loveseat settee. I dropped beside her to indulge my senses in her beauty when two hairy hands grasped my collar and pulled me back off the sofa. Bruiser then applied an agonising chokehold around my neck using his forearm, half dragging me as my feet tried to keep pace with his movements — gasping for breath I was!

‘Got yuh, you slithering snake. You are in for it now. Mr Riley’s keen on your attendance in his basement... you’re coming with me.’ 

An invitation I couldn’t refuse, even so inclined. Alice, surprised by the swiftness of my capture, jumped up and ran for Bruiser, thumping her clenched fits into his back. Bruiser stopped and turned to face Alice, pulling me about as he did. 

‘No, Bruiser! It’s all right. Dan’s my friend; he means no harm... please leave him be.’ 

From behind Alice came Jack Riley’s voice. ‘Alice, stop this behaviour! I’ll take care of it from here. You go inside the house... NOW!’ 

‘Please, Father, don’t let Bruiser harm Dan, or I’ll never forgive you. He’s the only loyal friend I have since returning from Sydney.’ 

Riley placed both hands on Alice’s shoulders, turned her about, and waited while she moved through a backdoor into the house. Riley followed as Bruiser continued to drag me backwards, still with an arm chokehold about my neck, the length of the verandah and into the basement. Riley's basement was more of a dungeon in looks. A door off the patio led onto a wooden ramp below the home’s timber flooring. The inside walls were of bluestone with a chill that made me shiver. Dust and cobwebs abound. Bruiser hauled me over to a single chair, bound my wrists and feet, and wrapped a long rope around me and the chair. He grabbed my long hair to force my head back. 

‘You’re in big trouble, laddie. Mr Riley doesn’t like vermin near his daughter, and you broke his number One Rule - sparks are gonna fly!’

‘Step back, Bruiser... I’ll take it from here!’ Jack Riley stepped up to me. He looked down with increased rage. On occasions, I had seen that same reddened face directed at others, preceding their feeling of severe pain applied by the Bruiser. 

‘How dare you mix with my daughter outside of your duties? Who?... Who gave you permission to lay a hand on her? You low-life scum of a whore! I could have your bollocks off for this!’ Riley grabbed my shirt front and rattled it with a clenched fist, crashing it into my jaw several times, and I watched his face glow redder still.  

I glanced towards Bruiser, whose eyes brightened with the reference, waving about the large knife in his hand. I was relieved, realising they were unaware of our actual copulation, or right then, I was a dead man singing like a canary!

‘The cheek of you — you scoundrel!’ He slapped his hand across my head several times. ‘What am I to do with you?’

‘I’m sorry, Sir! My intentions were honourable... we’re just good friends.’ 

‘Good friends be damned! A pound of your flesh and blood be mine! I heard about your lurid advances towards my Alice, and there’s no honour in them... you conniving rogue!’

I knew to act to reduce the resentment implied by the rage on Riley’s face. I could only think of repeating Alice’s words. ‘Sir... ask Alice. She’s been lonely and depressed since leaving Sydney, living within our small community. I have only been trying to lift her spirits. I felt sorry for her. I meant her no harm. Anything you do to me will turn her interests against you... I’m sure.’

‘Damn you, man — your insolence only makes matters worse. I won’t have a scoundrel such as you advise me! Bruiser! He’s all yours. Leave his manhood intact for some whore to relish. But brand him with my mark. My Alice is off-limits to all except the man I decree.’

Riley then stomped out of the basement. My punishment was in the hands of Bruiser. ‘You’re lucky, Farley,’ he said and spat at me, showing a smirked smile. ‘If not for Missy Alice, you’d be deadfall in my hands!’ He then placed his hands around my neck and squeezed tight to show my example.

‘I’m going to punish you as a warning to all other cads around town, in knowing any property of Mr Riley ain’t to be touched without his permission. What are yuh able to do without? A man must be able to make a living, ah? Farley!’

‘Bruiser! You can have the lot of my money I’ve stashed!’ please... you know I’m only teasing Miss Alice... trying my best to be friendly. No harm has come to her... no liability done? Let me go, and I’ll leave Town. I will go upcountry or to Sydney Town.’

‘What... Farley? Your screams will be music to me ears... they will. Miss, the thrill of seeing you wiggle like a snake with its head chopped off?’ 

Bruiser grabbed the rear of my chair and tilted it back, dragging me before a solid wooden table in the corner. Placed my arms straight out on the table’s surface with my hands still tied at the wrists. Then putting my palms down flat, he released the long rope wrapped around the chair.  

‘Now, let me see. Ten good fingers, all in a row. One for the Bruiser —- that is — one for his Master, leaving one less for... YOU!’ 

Before I had time to protest, I heard a loud Thud on the table’s surface delivered by Bruiser’s large knife and looked on in horror. I saw my right thumb jump up as it departed my hand — the vision appeared slowed in motion. Blood spurted up and about as I Screamed — but no sound came out. Just unbelievable pain exhibited through my gaping mouth. I then whimpered, taking in quick breaths. I compressed my body tight as if scourged by fire. The insufferable pain made me swoon with confused thoughts whilst gasping for breaths — suffocating in a whirlwind of agony.  

My entire body convulsed, and I didn’t want to open my eyes for fear; my feverish reverie would turn to reality. My eyes were forced open as Bruiser repeatedly slapped me about the face. 

‘Farley... don’t pass out on me, laddie! I want to share the tenderness of this moment with yuh! I need you to remember this moment through the pain you’re experiencing. Amputating a finger is the most painful thing with all those nerve endings.’

Bruiser closed his eyes and sighed and gave an exaggerated smile. Then, taking up a towelling cloth, he tore off a strip and applied it with rough handling over my bloodied stump, which once held a proud thumb. He split the towelling ends and tied them off.

‘Farley, I don't want it to get too messy down here. I’m the one that’s got to clean it up. I need you to see Doc Evans in town and have him inspect the remains of my fine work. Make yourself visible to those other mongrels so they know. Anyone making eyes at Missy Alice gets the same. Your employment around here is terminated!’ 

He released my hands and feet from their bonds, and as I rose and turned, he rammed the sole of his boot into the curvature of my back. I went sprawling face-first into the earthen floor. I clambered to my feet and ran as if crazed. Desperate to get far away from him. As I ran, I couldn’t help but turn my head back toward him, ‘You’ll regret this Bruiser... Mark My Words... You Will REGRET THIS!’  
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‘Whatever induced you to admire the likes of that Cur, Farley? My father said. ‘I delivered you to board with the best and most expensive governess in all of Sydney to be educated in the three R’s... reading, writing and arithmetic. She taught you music and poetry accomplishments. You then reward me by arriving home to yield to the first rogue to show an interest in you. A No-Hoper, an Imbecile who lusts for carnal knowledge, not your virtues.’

‘No, Father, I craved only friendship, not pleasure. You don’t realise the few opportunities I have in this town to socialise. You discourage men of diplomacy in attendance when we are about the town. Those who are familiar with me when they visit your business or our home. I feel scorn and no encouragement by the few women of refinements in this town without knowing why. I think your reputation precedes you as anything but an honourable man, and I must bear the burden of your rebuffs.’

‘Rubbish, girl! My calling is in demand throughout the colony. I’m respected by the highest class in town. It was for your benefit that I assigned you to Sydney, not for any future gains for myself. I don’t wish you wed to a man who seeks marriage to secure your Lot! He must have his own titles. I think only of your future happiness.’

‘What future and Lot do you refer to? The money from debts encumbered by those lured into your gambling dens. For the monies borrowed by those without the means to repay. The misery of those plundered by your dealings behind the shop. Or those cast upon the streets with injuries or killed for faults in their work. You married my mother, a lady of refinement from Sydney, and what good has your Lot done for Her? You brought her to this colony whilst still a district of New South Wales. — What’s her Lot to savour Now? — Rejection and asylum, so you can socialise and whore!’

‘You ungrateful Hussy.’— My father’s hand flashed forward and struck me across the face with a force that threw my head sideways, and I stumbled and fell. My father stood over me, unsure how to react to a situation where his flesh and blood were entangled.

‘Jack... STOP! You have done enough harm already. The girl isn’t mature enough to realise what she’s saying. Stand back and let me take her to her room,’ my mother Elizabeth said, standing at the doorway with a whitened face as she moved forward to help and protect me. I sat dazed and whimpering, holding a hand to my bruised cheek until assisted by Mother onto my feet, and led away from my riled father.

Our manservant told me later. My father said he had a peculiar sensation flood over him as he struck me. It smothered his rage, and he was unsure what to make of it. What an average person would acknowledge as remorse, regret, and sorrow. The feeling left him, at first, unable to speak. He then shook his head and shoulders loose to regain composure after I left the room. It brought him back to a familiar sensation - an awareness of rejection. He spoke aloud to no one in particular, ‘She knows all right what she’s done. I won’t stand for it — not from anyone. She’s no daughter of my making — she’s no daughter at all... Do You Hear ME?’
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