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‘My Lord, ladies and gentlemen,’ John spoke confidently, ‘I apologise for my unexpected arrival earlier tonight, which caused
an unforgivable disruption to your dinner party. However, I trust you will forgive me when I tell you the reason.’ He smiled
at Caroline before continuing. ‘Caroline and I have been parted for more than a year, but this evening I returned to St Cleer
to fulfil a promise I made to her before I went away. Soon after my arrival I asked Reverend Boyce for the hand of Caroline
in marriage.’ Pausing until the burst of applause died away, John continued, ‘He was agreeable, but said any decision had
to be made by Caroline herself. I have just asked her to be my wife – and she has agreed.’


There was another outburst of applause but, holding up his hand for silence, John said, ‘I would just like to add that at
this moment I am the happiest man in the whole of Cornwall … No, in the whole of Her Majesty’s kingdom. I thank you for your
understanding.’


The guests of Reverend Arthur Boyce crowded around Caroline and John to congratulate them on their engagement and Emily was
the first to hug them both.


Yet, even while she was giving them her congratulations, Emily was aware what this meant for her. She would be the sole daughter
living at the vicarage with her elderly father. Full responsibility for him would now rest with her.


He could live for another twenty – or even thirty years. By the end of that time she would be fifty years of age. It seemed she was doomed to a life of spinsterhood.


It was not what she had envisaged for herself.
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I

‘Emily! Where have you been, girl? Your father has been waiting for you for almost an hour. You are to go to his study – immediately!’


Emily had entered the vicarage happily humming ‘All Things Bright and Beautiful’, only to be confronted by the housekeeper,
Maude Rowe, standing in the hallway, hands on hips, wearing an expression of stern disapproval.


Her happiness disappearing with the warm sunshine as the door swung closed behind her, Emily asked wearily, ‘What am I supposed
to have done now, Maude?’


‘For a start I expect he’ll want to know where you’ve been since you left church. The service has been over for an hour and
a half but no one’s been able to find you anywhere. You’re in trouble and you’ve no one to blame but yourself. The number
of times you’ve been told …’


‘Emily, is that you? Come in here, this minute.’


The voice of Reverend Arthur Boyce reached them from beyond the partially open door of his study, situated on the far side
of the large hall.


Emily knew there was about to be yet another confrontation between herself and her strict parson father. As she turned and,
with a heavy heart, made her way towards her father’s study, she noted that Maude’s expression was a combination of smug satisfaction
and I-told-you-so righteousness.


Life in the vicarage had not been happy since the death of her mother many years before. The Reverend Arthur Boyce had taken
his wife’s death very badly, unable to come to terms with his loss.


Emily and her sister Caroline both lived at home, but Caroline was currently away. Twenty-two years of age and older than
Emily by two years, she was paying a visit to relatives, near Bristol.


Maude ran the household with the help of house servants. Responsibility for performing charitable duties in Reverend Boyce’s
parish rested with the two young sisters.


Inside his study, Reverend Arthur Boyce, a tall and gaunt-featured figure, sat stiffly upright behind a desk, facing the door.
Light from the window behind him fell upon the fine quality grained leather, stretched to provide a smooth surface for the
desk that formed a barrier between him and his errant daughter.


On the desk-top lay sheets of paper covered with evenly spaced lines of impeccably neat handwriting. It was the sermon the
reverend had delivered that morning from the pulpit of his St Cleer church.


Arthur Boyce had married late in life and was fifty-three years of age when Emily came along. Now over seventy, his shock of pure white hair and a tired expression were
visible manifestations of a man who believed he had experienced more than a fair share of the troubles the Lord sent to try
those who served His cause.


Parson Boyce was also inclined to view young people with the unequivocal intolerance of age. Emily deeply resented that she
and Caroline were made to bear the brunt of his disapproval – she especially.


While she had been alive and before she took to her bed, their mother had been able to deflect her husband’s irritability.
Unfortunately, there had been no one to champion the girls for some years now, Maude invariably siding with her employer.


‘Where have you been, Emily?’ Arthur Boyce put the question to his petite, fair-haired daughter as she stepped through the
doorway of the study. ‘It was my intention to walk home with you, but you had left the church even before I began my farewells
to the congregation. I did not leave the church until late and arrived home in expectation of finding you here, helping Maude
to prepare the dinner. However, it seems your plans took no account of duty. I would like to know what they were.’


‘I had no plans, Father,’ Emily replied, gazing through the window at the lawn beyond, where a blackbird was successfully
tugging an elastic-bodied worm free from the tight-packed earth. There was a wooden-armed chair on her side of the desk but
she remained standing. She knew better than to sit down without her father’s permission.


‘Well, girl, where have you been?’ he demanded impatiently.

‘I went to see some kittens that had been born only yesterday. We all went to see them. All the choir.’


‘I presume Samuel Hooper went too?’

‘Of course. He’s one of the choir. Besides, the kittens were in a barn on his father’s farm.’

Arthur Boyce’s lips tightened to a thin, pink line of disapproval. ‘Emily, how many times do I have to tell you that you and
Caroline must keep yourselves aloof from the villagers? Young Samuel is a miner and miners are … well, let us say that they have “a certain reputation”. As my daughters – and nieces of a peer of the realm
who is also one of Her Majesty’s most trusted ministers – you and Caroline are expected to set an example to others and have
morals that are beyond reproach.’


‘I wouldn’t have thought there was anything immoral in going with others to look at a litter of kittens, Father. Certainly
nothing to put Uncle Percy’s reputation in danger.’


‘Do not be obtuse, Emily. You are well aware of my meaning – and although those with whom you have unfortunately been associating
may say “wouldn’t” in their speech, I expect you to say “would not”. Your poor, dear mother would agree with me, were she
still alive.’


It was unfair of her father to bring her mother into the argument and tears suddenly burned Emily’s eyes. Nevertheless, she
had done nothing of which to be ashamed. She believed her mother, at least, would have agreed with her.


For over an hour Emily argued her case, although she knew from bitter experience there was no hope of persuading her father
that he was wrong. Arthur Boyce regularly reminded his children that the Boyces were a family of considerable breeding; his brother a peer of the realm. He himself was a local magistrate and had been educated
at Eton college, the most exclusive and prestigious school in England, his fees paid by another relative, knighted for diplomatic
services in India.


Reverend Boyce had always insisted on his children remaining aloof from parishioners, even when carrying out the charitable
duties expected of them.


Emily, perhaps more than her sister, found her father’s narrow-minded bigotry intolerable, which might have had something to do with Sam Hooper. Emily was far more attracted to Sam Hooper than she was willing to admit to anyone
– including Sam himself.


The outcome of today’s argument between father and daughter was never in doubt. Arthur Boyce’s strength in debate had been
lauded at university. More recently it had been recognised by his bishop with an archdeaconship.


Nevertheless, Emily could be extremely stubborn when she believed right to be on her side and she refused to admit defeat
until her father brought the argument to an end with a statement that left her stunned.


‘I am deeply saddened that you should choose to defy me on a matter of such importance, Emily. As the youngest of my daughters
I feel you have unfortunately been showered with more affection than is good for you. Perhaps there should have been less
affection and a little more discipline. Fortunately, your regrettable indiscretion in this particular matter will soon be
brought to an end and village gossip silenced once and for all.’


‘What do you mean?’ demanded Emily. Still angry, she was nevertheless puzzled by his statement. ‘If you intend dismissing Sam from the church choir for being a friend to me,
tongues will wag even more. It will certainly not prevent me from speaking to him whenever we chance to meet.’


Before the reverend could reply, there came an urgent knocking on the study door and Maude called out to her employer. Arthur
Boyce frowned angrily, but before he could tell the housekeeper to go away, she opened the door.


Looking flustered, Maude said, ‘Young Donald Rowse has just run here from the village. There’s been an accident up at the
South Caradon mine. He doesn’t know how serious it is, but says they’re calling in miners to go and help. He said you’d want
to know. I sent Donald off to catch the pony, then get out the trap and harness-up for you.’


The dramatic news brought Emily a respite from her father’s displeasure. As the parson of a copper-mining parish it was his
duty to attend the scene of a mine accident. There would undoubtedly be a number of Methodist ministers and lay preachers
there and competition was keen between Church and Chapel in Cornwall. A Church of England vicar could not be seen to be tardy
when such disasters occurred.


Emily knew her father would not forget the matter of Samuel Hooper. He would return to the subject of her innocent indiscretion
as soon as an opportunity presented itself. However, right now there were far more important matters to be addressed. Even
the smallest mine accident affected a disproportionate number of households in an area where so many families were connected
by marriage. In the difficult times currently being experienced in the mining industry, an accident might decide the future of a whole community.


The South Caradon mine was where Sam worked. Because he had been at church that morning Emily knew he would not have been
caught up in the accident, but he would be one of those going underground to help in the rescue work. She would be concerned
for him until she knew he was safely back on the surface.



II

Riding in the pony-trap, Emily and her father overtook many women and children, all hurrying in the direction of the South
Caradon mine. No one yet knew what they would find when they arrived, but few were making the journey for the first time.
Such tragedies had always been a part of mining life, but recently they had been occurring with a frightening frequency.


One reason was that the copper mines of Bodmin Moor were going through a lean period. The price of copper had slumped and
men were being laid off. Mine ‘adventurers’ – the shareholders who owned the mines – were not willing to deplete dwindling
profits by throwing away money on safety measures for a dying mine.


As a result, Emily had found herself playing an increasing role in such tragedies. When a body was brought to the surface,
she would try to provide what comfort she could to the women and children of the dead miner’s family. This was a duty she
found more harrowing than any other.


Nevertheless, despite her aversion to the task, it was one she performed well, possessing as she did a genuine and natural
sympathy for the bereaved.


Not all the women they passed had men working at the South Caradon mine. Nevertheless, their presence at the scene of a tragedy
was expected. In return they would receive similar sympathy and support from others should their own menfolk become involved
in a mine accident.


As the pony and trap reduced speed to pass through a knot of villagers who were slow to move off the road, Reverend Boyce
momentarily forgot his displeasure with his daughter.


Annoyed with the women, he made the observation that if the miners of the South Caradon mine had observed the Sabbath in an
appropriate way, such an accident might never have occurred.


Emily’s own opinion was that had the adventurers been less concerned with profit-making there would have been no need for
Sunday working. However, she kept such thoughts to herself. She did not want to become involved in yet another argument with
her bigoted father.


A rapidly growing crowd, comprised mainly of women and children, was gathered around the head of the main mine shaft. Many
men from the area had emigrated in recent years, leaving their families behind to cope as best they could. The few men present
today were mainly aged or invalids, unable to either work or emigrate.


Bringing the pony to a halt, Reverend Arthur Boyce handed the reins to a young boy from St Cleer before making his way to where the mine captain stood talking to two adventurers, both of whom were local landowners.


Emily hurried to where she could see Rose Holman, the young wife of the Methodist minister, standing among a group of silent,
anxious women. These, Emily knew, would be women who had men working underground.


‘Is the news bad?’

Emily put the question to Rose in a low voice. Despite their allegiances to different religions, each woman knew and respected
the other. Sadly, their mutual respect had grown from just such occasions as this.


‘We don’t know.’

Pretty and dark haired, Rose had been born and brought up in a moorland mining community. She had witnessed many mine tragedies,
even before meeting and marrying her preacher husband.


‘There’s been a roof fall, but nobody’s yet come up to grass to tell us how bad it is. ’Tis fortunate it’s happened on a Sunday,
I suppose. There are still many men who won’t work on a Sunday, even though they might need to tighten their belts a notch
or two because of it.’


The two women conversed quietly for a few minutes before Emily hurried to the aid of a distraught and heavily pregnant woman.
Her three-year-old daughter had just fallen and grazed an elbow and both knees.


The mother, no older than Emily, was close to tears and seemed unable to cope with the child. Taking charge of the small girl,
who parted tearfully and reluctantly with the information that her name was Primrose, Emily brushed off the grazed joints, before tying her own handkerchief around a knee that was dribbling blood.


‘There, that’s better, isn’t it?’ When the young child looked at Emily doubtfully, she added, ‘You’ve been such a brave girl
that when your knee is better Mummy can wash the handkerchief and you may have it for your very own.’


Primrose gave Emily a fleeting smile before limping away stiff-legged to proudly show off the makeshift bandage to a young
friend.


‘Thank you kindly, Miss Boyce,’ the child’s mother said gratefully. ‘I’d have tended to her myself, but I’m finding bending
down a bit difficult right now. I’ve only got another two weeks to go – that’s if all this don’t bring it on quicker.’


The woman looked frightened. Emily was aware her name was Jean Spargo, but she knew very little else about her. ‘Is your husband
down there?’ she asked sympathetically.


Jean Spargo nodded. ‘Him and his brother. It’s the first Sunday they’ve ever worked. We’re Methodist, you see. Their father’s
a lay preacher.’


She spoke apologetically, as though half expecting Emily to walk away because she was not a member of Reverend Boyce’s congregation.

When there was no immediate reaction to her disclosure, she added, ‘Phillip’s pa told him he’d offend the Lord by working
on the Sabbath.’ Her voice broke as she continued, ‘“Six days may work be done, but in the seventh is the sabbath of rest,
holy to the Lord. Whosoever doeth any work in the sabbath day, he shall surely be put to death.” That’s what his pa told him.
I remember every word, but Phillip wouldn’t listen. He told his pa he had a family to provide for and the Lord would understand.’
Brokenly, she added, ‘I hope he was right.’


‘Hush! You must not upset yourself. We don’t know what’s happened down there, or who – if anyone – has been hurt.’

Even as she spoke there was a stir among those crowding around the head of the shaft. The man-engine had clanked into action.
The women pressed forward as the wheel commenced to spin, winding on cable attached to a cage designed to carry men to and
from their work below ground.


When the cage came into view and stopped, it disgorged three passengers. Emily realised with a start that one of them was
Sam. He was so filthy she had not immediately recognised him.


All three men stood squinting uncomfortably as the light of the early summer afternoon replaced the gloom of the underground
mine.


One of the first people Sam saw when his eyes became accustomed to the light was Emily. His expression softened momentarily
and he began to walk towards her.


The mine captain was pushing his way through the crowd towards the shaft but Emily noted that her father was still talking
to the adventurers. He did not appear to have noticed Sam.


She returned her gaze to the young miner just as he saw Jean Spargo and came to a sudden, uncertain halt. It was immediately
apparent to Emily that the two knew each other. Rose Holman knew Sam too and it was she who spoke first.


‘What’s happening down below, Sam? Has anyone been hurt?’


‘I’m afraid so.’ He spoke carefully, avoiding the eyes of the pregnant woman. ‘There are two dead, but no one else seems to
be hurt.’


‘Is my Phillip all right?’

It was a direct question and desperately though Sam wished he could avoid giving an answer, he could not.

‘I … I’m sorry, Jean. He was caught by the roof fall. Him and Wesley …’ Wesley was Phillip’s brother. ‘They would have known
nothing …’


It was doubtful whether the young pregnant woman heard his final sentence. Swaying alarmingly for a moment or two, her head
suddenly fell back and she crumpled to the ground.


Emily succeeded in preventing her head from striking the muddy ground, but she could not avoid falling to the ground with
her.


The next few minutes were filled with confusion. As Primrose screamed, she, her mother, Rose and Emily were hemmed in by a
crowd of concerned women.


While some attempted to revive their cruelly widowed neighbour, others offered loud and contradictory advice on how best this
might be achieved.


Holding the thoroughly frightened child to her, Emily struggled free of the crowd – and came face-to-face with her father.

Before he could speak, she said, ‘The wife of one of the men who has been killed has fainted. She’s heavily pregnant. This
is her little girl. I am taking care of her while her mother is revived and helped to her home.’


Arthur Boyce was not an altogether unfeeling man, but he felt uncomfortable surrounded by noisy, grieving women. ‘Very well, Emily. Er … my pony and trap are at the woman’s
disposal should it be of help, but I need to be back at St Cleer for the evening service …’


The pony and trap were not needed. The women acquired a stretcher upon which Jean Spargo was placed. Then, carried by two
men and two women, it was hurried away to her home in a nearby hamlet.


Primrose seemed to have been overlooked in the general commotion. Thoroughly confused by everything happening about her she
clung to Emily, sobbing uncontrollably. Holding her close, Emily hurried after those carrying Jean Spargo.


The home of Primrose and her mother was a one-up, one-down terraced house beside the mineral railway line, along which was
carried ore from the mines to the small South Cornish port of Looe.


Although small, the house was clean and well-kept and Emily saw sad little domestic traces of the dead miner. One was a home-made
pipe rack, fastened to the wall beside the fireplace, containing a variety of clay pipes. Another was a half-completed carved
wooden doll lying on a shelf.


Primrose had ceased crying now and wanted to be reunited with her mother, who had been taken upstairs to the only bedroom.
However, there was so much coming-and-going in the house that Emily felt obliged to keep the child downstairs with her for
the time being.


Suddenly there was the sound of raised voices from the bedroom, followed by a cry of, ‘Quick! The baby’s coming!’, and Rose
came hurrying down the stairs to organise a supply of hot water.


Seeing Emily, she said, ‘This is no place for an unmarried girl, Emily. You’d best be getting on home.’


‘What about Primrose?’ The child had become frightened by the increased activity and raised voices. ‘She’s asking for her
mother.’


‘It’s no place for her either,’ declared Rose. ‘My sister lives not far away. She has two children of her own. Primrose will
be all right with her. I’ll send someone round there with her right away.’


From upstairs there came the sound of a woman’s voice crying out with pain and Rose said hurriedly, ‘Here, give her to me.
I’ll take her now, before she becomes even more frightened. Jean’s baby is pushing hard to come into the world, even though
she’s not ready for it yet. It won’t be easy for her. Come on, Primrose. You get off home right away, Emily. If you stay here
listening to what’s going on up there you’ll be put off for ever from having a family of your own.’



III

Leaving the terraced cottage behind her, Emily chose a path that would take her around the side of the hill that had given
its name to the mine. Caradon hill stood guard overlooking Bodmin Moor’s southern boundary. It had been the site chosen by
King Charles the first to muster his army before he led it to a notable victory against Parliamentarian forces during the
Civil War, more than two hundred years before.


The course of the path along which Emily was walking had been trodden by the feet of countless generations of Cornish miners,
men who would have witnessed many such tragedies as she had just left behind her.


Eyes cast down, she was wondering what the future held for Jean Spargo and her young daughter. Then, passing a large clump
of yellow-flowering gorse, Emily looked up and saw Sam.


He was seated on a large rock of freestone granite scarred by long-dead hard-rock miners. They had practised their rock-drilling
skills on it, using a hammer and spade-ended boring tools.


Sam was still as dirty as when he appeared on the surface of the man-engine shaft at the South Caradon mine. He looked weary
and despondent.


‘Hello, Emily. Is Jean all right?’

‘Not really. She’s gone into labour, although Rose doesn’t think it’s her time just yet.’

‘Poor Jean.’ When Sam shook his head his weariness was more pronounced. Unhappily, he added, ‘She’s going to have a hard time
of it with two young ’uns and no man to take care of her.’


‘Do you know her well?’ Emily didn’t know why she asked this question.

He nodded. ‘There was a time when her ma and mine thought we would marry. Then Phillip came along and she had eyes for no
one else from then on. They thought the world of each other.’


‘Now she has lost Phillip and will have two young children to support. Perhaps she will turn to you once more.’

Sam shook his head. ‘We’re neither of us the person we were all those years ago. Besides, even if I did feel that way about
her, I couldn’t bear to spend the rest of my life knowing I was second best to the ghost of a man who had been my best friend.’ He gave her a wan smile. ‘I was pleased to see you there helping her, though. She needed
someone around who could show some commonsense when it was wanted. I hope everything goes well for her with the baby. It’s
all very, very sad. She and Phillip were so looking forward to the birth. Primrose was too, but, fortunately, she’s too small
to know very much about what’s going on.’


‘She’s a delightful little girl,’ said Emily. Her concern shifting to Sam, she said, ‘It must have been horrible for you to
be among those who found her father.’


‘It was … but let’s not talk about it any more. I saw Parson Boyce go home alone with the pony and trap and waited here hoping
you might take this way home. I’ve got a special reason for wanting to speak to you.’


As they began to walk along the path together, Sam continued, ‘Things have been bad at the South Caradon mine for weeks now.
I reckon this accident has put the seal on its fate. Cap’n Rowe told me before I came away just now that the adventurers will
probably be shutting the mine down.’


Emily looked at him in concern. ‘What will you do?’ She was aware that none of the other mines were taking on men. Those mines
still working had a hundred men chasing every vacancy.


Sam looked unhappy. ‘Pa was talking to me about that only today, Emily, just before the accident happened. In fact, we’ve
spoken about it many times before. We’ve all known the mine didn’t have much life left in it, what with the price of copper
being so low. Pa wants me to go to Australia. My Uncle Wilf is there, at a place called Kadina. His letters are full of the
marvellous life he has. He says it’s a great new country where a man can carve out a good future for himself if he’s willing to work hard – and I’ve never been afraid of hard work.’


‘You are not seriously considering going all the way to Australia?’ Emily was dismayed. Regardless of her father’s ban she had been quite determined
that she would not stop seeing Sam – and there was much more to her determination than natural stubbornness. If he emigrated
to Australia there was little possibility they would ever meet again.


‘I have very little choice, Emily.’

‘Of course you have! There are other mines. You are a good miner – and a local man. You’ll find work.’ She spoke with an optimism
she knew was ill-founded.


Sam knew it too and he shook his head. ‘By the end of the year almost all the Bodmin Moor copper mines will have shut down.
There’ll be hundreds of men – married men, most of them – chasing every job that’s on offer.’


‘But … you don’t need to depend entirely upon mining. Your father has a farm. He can find work for you.’

Despite her resolve not to let Sam realise how much she thought of him, Emily now came close to desperation as the knowledge
that he was likely to go out of her life for ever sank in. In truth, he was the only really close friend she had. Being the
daughter of a vicar, especially one who was a social snob, was a lonely life in such a poverty-stricken area.


‘There’s no money to be made from farming in these parts unless miners are making money and buying farm produce. As it is,
half the wage-earners have emigrated. The families they’ve left behind are only half a step ahead of starvation. Pa is a caring man, Emily, he’s already giving away more than the farm is making. I’d be just an extra
burden for him to bear.’


Emily realised that nothing she could say to Sam was going to make any difference. It seemed his mind was made up. She would
need to face up to the fact she was going to lose him.


‘When do you think you will be leaving?’

‘As soon as a passage can be arranged and that won’t be very long. Pa had me do all the paperwork and get references some
time ago – just in case. He says ships are leaving from Falmouth and Plymouth every week and Cornish miners and their families
are being offered free passages. He’s offered to give me enough money to see me started there. I’ve managed to put a little
by too. It should see me all right for a while.’


As he unfolded his plans, Emily realised she was likely to lose him even sooner than she had anticipated. Somewhat bitterly,
she said, ‘You seem to have everything well worked out and are wasting no time about this.’


‘That’s Pa, not me. He’s been thinking about it for a very long time. I believe he’s even discussed it with Parson Boyce.’

Emily suddenly recalled the conversation she was having with her father when the news of the mine tragedy reached the vicarage;
her father was smugly asserting that her friendship with Sam would soon be at an end. She wondered now whether the suggestion
that Sam should go to Australia might have originated from her father and not from Sam’s.


‘When did your pa speak to my father about this?’

‘I don’t know. It must have been mentioned again this morning though, because Pa had a list of sailings Parson Boyce gave him straight after church.’


Emily said nothing to Sam of her belief that her father had put the idea into Farmer Hooper’s head. She remained silent for
much of the remainder of the walk to the village. Nevertheless, inside she was very, very angry – and extremely hurt. It was
even possible that her father had provided the money to finance Sam in his new life there.



IV

‘I’m going to miss you, Sam. I know the whole choir will, but I feel I will miss you most of all. You are the only one I am
able to really talk to about things.’


When he made no immediate reply, she added, ‘It’s not too late to change your mind, you know.’

Emily and Sam were seated side by side in the porch of St Cleer’s ancient church. Choir practice had ended twenty minutes
before and darkness was lowering over the village, yet neither Sam nor Emily was in a hurry to go to their respective home.


It was a Friday evening, almost five weeks after the accident at the South Caradon mine. Sam was to leave for the emigration
depot at Plymouth on Sunday, and would be setting sail for Australia only a day or two later.


‘I couldn’t change my mind now, Emily. Besides, three more mines have closed this week. Mining has collapsed in the whole
of Cornwall. It’s finished – and this time I’m convinced it’s for good. Miners will be fighting for places on emigrant ships
before long.’


Despite the misery she felt because he was leaving, Emily knew Sam was right. Things were so bad she had been helping her
father write letters to Church leaders and prominent businessmen in other parts of the country. Arthur Boyce was calling for
donations to help feed the impoverished families of thousands of out-of-work Cornish miners.


‘Why did you come to choir practice tonight, Sam? You won’t be singing in church on Sunday – or any other day.’

‘I don’t really know. I suppose it’s because I’ve got so used to coming here every Friday. Anyway, although I’d said “goodbye”
to most of the others, I hadn’t been able to see you. I couldn’t go off without speaking to you.’


‘I would never have forgiven you if you had!’ Emily tried to make a joke but failed miserably.

‘I’ll miss you, especially,’ he suddenly blurted out.

‘Will you? Will you really?’ she seized upon his words eagerly. ‘You’ll write to me?’

Sam fidgeted uncomfortably. ‘My writing’s not very good, Emily. I didn’t get much schooling.’

This was an understatement of the facts. He could write his name, but little more than that.

Emily should have been aware of this and she was angry with herself for causing him embarrassment. ‘But … you’ll be keeping
in touch with your parents somehow. Will you ask whoever writes letters for you to include a message for me, please?’


‘If you’d really like me to.’

‘I would, Sam. I really would.’


‘Will Parson Boyce allow you to have a message from me?’

‘Why shouldn’t he?’ she replied sharply.


He shrugged his shoulders, the gesture barely visible in the gathering darkness. ‘Pa said the parson had spoken to him about
village gossip. It seems he made it very clear he doesn’t approve of me.’


‘Father disapproves of most people – me especially – but when did this conversation take place?’


‘I don’t know exactly. A few months ago, at least.’

‘About the time when your father first suggested you should go to Australia?’

‘It might have been …’ Sam suddenly realised why she was asking the questions. ‘You’re not suggesting the two things are connected?
I’m sure they’re not. Pa has said many times that there’s nothing in Cornwall for a young man, especially if he works on the
mines.’


Emily was less convinced than Sam that her father had nothing to do with his forthcoming exile, but she realised she would
probably never learn the truth of it.


‘At what time on Sunday are you actually leaving St Cleer?’

‘About ten in the morning. Pa’s taking me in the light farmcart as far as Liskeard. I’ll be catching a train from there to
Plymouth to board the boat.’


‘That’s very early,’ Emily said unhappily. ‘I was hoping I might be able to see you before you left.’

‘Why don’t you come to see me tomorrow?’ Sam suggested eagerly. ‘Friends and family will be dropping in at the farm all day
to have a drink, a bite to eat, and to wish me well. You’d be made very welcome if you could come.’


Emily shook her head, a gesture that was lost in the darkness. ‘I couldn’t get away. My sister Caroline is returning home
tomorrow and Maude has been given the day off to visit her sister. Besides, my father will be home all day. I’m only able to stay talking to you this evening
because he is at a diocesan meeting in Bodmin. Even so, I had better go now, or Maude will tell him I was late returning from
choir practice and I’ll be in trouble once again.’


She rose to her feet and Sam followed suit. As they stood close together in the narrow church porch, he said, ‘I’ll walk home
with you.’


‘No!’ Emily had not intended to sound quite so vehement and she quickly added, ‘The chapel meeting will be turning out about
now. Preacher Garland would love to be able to tell Father I had been seen walking in the dark with you.’


Preacher Garland was a lay preacher who had taken it upon himself to crusade against the twin evils of alcohol and a reprehensible
lack of morals among the young.


‘Then I suppose I’d better say goodbye to you here and now.’

Sam held out his hand to her but Emily could not see it. Beside, she had other plans. Her heart beating alarmingly fast, she
said, ‘You may kiss me, if you wish.’


His feet shuffled on the stone-paved floor as he moved towards her, then his breath brushed against her cheek as he gave her
a glancing kiss.


Emily’s experience of kissing had so far been restricted to perfunctory greetings given to her by older family members. Not
certain exactly what she had been expecting from Sam, she was yet aware of a feeling of disappointment.


With a boldness that would have horrified her father, she said quietly, ‘Is that the best you can do, Sam Hooper? Is that how your Daniel would have kissed Bessie Mitchell?’


The questions were extremely provocative, as Emily well knew. Daniel was Sam’s older brother. His passion for Bessie had been
the talk of the village, providing a subject for more than one of Preacher Garland’s highly critical sermons.


It had come as no surprise to anyone when Bessie became pregnant and the young couple were obliged to marry. They had been
married for little more than three years now and had three young children, yet none of the passion had faded from their relationship.


Sam was standing very close to Emily and instead of replying he reached out and pulled her to him.

This time the kiss was all she had anticipated – and more. It seemed to her that every nerve and fibre she possessed was responding
to the nearness of his body as she strained against him.


Suddenly, they heard the sound of voices and the spell was broken.

Guiltily, they stood back from each other as the voices drew nearer. Emily’s confused emotions untangled themselves and she
felt a very real fear. If the voices belonged to her father’s churchwardens, coming to the church for some reason, she would
be in serious trouble. Not merely for being here alone with Sam, but also for deliberately flouting her father’s explicit
order that she was not to have anything more to do with him.


Holding her breath, she sensed that Sam was doing the same.

Then the owners of the voices passed by the porch entrance – two miners from a nearby hamlet, taking a shortcut through the
churchyard on their way to work on the nightshift at one of Bodmin Moor’s few remaining working mines.


Emily and Sam breathed out their relief, yet both were aware it would be impossible to recapture the magic of the moment they
had just experienced.


‘You’d better be getting home before someone comes looking for you.’ Sam spoke the words reluctantly. ‘I suppose I should
be on my way too, it’s going to be a busy day tomorrow.’


‘Yes,’ Emily agreed, with equal reluctance. Miserably, she added, ‘I know I won’t be able to see you again, Sam, but take
care of yourself and please find some way of letting me know where you are and what you are doing.’


‘I’ll try,’ he promised. ‘But let me walk you home …’

‘No,’ she said, more firmly than she felt. ‘We’ve said our goodbyes now. We must not risk having villagers see us together
and causing more trouble than they have already. Take care, Sam – and God go with you.’


She kissed him once more, but this time it was a brief, almost perfunctory gesture.

Before he could make a move to stop her, she turned and fled into the darkness, taking a path that would lead her to the vicarage.

Left alone, Sam listened to the sound of her running feet until he could hear them no more. Then, feeling very confused and
experiencing an increasing sense of frustration and unhappiness, he reluctantly turned his back on the church and made his
way home, but he went far more slowly than had Emily.



V

For much of the day before Sam left St Cleer, members of his large family came from miles around, joining with many friends
to bid him farewell and wish him a safe journey and success on the far side of the world.


All considered it highly unlikely they would ever meet with him again. The advent of steam had made crossing the oceans of
the world less hazardous than in earlier years, but they knew from their experience of the many men who had emigrated from
Cornwall during the recent lean years that very few returned to resume life in their native land. Most either sent for their
families to join them or regularly remitted money to those they had left behind. Others were never heard from again.


Among those who flocked to the farm were women who had seen loved ones depart never to return, and, ignorant of the vastness
of the country to which Sam was voyaging, they pressed letters upon him, urging him to deliver them personally, to places
as far apart as Tasmania, Queensland and Kalgoorlie.


They brought presents for him too. Small and simple gifts for the most part. A kerchief, belt, pencil, socks – and a book,
for which he gave polite thanks to the donor, even though he could not read it. There was also a hairbrush, a razor – and
even a cake, baked for him by a great-aunt. She declared that the farther a man travelled, the more he would appreciate good
wholesome home-cooking.


Sam would have been quite content to forego the farewells of both family and friends. Most, after a few solemn words, stood
around in small, mildly embarrassed groups, food and drink in hand, talking loudly to each other.


Many of the more distantly related members of the family had not seen him since he was a small child. However, saying farewell
to an emigrating relative, no matter how distant, was a duty that could not be shirked. It was as important an occasion as
a birth, christening or funeral.


Sam was about to leave Cornwall and all he had ever known, crossing the ocean to make a new life among strangers. It was incumbent
upon them to come to his home and offer good wishes.


Their numbers took Sam by surprise and spoiled his own plans. He had been hoping there would be an opportunity to spend a
little time at the church, and that Emily might be there. Or that she would see him from the vicarage and find an excuse to
sneak away from the house and meet him, if only for a few minutes.


Their parting the previous evening had left him in a very confused state of mind. A strong, unspoken bond between him and
Emily had gradually grown up over the months – perhaps years, even – yet he had always been painfully aware of their vastly
different stations in life.


For this reason he had thought it impossible there could ever be anything more than friendship between them.

Until last night.

In the church porch, Emily had done what he had never dared contemplate. Her actions had been so unexpected he still found
it difficult to believe it had really happened.


Since then she had occupied as much of his thoughts as the forthcoming voyage to Australia and the events of the day would allow. He wondered whether she would ever have behaved
in such a manner had his imminent departure not meant their relationship could never go any further.


He dismissed such thoughts. She had made him promise to get news to her of where he was and what he was doing. Why should
she do that if nothing was likely to come of it?


Had Emily been anyone else and not the daughter of Parson Boyce, he would have called on her today and asked her how she really felt about him.


Had her reply promised a future together he would have deferred his emigration …

But this was no more than foolish conjecture. Emily was … who she was. Emily Boyce, daughter of the Reverend Arthur Boyce,
vicar of St Cleer and niece of Lord Boyce, an important minister in the government of England. He, Sam, was the son of a poor
moorland farmer. A miner, unable to read or write …


‘Hello, Sam.’

A soft voice broke into his thoughts. He turned to see Jean Spargo standing beside him, holding the hand of Primrose.

‘Jean! It’s very nice of you to come here.’ Suddenly remembering, he said, ‘I was sorry to hear about the baby …’

The child, a boy, had lived for only a few hours.

‘I was at Phillip’s funeral, but never had an opportunity to speak to you.’

‘I saw you, Sam, but was still feeling so ill I didn’t want to talk to anyone – but I haven’t come to say goodbye.’

‘No?’ Her statement puzzled him. ‘What then?’


‘I’m going to Australia too, me and Primrose – and to the same place as you, to Kadina, although I didn’t know you were going there until last night.’


‘But … why are you going there? I would have thought you would have wanted to stay here, in Cornwall, where you know people.’


‘I have no one here in Cornwall, Sam – not now. At least, no one who’s close. Besides, everywhere I turn I’m reminded of Phillip.
I decided I’d go to Australia to my pa. If you remember, when my ma died at the same time as your aunt, he and your uncle
Wilf went off to Australia together. I had letters from him saying how well he’s doing and what a wonderful place Australia
is. There haven’t been any letters just lately, but I’d have heard if anything had happened to him. He always wanted me and
Phillip to go out there and join him, but Phillip didn’t want to leave Cornwall. Now he’s dead there’s nothing to keep me
here.’


Her news was so unexpected Sam hardly knew what to say. ‘It’s an incredible coincidence that we should be going to the same
place, Jean, but … when are you leaving?’


‘Tomorrow, Sam. We’re sailing for Port Adelaide on the Bonython, the same as you. I was just talking to your pa about it. He’s said that if me and Primrose are here by ten o’clock in the
morning he’ll take us to Liskeard with you in the cart to catch the train.’


At that moment Primrose pulled away from her mother. She ran to where two children, a year or two older than herself, were
being shown one of the kittens that had been the cause of Emily’s confrontation with her father some weeks before.


After satisfying herself that Primrose would come to no harm with the other children and the kitten, Jean turned back to Sam
once more. ‘You don’t know what a relief it will be having you close at hand on the ship, Sam. I was dreading the thought
of going all that way with Primrose, knowing no one. I’m not sure you’ll be as pleased to have us travelling with you, but I promise I’ll not allow Primrose and me to be a burden …’


At that moment Primrose let out a scream as the kitten, pulled from one child to another, put out its claws and scratched
the little girl.


As Jean hurried to her daughter, Sam watched her go with mixed feelings. It would be nice to travel with someone he knew – and he and Jean had been friends for a very long time. However, despite Jean’s assurance,
he had an uneasy feeling that she and Primrose would prove to be an unexpected and not entirely welcome responsibility on the long journey to South Australia.



VI

Jean and Primrose arrived at the Hooper farm more than an hour before Sam and his immediate family were due to leave for Liskeard.

Although Jean protested that she and Primrose were not hungry, they did full justice to the meal placed in front of them by
Sam’s mother.


In truth, they were unused to eating well. Raising money for the expenses they would incur on a voyage to Australia had not been easy for the young widow. The sale of her household effects and those of her late husband had not
fetched as much as she had expected and Phillip’s workmates had been able to spare little for the collection made on her behalf.


In the recent uncertain times, she and Primrose had often gone short of food. Being hungry was no new experience for either
of them. However, the little money she carried with her would have to last for at least three months – more if they did not
immediately locate her father.


But Jean tried not to think of the hardships that lay ahead. She and Primrose were setting off to begin a new life. One devoid
of poverty and despair – or so her father had declared in his letters.


Eventually, it was time to set off. Clutching their pitifully scant possessions, mother and daughter settled themselves on
the farm wagon, together with Sam, his luggage and members of his family.


Many friends had gathered to wave them on their way, but Sam was deeply disappointed that Emily was not included among their
number. He realised it would have been very difficult for her, but he had hoped she might find a way to come and see him off.


Other friends were also absent. Good friends he had known for many years and who had sung with him and Emily in the choir.
He tried, unsuccessfully, not to be too hurt by their absence.


Sam’s father called for the well-wishers to stand clear. When they obeyed, he shook out the reins and urged the horse into
motion.


The wagon creaked away to the cheers of the friends Sam was leaving behind and with a number of excited young children running beside it.


The journey took them through St Cleer village. As they approached the church, Farmer Hooper was forced to bring the wagon
to a halt, the road blocked by a group of people – the church choir.


As wagon and horse stopped, the choir started to sing a hymn that began ‘For the dear ones parted from us’. Listening to the
words, tears stung Sam’s eyes, but when the hymn came to an end and the members of the choir gathered around the farm wagon
to voice their farewells, he had eyes for only one of their number – and Emily held his gaze.


She was the last person to grasp his hand. Remembering the previous occasion on which they had met, he would have wished for
something more demonstrative than a handshake. However, he realised she dared make no show of affection in front of so many
witnesses.


As it was, she held his hand for a dangerously long time, at the same time pressing something into it.

‘Take care of yourself, Sam, and don’t forget to let us know how things are going for you in Australia.’

Closing his hand upon the as-yet-unseen object she had placed there, he said, ‘I won’t forget, Emily. I won’t forget anything.’

His low-spoken words gave Emily more pleasure than he would ever know; at the same time she hoped that none of those hearing
them would detect their hidden meaning.


‘All right, everybody, stand clear, we have to be on our way,’ Farmer Hooper called out to the choir. Moments later horse
and wagon were on the move once more.


Sam and the others in the wagon waved furiously until the well-wishers disappeared from view.


Not until now did Sam open his hand to discover he was holding a gold crucifix. It was one Emily had frequently worn on a
delicate gold chain about her neck. It had been a present from her late mother.


Sam was aware how much Emily valued the crucifix. It was proof, beyond any doubt, that Emily’s feelings for him went far beyond
friendship. He wished there was some way he could have thanked her properly for giving him such a valuable and treasured farewell
present.


He had thought the gift had gone unnoticed by the others, but Jean caught a glimpse of it when he unclenched his hand. Now
she said quietly, ‘That’s a very nice thing to be given, Sam.’


‘It’s very generous,’ he agreed. ‘Far too generous, she shouldn’t have done it.’

‘Is Emily Boyce your sweetheart?’

The direct question was so unexpected that for a few moments Sam floundered for a reply. Finally, he said, ‘She’s a friend.
Avery good friend, that’s all. She couldn’t be anything else when she’s the daughter of the parson, could she?’


He was saved from further questioning because at that moment the wagon came up with a party comprising two women and five
children, trudging along the road. Each, including the smallest child, was struggling with a bundle of possessions.


Bringing horse and wagon to a halt, Farmer Hooper called out, ‘Are you all going to Liskeard?’

When the women said they were, he invited them to accept a ride on the wagon.

They clambered on board eagerly and a small boy settled himself beside Sam. Hugging a lumpy bundle, the child glanced at Sam
uncertainly once or twice before suddenly blurting out, ‘I’m going to see my dad.’


‘Are you now?’ Sam smiled at him. ‘And where is he?’

The answer to this simple question seemed beyond the capabilities of the small boy and he looked to one of the girls, perhaps
twice his age, for an answer.


‘He’s in Australia,’ she replied. ‘Him and our uncle. They’re working on a mine. We’re going to live with them again. These
are our cousins …’


She indicated the other children, who were all within a year or two of her own age.

‘Why, that’s where we’re going too,’ said Sam. ‘Where in Australia are you bound?’

It was the beginning of an excited conversation which soon involved children and adults. The newcomers had walked from North
Hill, a village some miles distant, on the edge of Bodmin Moor. They too were sailing from Plymouth, but on a different ship,
their destination mines on the eastern side of Australia.


It seemed to Jean that if the present exodus continued there would be no one left in Cornwall in a few years’ time.
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‘I wonder what Jean Spargo and Primrose were doing in the wagon with Sam?’


When the Hooper farm wagon passed from view Emily put the question to a choir member as they filed into church to prepare
for the Sunday morning service.


‘They’re off to Australia too,’ said the girl to whom she had spoken. ‘Jean’s father’s out there. He’s all the family she
has now. There’s her husband’s family, of course, but it’s not the same. Mind you, I think she’d have done better to stay
here, but it’s none of my business and blood’s thicker than water, or so they say.’


‘I’m surprised Sam never said anything when he came to choir practice,’ Emily persisted.

The thought of Sam travelling all the way to Australia in the company of Jean Spargo troubled her. Sam and the young widow
had once been close – and Jean was a very attractive woman.


‘To tell you the truth, I don’t think he knew,’ said another of the choir members who had overheard the brief conversation.
‘Jean was at the farewell party given at the Hooper farm yesterday. I believe he learned only then. Mind you, I doubt if he’ll
mind too much, Jean’s a fine-looking woman. Any red-blooded man would be happy to spend a few months in her company.’


‘Sam will need to watch himself,’ another choir member chipped in. ‘Jean Spargo’s “chapel”. If he shows too much of an interest
she’ll have him standing with her in front of the altar before he knows what’s happening.’


The talk moved on from Jean Spargo. Minutes later the choir began to prepare for the service, but for the remainder of that
morning Emily found it very difficult to concentrate on spiritual matters.


After the service Emily waited for her father and they walked back to the vicarage together.

Arthur Boyce said very little until they neared the vicarage gate. Then, well out of hearing of members of the congregation
walking in a similar direction, he said sternly, ‘Did I see you talking to Samuel Hooper before the service?’


Emily started guiltily. Her thoughts at that very moment had been of Sam. Defensively, she said, ‘Yes, the choir sang a hymn
for him, to wish him well on his long journey.’


‘Very laudable,’ said her father with unashamed insincerity. ‘However, it might have been more judicious of you to have allowed
the other choir members to say their farewells without you.’


Stopping in her tracks, Emily looked at her father in disbelief. ‘Are you saying I must distance myself from the other members of the choir now?’


‘Of course not … Well, not when they are singing for my services. The choir is much admired by the congregation and I am,
of course, delighted that you play such an active part in church activities. However, you need to remain aloof from the others
when you are outside the church. After all …’


‘I know …’ Emily’s bitterness spilled into the open, ‘they are not suitable companions for the daughter of the vicar of the
parish.’


‘Not just because I am the parish priest, Emily, but also because you are the niece of one of Her Majesty’s ministers …’

As he spoke, Emily silently mouthed the oft-repeated words in time with her father.

‘We must remember at all times that we are all of us joint guardians of Uncle Percy’s reputation.’

‘I doubt whether Uncle Percy’s reputation is so fragile that it would be endangered by my singing with a village church choir
to bid farewell to a fellow member who was emigrating to Australia,’ Emily said scornfully.


‘Gossip is an insidious thing, Emily, believe me. It will linger on long after Samuel Hooper has left these shores. I assure
you that the reputation of one of my daughters is just as important to me as that of Uncle Percy.’


‘Is it?’ Emily’s anger and frustration suddenly overtook caution. ‘Is it really, Father? Is that why you sent John packing
when he began to show an interest in Caroline? He was not damaging her reputation. Indeed, the villagers thought of the situation as highly romantic. Everyone was delighted for both of them. Everyone but you.’


John Kavanagh had served as a young curate at St Cleer for some eighteen months, during which time he and Caroline had become
increasingly fond of one another.


Reverend Boyce had been slow to observe such things for himself, but when a churchwarden made an innocent remark about Caroline
and the young curate making ‘a handsome couple’, Arthur Boyce was quick to act.


There had been a stormy confrontation with the young curate, as a result of which John Kavanagh made a hurried departure.
He took up a curacy in Yorkshire, after promising Parson Boyce he would make no attempt to contact Caroline for at least a
year.


Caroline had been inconsolable for weeks after the departure of the young curate. Arthur Boyce had forbidden the mention of
his name in the vicarage, but Caroline spoke of little else to her sister when their father was absent.


The year-long ban was almost at an end, but it seemed Arthur Boyce’s unreasonable ruling had brought the innocent relationship
to an end. No word had been received from him since his leaving. Although Emily knew her sister still pined for him, she had
not mentioned his name for some months now.


‘Is it really our reputation that is of concern to you, Father? Or is it the thought that both Caroline and I might find happiness
elsewhere and leave you with only a housekeeper to take care of you in your bitter old age? If so, it is a very short-sighted
view – and a selfish one. We could both provide you with grandchildren to bring a great deal of pleasure into your life.’


‘How dare you make such an outrageous accusation, Emily! Your welfare, and that of Caroline, has always been my major concern
since I lost your dear mother. I cannot even begin to imagine her distress were she alive to hear you speak to me in such
a manner. I declare I am quite unable to face you across the dining table. You will go to your room immediately and remain
there for the rest of the day.’


Angry that he had once again used a reference to her late mother in an attempt to deflect her, Emily said defiantly, ‘Does
that mean I am excused choir this evening?’


‘It means you will do as I say and go to your room – now! If I have any more to say to you today I will say it there. Go!’


Still defiant, Emily entered the vicarage ahead of her father and made her way to her room.

In the kitchen, where she was preparing lunch in the absence of the housekeeper, Caroline heard Emily stomp her way up the
stairs to her room and slam the door noisily. Then she heard the quieter sound of the closing of the study door and she knew
her father had gone to have his pre-Sunday-lunch sherry.


Caroline realised there must have been words between her father and sister yet again. She guessed correctly it would have
had to do with the departure from St Cleer of Sam Hooper. Caroline had hoped the relationship between Emily and their father
might improve during her absence on holiday. She now realised it had been too much to hope for. Both possessed strong characters
and each was too stubborn to give way to the other.


Caroline felt sorry for Emily. Despite her sister’s reticence on the subject, she was aware of her feelings for Sam Hooper
– and now he had gone from St Cleer for ever.


In common with Emily – and most of the villagers – Caroline did not doubt that Sam’s departure had been engineered by their
snobbish and domineering father, just as he had more openly sent John Kavanagh packing.


But John was still in England. Although he had kept his word to her father not to contact her for a year, he had ensured that
mutual acquaintances kept her informed of all that was happening in his life.


She firmly believed that when the year’s banishment came to an end John would return and provide her with the means of escaping
from the unreasonable discipline imposed by the vicar of St Cleer upon his two daughters.
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I

There was a number of departing emigrants waiting on the platform of Liskeard railway station by the time the train that would
take them to Plymouth wheezed to a halt.


Tears mingled with blessings and good wishes as the departing miners and a few dependants struggled to escape from well-wishing
friends and relatives and seek a seat on board.


Hanging precariously out of a carriage window, Sam’s last memory of Liskeard station was of tearful faces gazing after the
departing train and a forest of waving arms still bidding farewell when the train passed from view.


As Sam tugged on a leather strap to close the compartment window, Jean said, ‘Now I feel we’re really on our way.’ Hugging Primrose to her, she added, ‘Your ma and pa were very nice to us, Sam. I felt as though they were waving
Primrose and me on our way too.’


‘So they were,’ said Sam. ‘They know we’re all travelling to Australia together and will be sharing whatever adventures happen
along the way.’


Jean shivered. It was partly excitement, but there was apprehension too. ‘It’s an awful long way, Sam. I’m sure that if I’d
had longer to think about it – I mean really think about it – I’d never have dared to make such a journey. I would probably pull out even now if you weren’t travelling
with us.’


‘You’ll be fine, Jean – you and Primrose,’ he added hastily, embarrassed by the look she was giving him.

He was quite ready to give Jean all the help she needed on the long journey to Australia. Indeed, it was a great pleasure
to have someone he knew so well travelling with him – but he had grown used to her in the role of wife to his friend Phillip.
He had liked things that way. Besides, he had some thinking to do – about Emily.


There was a very wide gulf between their stations in life. Such a difference would have remained an insurmountable barrier
in Cornwall, but he had been told that such social barriers did not exist in Australia.


If he worked hard and made good there, who knew what might be achieved?

When Sam, Jean and Primrose left the train at Plymouth they were at a loss about where they should go. However, the young
boys of the busy seaport had long ago learned to turn the stream of emigrants passing through the city to their advantage.
They crowded about the railway station in droves, offering to carry the baggage of the bewildered new arrivals to the migrants’
transit depot – for a price.


However, such was the fierce competition for custom that Sam was able to strike a bargain with a young lad who said his name was William, halving the asking price from a shilling
and sixpence to ninepence.


The price agreed, their baggage was loaded on a small home-made handcart and they were soon walking through the streets of
Plymouth in the company of the cheerful young Plymothian.


After telling them of the ‘hundreds’ of emigrants he had assisted on their way, William asked their destination. When told
they were travelling to the port of Wallaroo, in South Australia, he commented, ‘Then you’ll be travelling on the Bonython. You’ll find it’s pretty crowded for families on this voyage.’


‘Then it’s just as well we’re not a family,’ Sam corrected him. ‘Jean and Primrose will be in the family accommodation. I’m
just a friend and will be in the single men’s part of the ship.’


‘That’s going to be even more crowded,’ William said. ‘You’ll need to be sure you find a good bunk for the voyage.’

‘Do you know the ship?’ Jean asked.

‘’Course I know her,’ the boy declared scornfully. ‘I knows all the ships that come in to Plymouth.’

Glancing speculatively at Sam, he added, ‘Mind you, I know the Bonython better than most.’


‘Oh, and why is that?’ Sam was only mildly interested, being wrapped up in his own thoughts.
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