
Secrets Beyond Dreams

Book 1

LAUREN MARIE

Copyright © 2025 Lauren Marie

Printed by Books to Go Now

Cover Design by Romance Novel Covers Now

All rights reserved.

––––––––

.

Excerpt from Secrets Beyond Dreams

Mrs. Pieper, your husband has left. He signed a legal contract and paid in full the amount necessary to give you instruction. If you should back down, the money and promissory notes are not refundable.” He placed his hands on the desk and pushed himself up. “And, there is a clause in the papers stating if you do back down the fee is tripled, for wasting our time. I understand from Mr. Pieper, it would bankrupt your estate and things would get rather messy.” He came out from behind the desk and leaned against the front of it. “That said, Mrs. Pieper, I can say without any reservation, your husband is an ass. I explained to him, quite clearly, to tell all to you before your arrival. I can only apologize to you for his obvious lack of care. To bring you into our situation without a word is unforgivable.”
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Prologue - 1976
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“Hey, Nick, we’ve found something up here.”

Nicholas Whear looked up the stairs. His sister, Stella, stood on the top step and held what looked to be a ledger. 

“We found mother’s journals, all of them. You’ll never believe where they’ve been hidden all of these years.” She grinned and twirled around, then moved to the hallway.

James Whear, their father, passed away in late October of 1975. Catherine, their mother, was very lonely without him, and it really didn’t surprise the children when she left them early in 1976. She’d grown quiet when the children would visit. Catherine listened to the tales her grandchildren would tell and the stories of her adult children’s daily lives. She commented how proud their father would be. On many evenings, when one of the children came up from the city to visit, they could tell she’d been crying, or find her looking out a window or wandering through the gardens. They wanted to help, but found there wasn’t any way to reach Catherine. 

The first Christmas after their father’s death, everyone felt sad. They played Christmas songs on the piano and sat around the fire after dinner. Nick found everything reminded him of his father. James Whear was a part of the manor and for the children, and his wife, he would always walk with them in the halls and land surrounding the home.

When Catherine passed away, Nicholas and his siblings, Jason, Michael, Steven, Jonathan, Jacob and his twin sister, Stella, met at the Whear estate to go over final decisions. Although all were born in the manor, they decided it would be best to sell the home and acreage surrounding it. With families of their own growing up in the city, the siblings agreed they couldn’t afford the taxes and didn’t have an interest in keeping the land and herds of sheep. 

Arranging the time for all seven children to meet was difficult because they wanted to make these important decisions together. They wanted to sit by the fireplace in the main living room and remember their parents. Each told of cherished memories, and through the tears and laughter, they found a closeness that time apart would never break. 

Whear Hall was located in the central part of the county and founded by their paternal grandfather, Edward Charles Whear. Oak and Maple trees stood guard around the home where green hills were visible in all directions. A deep forest and a large lake bordered the grounds and separated it from another estate - Mansfield Hall. The lake, never named when they were children, became Lake Tulle through a decree by the townships councilmen. The lake fed Tulle River which ran west into town.

Grandfather Whear herded sheep and grew vegetable crops. He was successful at both endeavors. Their father, James, was born in September of 1890, at the height of the grandfather’s achievement. 

On the first evening, the Whear children gathered around the fireplace and tried to piece together what they could of their parents’ past. They discovered that they all believed James always lived at Whear Hall. He may have left for a time to go to school but returned to the place he called home to carry on their grandfather’s legacy. They found out what they thought they knew was incorrect. 

They came to clean out their mothers personal items. She owned several closets of clothing, shoes, and a sundry of other items which needed to be cleared out. Nick arranged to have an estate sale in a month’s time. The library was stuffed to the rafters with books and files with legal papers. The dresser drawers in the guest bedrooms had piles of letters and pictures of people they’d known, yet some they couldn’t identify. Although they wanted to look through some of them, because of time constraints, they boxed up a lot of it. They hoped to find time later to look through all of these things.

Stella, Jason, and Nick were in their mother’s bedroom cleaning out drawers, cupboards, and the closet. Nick went downstairs to get a glass of water, when everything changed. He hurried back up the stairs and followed his sister to the master suite. 

His brother Jason explained that he pulled an armful of clothes out of a closet when he heard something slam down onto the floor. He looked out of the closet at his sister and said, “You’re never going to believe this,” and sent her to find Nick.

“Stella said you found mother’s journals.” 

Jason peered up at the ceiling of the closet and held another volume in his hand. Nick heard him say under his breath, “I just don’t believe it.” 

Stella walked over from the dresser and looked over his shoulder. 

“We need a step stool and a flashlight. You’re never going to believe this.” Jason turned and held up the book. 

“If you say we won’t believe it one more time Jason Whear, I may have to beat you.” Stella took the book out of his hand.

Catherine wrote in these journals for as long as Nick could remember. She would scribble in them and then mysteriously the journals would disappear as soon as she’d filled the pages. Nick thought they might find a box of them up in the attic or stored out in the barn. 

He walked over to Stella and took the book from her hand. Opening the cover, he found a sealed envelope. On the outside of the envelope it said My Children.

Jason pointed up toward the ceiling of the closet. “There’s a shelf up there. I saw something dark and when I reached for it, the book and note fell off the edge. You don’t think it’s where the rest of her journals are, do you?”  His eyes gleamed and he grinned. 

Stella moved away and said, “There’s a chair in the next room. I’ll get it.”

“This is a letter, addressed to My Children. We’ll need to share this with the others,” Nick said.

Stella brought the chair into the room. She pushed it to Jason, who grabbed the back and moved it into the closet. Nick took a flashlight out of his pocket and handed it to him. Jason stood on the chair, his head and shoulders disappearing into the upper part of the wardrobe.

“Oh my God.” He bent down at the waist and looked at the other two. “There must be forty or fifty journals up here.” He straightened up and started to pull them down two and three at a time. He’d hand them off to Stella and Nick and, when he finished, there were five separate piles totaling one-hundred and four journals in all. 

They separated the stacks in to smaller piles, opening pages and skimming through them. Their mother dated each entry and they spent some time putting them into chronological order. After boxing them, they carried them down to the living room. Nick sent Stella to find the others. He wanted to read the letter before they started on the journals. 

Within ten minutes all seven siblings sat around the fireplace. Nick explained what happened and what they’d found. 

“I’m going to start with the letter.” He slid the envelope out of the journal. “I think this is the last journal Mother wrote in before her death. How she managed to get it up in the top of the closet is beyond me, but she always accomplished what she set out to do. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.” He half smiled.

Michael put his hand on his brother’s shoulder. “Nick, shut up and read the letter. We’re all dying to hear what it says.”

Nick tore open the envelope. Inside was a five page letter, in their mother’s handwriting. He started to read aloud. “My darling children. I’m writing this to you on January 2.” He looked up at the others. “That’s the day before she passed.”  Nick continued. “I assume you have found my many journals. Before I explain about the scribbled pages, I want you to know some things, important things. Your father and I loved all of you very much. You were our pride and joy everyday of our lives.” He stopped as his voice began to crack and he realized his eyes went out of focus. “Your Father was a very strong man, but on the day each of you were born, I can honestly say, he shed many joyful tears. He never broke down much, but his dream of family made him so happy. 

“Nicholas, Jason and Michael you will always be our Three Musketeers. You’re Father and I had such fun watching you with your wooden swords defending us from evil villains and azalea bushes. Although, I worried like crazy one of you would lose an eye! And Jason, there were many times when you worried me to no end with tree climbing and all of the adventures you went on. You three came out unscathed in the end, thankfully. Now you are adults with worries of your own and I find myself less anxious than I did when you were young.”  There was a chuckle in the room.

“Mother always wanted to know where Jason was,” Michael commented.

Nick frowned at his brother.

“Sorry, I’ll be quiet,” he said.

“All of you represent the heart and soul of the Whear family now. You all have many gifts and much intelligence, and I’m proud of the way you handle yourselves daily. Whether in science, education, the law, or writing ghost stories, you have all taken wonderful steps in your lives and your successes made your Father and I stand taller and prouder than we ever thought possible. John, I do want to apologize for not using your partner when the will was amended. Your practice is very successful, but there were personal reasons for it. I hope you will understand. 

“Now, with regards to the journals, they begin at the time just before I met your father. I started to keep them during my first marriage...” Nick looked at the others in shock. “Mother was married before Father?  Did we ever know that?” The others only looked at him with surprise on their faces and either shook their head or mumbled no.

Nick’s focus turned back to the page and he continued. “I know you may be shocked to read this, but there are more surprises to come. There were many times, over the years, I thought about starting a bon fire in the back field and tossing the journals on it. I also contemplated tearing some of the pages out, but in the end, I couldn’t bring myself to do either. The books go by date and if you decide to read them, keep in mind the times your father and I lived in. It was a different world for us when we started out. I hope you won’t be too shocked by our story. I believe, in my heart, you should know the truth about how your father and I met, the little bit of turmoil we went through just to be together, and the joy we found in each other. There were many times one of you would ask how we met. I know we were vague with our answers, for which I want to apologize. Although what occurred was in a time passed, it still lingered in our memories. Even though it brought us together, it was a difficult time. Father and I never wanted to dwell on it.

“We shared a great amount of love for each other and once we were together, it was for good, and nothing could make us part. Since Father’s death, I have ached for him. I have looked daily for his smile, his touch, or kiss. I loved him with every part of my body and soul. His strength kept me lifted up and safe. Without him, I feel weak and frightened. I have a sense in my heart I will join him soon and, in a way, I can’t wait. My darling children, I love you all and hope when you have finished the journals, you will continue to love each other and your families with the same joy your Father and I shared. Hugs and kisses, Mother.”

Nick folded the letter and put it back in the envelope. They all sat in silence for a time and stared at the boxes of journals on the table in front of them. 

“It’s interesting to find them. I remember once when I was eleven or twelve years old, Mother caught me in the library reading one of them,” Nick said.

“Did she get upset with you, Nick?” Jason asked.

“No. She put it back on the shelf and we went to do something else. She said it was too lovely a day to be sitting inside. I remember, not long after that, the journals disappeared from the library. I guess we know where they went. I wonder if Father built the shelf in the closet.” Nick couldn’t remember a time his father worked on such a job.

“He probably did it when we were in school,” John said, and leaned on the couch. 

Stella cleared her throat and blew her nose. “I know time is short this weekend, but what if we start reading them aloud? That way, we can share them at the same time and discuss what we’re finding out? We won’t get much done around the house, but I’d rather find out what the journals say. I really want to know how mother and father first met.”

Everyone agreed. Jason walked over to the table and pulled out the first book. He opened the cover and put his hand on the first page. “Book one,” he read the page and then looked up. “Amazing, the start date, is January 3, 1920, she passed away fifty-six years to the day.”

Jason turned to the first page and the surprising story began.
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Chapter One
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January 1920

My name is Catherine Pieper. I am twenty-two years old. I’ve been married to Marshall Pieper for three years. I’m not sure how to start a journal. I’ve never done anything like this. I’m not a very good writer, but I suppose no one will ever read these pages, so it doesn’t really matter. 

I walked to the village earlier today and found myself in the stationery shop. On one of the shelves, I found this wonderful, leather bound book with blank pages. Many times, in the past, I have tried to remember when something in my life happened and found it hard to remember if it was five years ago or just yesterday. While in the shop, it occurred to me this would be a good way to remember. I can make notations of important events , so in the future I’ll be able to refer back and think - ah, yes, this was the day it happened. I’ve never done anything like this, writing down my personal thoughts, so I’m going to work hard to make it of interest. I have to remember to use many adjectives. 

My husband, Marshall, and I were married on a warm spring day in 1917. The war in Europe continued and a world-wide influenza out-break was happening. It ravaged our little corner of the county and took my father’s life in March of 1918, six months after I married Marshall. It killed millions around the world. I prayed it would never come back. I miss my Father very much.  

Now I sit here at my vanity, afraid to look at myself in the mirror. I remember those first days when Marshall and I married. I thought I’d made a wise choice. He seemed romantic and would bring me bouquets of flowers for no reason. We spent hours strolling around the countryside, talking about things we wished for in our lives. He desired a family, as did I, and said he enjoyed his work on the estate, particularly with the sheep. He paid special attention to me and I felt happy. 

The estate, Layne Hall, was left to me, but main control of the finances and care fell into Marshall’s hands. The solicitor explained estates almost never pass to daughters. Since my parents did not have an heir, it would pass to the eldest male relation. If there wasn’t a relation, then controlling interest would be held by a trust or passed to the eldest child’s spouse. Since I’m an only child, and my uncle’s felt no desire to take over Layne, this fell to Marshall. 

It became apparent my husband’s only interest was Layne Hall. Soon after my father’s funeral, Marshall began to spend as much time away from me as possible. He disappeared in the afternoon and would not return for several days or weeks. When he arrived home from his adventures, he looked haggard and worn. He did, and still continues, to do his husbandly duties. Besides the estate, he wants an heir very much. However, no matter how many times he visits my room at night, we still have no luck. When he is drinking, he blames me for the lack of youngsters. “We should have at least two by now,” he shouts at me. There are occasions when he becomes mean and I have to watch my every move. If I say something he doesn’t feel is correct...

This isn’t how I wanted this journal to begin. I’ve debated for a bit about tearing the above pages out and starting over. Now, I feel I will leave them. I will look back on them in the future, when I might forget how I felt. I suppose on the future pages I will continue to complain about my marriage situation. I will try to be more positive and note down all the wonderful things around me.  

The village is several miles away from us. In the spring, summer, and fall it is a lovely walk and it can take up to an hour to get there. Of course, if we take a carriage it takes less time. Marshall mentioned those automobiles which have become so popular. He wants to buy one. The only problem is there is no place to buy petrol in our county. He gets very upset sometimes and calls the village backwards. 

The city is further away and can take a day by carriage. However, a year ago a train depot and rail line were completed at the village. We now have train service twice a week. I haven’t gone to the city on the train yet, but hopefully, one day soon, I’ll experience this way of travel.

The weather today feels chilly. There is a delightful blue sky and the sun shines bright. The sun did set early, as it does in the winter months. I think I will sit by the fire this evening and start the book I found in town. It is an old edition of a Jane Austin story, one I have never read. It is called Emma and I’m looking forward to it very much. 

January 13

It snowed today and it is very cold. I went for a walk this morning and found it too cold to stay out long. I am sitting by the fire in the kitchen, and watching our cooks, Susan and Katie, prepare the food for our evening meal. I’m half the way through Emma and love the story very much.

Susan is our cook and has lived at Layne for many years. My mother hired Susan when she still learned how to cook and Katie came to us last year. She is very young, only fifteen years old, and has quite a lot to learn. I care deeply for them both very much. Stella Taylor started as my nanny and pretty much raised me. Mother passed away after I turned six years old and my father felt I needed a nanny. Stella became his first choice and she’s been with me since. After I married, she took over management of the household staff. She is a dear and I know it pains her quite a bit the way Marshall behaves when he is here. She bites her tongue often. 

Arthur came to the family before my birth. He is the manager of the estate and helped my father with the daily chores and staff. He is also our carriage driver. When father passed, Arthur was upset for weeks as he and father were great friends. He disappeared for a time and worked out his sadness. When he returned, he agreed to help my husband. There are times when I can tell by the look on Arthur’s face he is unhappy with the way things have turned out, but he always does his best.

Marshall is off on one of his adventures and I’m certain with the snow coming down, he won’t be back for a couple of days. I guess I should note, a year ago news came to my attention, in an offhand way, that Marshall is at a gambling hall in the city. Arthur told one of the cooks. She then told Stella, who told me. 

She felt I should be told what she’d heard. I could tell it made her uncomfortable, as she is not one to gossip, but told me all the same. 

However, today she came to me with different news about my husband. Marshall is not only gambling the income from the estate but is whoring quite often. This news causes me a great amount of hurt. I suppose I should be grateful he hasn’t brought home the syphilis disease or some other vile infection. What if he does, though? If something like this comes into my home, I will never have children. I really need to discuss this with him but am fearful of his anger. I’m going to have to think this over and broach the subject carefully. 

January 16

Marshall returned home yesterday afternoon and closed himself off in his study for the rest of the day. I spent a terrible night of lost sleep and tried to figure out how I could approach him about his trips into the city. I’m not sure what to do.

January 17

This evening, Marshall came down to have dinner with me. When he isn’t here, I usually eat my meals in the kitchen. He became angry I didn’t set the table in the main dining room, but with Stella’s help we got it done in no time and he seemed to settle down. After his third or fourth glass of wine with dinner, I told him we needed to have a discussion.

“We do?” he asked.

“Yes, we do,” I answered and tried to look as serious as I could. “It has come to my attention, Marshall that the time you spend in the city isn’t all in the gambling hall.”

“I see, do tell me what you’ve heard, Catherine.” He sounded rather sarcastic and I felt my own anger grow.

“Marshall, the whoring must stop. If you get syphilis or some other disease, it could affect our chances of having children. You must see that?”

He pushed himself away from the table and stood up. I could see he clenched his fists and thought I may have gone too far.

“Catherine, I come to your room and service you on a regular basis,” his voice began to get louder. “You lie on your back and do nothing to even make me feel welcome. It is your fault we remain childless. What do you expect? I’ve found women in the city who treat me like a man.”

“I’ve tried to give you pleasure, Marshall. You won’t let me touch you. You, you...push my hands away. You never kiss me. You lie on top of me, do your business and then pass out from too much drink.” I stood up and let my own voice be heard.

He came toward me fast and grabbed my hair. “How dare you think I haven’t tried?” He pushed me away and I fell to the floor. “You are a boring woman, Catherine. You and your books, and that stupid woman, Stella. What do we need her for anyway? We have no children for a nanny. She should be let go.”

“No!” I shouted at him. I got back onto my feet and stared at him. “So help me Marshall, if you do anything to hurt Stella, I’ll go to Father Barrent and tell him I’m filing for an annulment. I have more than enough proof.”

“Ah, I see. Father Barrent? Do you think the church will side with you? All it will see is a wife who cuts herself off from society and is unhappy. You have no proof of anything.” He started to laugh at me.

“Marshall, please, I married you. At the time I thought I loved you, but you have made it very difficult to stay in love with you. If you bring home a disease...” 

Marshall swung his arm and struck me across the face. I fell back onto the floor, and my cheek burned with pain. “Do you think I would be so stupid? Good Lord, have you never heard of condoms?”

He picked up the decanter of wine and his glass and left the room. I sat on the floor and then picked myself up. Stella rushed to me when she knew Marshall had left, and helped me stand.

“Catherine, are you all right?” she asked.

I looked at her and started to cry. “Stella, I don’t know what to do. He doesn’t want to listen.”

She took my hand. “Come with me dear. We need to get something cool on your cheek or you’ll have a terrible bruise.”

Later that night, drunk as usual, Marshall came to my room. He turned very brutal and hurt me quite badly. At one point, he turned me on my stomach and put his member in my bottom. It hurt so much. I know I screamed, but I think this only excited him more. Instead of passing out, he again did his business and left. 

When I woke up this morning it was hard to walk. The bruise on my cheek isn’t the worst of the many dark spots on my body. I won’t be able to show my face in the village for a few days and won’t be able to go to church this week. I’m at a loss.

January 19

Marshall left the Hall this afternoon. Arthur took him into the village to catch the train to the city. It will be nice to have some peace. He’s been very angry with me this week. Fortunately, all it means is he isn’t speaking to me. I am going to arrange to speak with Father Barrent. I don’t want to live like this any longer.

January 21

My friend, Sylvia Carpenter, stopped in this afternoon. She saw the bruise on my face and became very concerned. I spent some time with her and tried to keep her calm. I spoke candidly about Marshall’s treatment. She is getting ready to leave for Europe. She’ll take the ship in a week and be gone for six months. She invited me to join her, but I know I can’t leave at this point. I admitted to her the idea of such an extensive trip made me feel a little overwhelmed. I’ve never even been into the city, how on earth would I deal with Europe? I’ll miss her very much. She’s been a dear friend for many years. 

Sylvia is also very vocal about women’s rights. She mentioned that sometime this year women may get the right to vote and I laughed. I’m not sure who or what I would vote for. She says women’s voices need to be heard and counted if the country is going to progress. I envy her when she so clearly states her beliefs. I wish I could find this type of voice. 

January 25

The bruise on my cheek is better and now only an alluring shade of yellow. Marshall has stayed in the city since a week ago.

Stella and I have put together plans for the work on the garden this spring. In another month, we’ll put the seeds in and hopefully by mid-summer they’ll be in bloom and beautiful. She watches over me and treats me like her daughter. I haven’t told her all the details about the argument with Marshall, but I think she knows what happened. I’ve worn long sleeves all week to cover the bruises on my arms. Since its cold, I don’t think she caught on that I’m covering up. 

I’ve decided when I go to church next week, I’ll see if Father Barrent will make an appointment with me. I can’t continue to live with Marshall. Since divorce is against church policy, I’ll need to get all the information I can about annulment. It will be a bit of an embarrassment to go through the church, but I won’t give up my faith. I’m sure I have enough proof about Marshall’s affairs in the city to qualify for the marriage being annulled. Arthur will speak in my favor, if needed. 

January 28

There are so many things I know I am not educated about. My friend, Sylvia, used to tell me such wild stories of the relations between men and women. Since she went to a women’s college in the city and traveled all over the world, I trusted her information. I wonder, though, with my own lack of knowledge, should I consider my relationship with Marshall to be normal?

Sylvia asked me once if he gave me any pleasure or satisfaction in the bedroom. I felt so embarrassed by the question I couldn’t answer. It wasn’t because the question shocked me or was wicked. It’s because I have no idea of what she speaks. 

I sometimes hope when Marshall comes to me, he’s too drunk to perform. He bruises me less on those occasions and I’m less likely to make him angry. When he is more sober, he seems to relish making me hurt or cry. It excites him to see me in anguish. 

I wish he’d speak to me as he did in the first months of our marriage. In those days, such a short time ago, he’d been courteous and kind. It was after my Father died that the ill treatment started. In those first days, our relations were better and I never developed any bruises.

. 
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February 1920

Again, I want to tear out all these pages I’ve written. I read back through them and can’t believe I ever wrote such sad and bitter words. I suppose it’s good to keep track of things like this. If my dealings with Marshall change and become better, I can look back and be more thankful.

I went to church yesterday and enjoyed a lovely service. However, that old crow Mrs. Stewart was as rude and gossipy as ever. She greeted me with kindness as I walked out of the hall, and said they’d missed me the last two Sundays. I only answered that I’d been busy with the garden.

Her arched eyebrow told me that she found my answer unsatisfactory. She then said, “My dear, I think you should be aware of what people in the village are saying. There’s been a rumor about Mr. Pieper floating around, quite scandalous, about his behavior in the city...”

“Thank you, Mrs. Stewart,” I cut her off. “I’m sure my husband has no idea what it is all about, but I’ll be certain to mention it to him.” I turned and walked away from her. I knew I would hear about cutting her speech off, but I didn’t care. 

When I got back to Layne Hall, Stella could tell by the look on my face I was upset. She asked what happened. I waved her off and retreated to the garden. The weeds have never experienced such anger. I knew it was cold, but I didn’t feel it. After a time, Stella came out with my sweater, and as she put it around my shoulders I started to sob. I knelt in the dirt with weeds in my hands. She crouched down, put her arms around me and tried to be a comfort, but I felt lost. What was I to do?

After I’d calmed down, I told her what happened at church and how embarrassed I felt with those in the village aware of what Marshall’s antics were in the city. Stella recommended again I should speak with Father Barrent and find out what I would need for an annulment. She feels the Father would keep anything I would tell him in confidence. He might have an idea of how best to deal with Marshall. As for Mrs. Stewart and her crowd of gossips, Stella laughed and said to ignore it. Mrs. Stewart stirs things up to keep her blood pumping. 

I hate the thought of the loss of my marriage and becoming a divorcee, but I can’t live like this any longer. 

February 11

I spoke last Sunday with Father Barrent. I explained to him in general about the events which occurred in January. He is very supportive, but thought I was rushing into annulment. He felt I should continue to try communication with Marshall, before I make any decisions. He agrees my husband’s behavior has not shown any good Christian values, but with prayer and strong faith I should be able to make things work out for the best. I am to meet with him again next week and let him know how things have worked out with Marshall. I’m still at a loss as to what I could say or do which would make Marshall listen to me.

February 16

After the church services yesterday, I met with Father Barrent again. I spoke honestly about the things I’d been told about Marshall’s trips into the city. I told him everything. Again, Father Barrent was supportive but still thinks with prayer and faith things will turn out for the best. He lectured me a little on the fact that marriage can be hard work and he knew I would put everything I could into saving it. He offered to speak with Marshall, but I’m not sure what effect that would have. Marshall hates the church so deeply that I doubt it would make any difference. He would become so angry with me for exposing his little secrets. I don’t want to think about what might be the outcome of his anger. 

February 29

Stella and I have readied things for the planting season and as soon as the days are a bit warmer we’ll begin to work. In the village, I bought some new seeds and bulbs. If all goes well, the flowers this year will be beautiful. I bought a new variety of purple Iris which I’m anxious to plant. Of course, they won’t bloom until next year, but I’m sure they will be spectacular. I also think the vegetable garden will be abundant. We should have enough to can for all of next winter. 

Leap years always seem strange to me. Twenty-nine days instead of twenty-eight, just seems odd. I’m sure there’s a very good explanation for it, but I’ve yet to figure it out. 

Marshall arrived home a few days ago, but we haven’t spoken much. In six weeks or so it will be sheep shearing time and he’s made all of the arrangements for it. The wool will be sold in the city and I’m sure this is the main reason he’s so attentive to Layne Hall right now. He just wants the money in his pocket to gamble away. I wonder what I shall do if he drives the estate into bankruptcy? 
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Chapter Three
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March 1,, 1920 

I made a mistake today. Marshall came in early from the field. He seemed sober and I decided to try to kiss him. He bit my lip, it bled and I have a bruise. When I held my mouth and looked at him horrified, he laughed and went into the house. 

Stella found me crying in my room. When she saw my face she held me in sympathy. I can’t continue to endure this. I’ve got to leave him. I know Father Barrent will not understand any of this and I may lose my reputation in the church, but I can’t let him continue to treat me in such a manner. I know there is an attorney in the village. I must see if I can arrange to meet with him.

I guess my journals, for now, are full of complaints. I never meant for them to be this way, but I find I can only write about what is in my heart. I never want to be without hope, but I’m afraid I have lost what little I have left.

March 13, 1920 

It’s been a while since I’ve written. Stella and I have been working from sun up to sun down to clear the winter debris from the gardens. Spring has come early and even though the temperatures could turn icy once again, we have to be prepared to plant.

There’s a new trend, shorter skirts. I’m hemming up my skirts. Stella lectured me about my morals and letting my ankles show, but I don’t care. I need a change. I may even sew a sleeveless blouse, another change of fashion in the country.

I’m not sure when I will be able to write again. But hopefully soon...

April 3

Marshall returned home from the city two days ago. He’s in an extremely foul temper and I’ve stayed as far away from him as possible. I’m not sure what happened to him in his absence, but he came home with a black eye. I can only guess what might have occurred but can’t find the courage to bring it up with him. 

He came up to my room last evening but didn’t stay long. He stood in the middle of my bedroom and stared at me for a moment, then left. I’m not sure what to make of this.

April 11 

I sat in my room this morning and worked on a hem, when Marshall came in. His hands were clenched into fists. He looked angry.

“Your dear Father Barrent just paid me a visit, Catherine.”

I only glanced at him and didn’t give any reply.

“He was quite arrogant and lectured me on the ills of drinking.” Marshall laughed. “He said if I prayed I could find my way back to the good Lord. Just what I want to achieve.” He started to come toward me.

I stood up and backed away from him. Holding my sewing scissors, I brought them up to defend myself. Marshall stopped when he saw them in my hand. He stared at me and his eyes tightened their gaze. I knew I only made him angrier but didn’t care. I wasn’t going to let him lay a hand on me this day. 

“Are you going to stab me, Catherine?” he asked.

I continued to remain silent and held my ground. He eventually turned and left the room. He drank himself into a stupor this afternoon and hasn’t come out of the library. 

April 16 

I missed the last couple of days because I didn’t feel well enough to write. Things have been tense around the Hall the last couple of days. Marshall spends most of his time drunk. 

I’ve stayed either in the garden or in my room, but, this evening, I decided to go down to the dining room. Marshall came out of the library to eat. I knew I should keep silent but asked him why he was in such a mood. He drank most of the afternoon and said it would be best if I minded my own business. 

“Being concerned for my husband’s welfare is my own business, Marshall. You come home with a black eye and in an ill temper. I’m concerned.”

He looked around the room. “Why am I in an ill temper? I get threatened by my wife and,” he moved his arm around and pointed at the room. “This place is so dull,” he said.

“If we replaced the piano, I could play some music for you in the evening.”

“Some more of those melancholy dirges you like so well? I think not.” He drank some more wine. “Perhaps if I brought a couple of the whores from the city out here it would stir things up,” he shouted. “Then you could learn how to treat a man.”  

“Marshall, please keep your voice down. The staff will hear you.”  

“This is my home, why should I care what they hear?” He pushed himself up from the table and I jumped. “What? Are you afraid there will be gossip about you in your precious village?”

“No, I’m worried about our marriage. I can’t continue on this way, Marshall. No matter what I say or do, it always seems to make you angry.” I stood up to try and face him. 

“What do you mean you can’t continue on this way? You’ve got it so very easy. You do your gardening and sewing,” he shouted. “I’m the one who does the work around here. Who else would go out and deal with those damned sheep? Who would hire the workmen to do the shearing? Who? Me, that’s who. Your continual bleating like a sheep is going to make me crazy. You can’t continue, then why don’t you leave?”

“This is my home, too, Marshall. Your whoring and gambling has gone on long enough. It’s worn me out and I can’t stand anymore. If I lose Layne Hall in a divorce, then so be it. If I have to get a divorce and lose my place in the church, then so be it.” His fist swung up and hit me so fast, I didn’t realize it until I sat on the floor. He hit me with the hand he wears his Mason’s ring with the diamond. I put my hand up to my cheek, felt something wet and realized it was blood. 

“You and your Father Barrent, I’m sure he loved it when you whined. You have lost your mind to think he’ll help you. What do you think the church is going to do for you? They’ll shun you, Catherine. They’ll throw you out and lock the doors behind you. Barrent is such a pious ass. I can’t see him doing you any good.”

“Why should you care if they shun me? You never attend church. You could care less about the place,” I said, and tried to lift myself off the floor.

Marshall laughed. “You have that right. All they want is to rob people blind. Giving tithes? What a bunch of nonsense.” He looked down at me with a leer, bent at the waist and grabbed a handful of my hair.   “Come with me, my darling wife. I’m feeling very hard. Let’s see if we can find some of the pleasure you think you give to me.”

Marshall dragged me out of the dining room and into his study. He pushed me away and locked the door. When he turned back around he took off his dinner jacket and threw it toward a chair. I backed away and ran into his desk. 

“What say we have some fun, Catherine?” He started toward me. 

“Marshall, please, what are you doing?”  

“You said you wanted to give me pleasure, remember?” He grabbed my hair again and pulled me against him. “I know of a way you can give me pleasure. It will be new and exciting for you, too.” He unzipped his trousers and pulled his member out. “The lovely women in the city do this for me and you’ll learn to love it with time.” 

“Please, Marshall, stop this,” I begged. He put his hand on my breast and squeezed it so hard it hurt. “You’re hurting me, please stop.”

“Get on your knees woman. You’re going suck my cock like the sluts in the city do. If you’re good, we’ll have a night of it.”

I was shocked by his words and I couldn’t think of anything to reply. What he asked made me feel appalled. He pulled at my hair and pressed my shoulder down so hard and I tried to fight him, but he is much stronger than I. 

He leaned toward me and whispered maliciously in
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