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      March 2025

      Unseasonally icy rain thrashed against Helen Gooding’s legs as she peered into the grave, her heart seesawing between shock and euphoria.

      A comforting hand rested on hers.

      ‘Are you ready to go, Mum?’ Lisa asked. ‘I’m freezing.’

      Helen waited for the minister to disperse the first clod of dirt before turning to face her daughter. She nodded silently, gripping Lisa’s hand while begging her thumping heart to settle.

      An arm encircled her, and she leaned her head momentarily against her son’s shoulder. Tall, solemn and the image of her dead husband, Tim otherwise bore no similarity to his father and for that she was grateful.

      ‘Steve’s fetching the car,’ he said. ‘We need to go. The crowd will be getting restless at the hall.’

      Helen glanced down at her watch. Almost five o’clock. She would have to endure another two hours of this charade before she could escape. Food and drinks would flow, hugs and kind words would be shared. But beneath it all, Helen doubted there would be a single person truly sorry to say goodbye to Jack—except perhaps the blonde bimbo her friend, Shelley, had seen him with the previous week. There wasn’t much Shelley missed, and although usually a reliable secret-keeper, sometime over the years she had spread a protective wing over her neighbour. Now she shared anything she considered Helen should know on the off-chance Helen would do as Shelley recommended and leave the man. So once again, receiving the news of Jack’s infidelity had been accepted by Helen with a resigned twist of her gut.

      Gritting her teeth, Helen allowed her shoulders to sag a little farther and added another layer of loathing to her already frozen heart.

      An exhausting three hours later, the four of them collapsed onto the faded, worn lounge suite—her two strong, loyal sons and equally reliable and beautiful daughter with not a tear between them.

      Helen ran her hand over the thinning leather, remembering the day she had bargained for their furniture at a nearby clearing sale. Nothing in the Elizabeth Downs homestead was new, or smart. But it was clean and well cared for and had served the family well. Surrounding the shabby, weatherboard home, new sheds and yards told a different story—the bright green tractor dominating the machinery shed, the jewel in the crown.

      ‘So what’s next?’ Steve asked, slinging a long leg over the arm rest and running a hand through his freshly trimmed mop of curls. ‘If you’re okay here, I’d like to get a head start at dawn tomorrow. Gotta lot of work lined up now the wet is over.’

      ‘Me too,’ Tim added, staring at his phone. ‘Willooga Station are mustering and want the trucks on standby to start carting as soon as possible.’

      Helen swallowed her unease and fixed a smile on her face. Both her sons had fled the home farm as soon as they could, eager to work for anyone other than their father. And while Tim had been delighted to be taken on by a trucking business, working his way from washing vehicles to managing the fleet, Steve had stumbled from properties in both Victoria and South Australia to the wild, untamed Northern Territory. There he’d discovered a passion for flying helicopters and now he was the proud—and often stressed—owner of a contract mustering-by-air company.

      Lisa, several years younger than the boys and the animal-lover of the family, had dreams of qualifying in veterinary science. But with no funding for university, she had settled for vet nursing instead. She adored her work in a large animal hospital based on the Sunshine Coast—often thankful for the 1000 kilometres separating her from her childhood home and her father.

      Helen’s back stiffened with remorse. How could she tell them? After all the years of putting up with his erratic behaviour, narcissistic personality and terrifying temper tantrums, Jack had betrayed her. The secrets that, as part-owner of the farm, she should have known about … and had some control over.

      ‘Cup of tea anyone?’ Lisa asked brightly.

      ‘Please,’ Helen said, relieved to have more time before she divulged the truth.

      ‘Me too. I need something comforting inside me after listening to people sprouting on about how wonderful he was,’ Steve said bitterly.

      ‘How come no one knew him like we did?’ Tim said with a flinty sneer.

      A silence laden with unspoken memories settled on the room, lifting only as Lisa arrived bearing a tray of steaming mugs and a container of peanut brownies.

      Helen sipped a mouthful of tea then placed the mug on the coffee table. Unable to eat, she reflected on her newly widowed state.

      For almost forty years, the man in the coffin had been her husband—and now her sentence had been served. Had he ever been a friend? She wanted to think so, at least in the early years anyway. But somewhere in the fog of protecting a run-down farm from financial ruin, bearing three babies, and farewelling not one but both her parents following terminal illnesses, their relationship had changed—and so had he. All she’d learned the previous day had wiped away any remnants of love, friendship or respect from their relationship, and the ongoing police investigation did nothing to ease her predicament.

      ‘I’ve bad news I’m afraid.’

      Three pairs of eyes met hers—Tim’s narrowed and wary, Steve’s wide with surprise, and Lisa’s hooded with fear.

      ‘Are you about to tell us it wasn’t an accident? That the weaselly Warren Peck finally saw Dad’s true colours and did something about it before he did a runner?’ Tim grunted.

      Helen shook her head. ‘I’m quite sure it was an accident but regardless, I’m leaving that to the police. Hopefully the truth will be revealed. I know Warren isn’t the most likeable person, but at least he’s been able to work with your father—unlike those who’ve been here before him.’ She drew a deep breath, bracing herself for the response. ‘No, it’s something none of us ever thought we’d face; we have to sell Elizabeth Downs.’
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      ‘What?’ Tim said, leaping to his feet. ‘It’s productive—at last!’ He shook his head in disbelief. ‘Now that Dad’s gone, you can employ someone to help you or consider share-farming. Either way, you’ll have no trouble making enough for a good life. It’s what you’ve worked so hard for, Mum. This is your chance—and after all the rain we’ve had, it’s looking good.’

      Helen raised her eyebrows. ‘I agree. It does look nice and to be fair to Warren, he’s had a lot to do with that—no doubt hoping to feather his own nest but …’ Helen’s voice broke, fury and despair enabling the tears she had held back all day to trickle down her cheeks.

      Lisa jumped up and wrapped her arms around her. ‘Mum. Tell us what’s happened?’

      Helen cleared her throat, removed a ragged tissue from her pocket and dabbed her eyes. ‘As you know, I met with Mr Booth, the accountant, yesterday before you guys got home. He apologised. Said he discovered the true situation in the last couple of days and was mortified. I couldn’t lay blame on him. Actually, I felt sorry for the poor man. Over the past couple of years, it seems that somehow your father was able to hide the true financial facts from everyone.’ She paused, biting back her anger as the frowns deepened on her offspring’s faces. ‘I don’t know how and I’m not sure when this began, but if Jack hadn’t died, goodness knows what would have happened. Selwyn Booth is almost eighty, but your father insisted we stick with him because he’d looked after us for decades. Now we know why. It’s my own stupid fault.’

      Fury welled again and she clenched her fists as she continued.

      ‘Like you all, I believed what your father told me … that with Warren’s help, the farm was entering easy street thanks to tweaking the loan—and the purchase of the new tractor. Huh! Yes, the tractor has made a huge difference in being able to get essential jobs done with ease. But tweaking the loan was an understatement. We were looking at the most prosperous year we’ve ever had.’ She stopped, biting back the nausea crawling up her insides.

      ‘So—what’s changed?’ Steve asked.

      ‘It was all a lie! I believed your father and had no idea of the debt he’d accrued. He insisted on managing the farm accounts without my help. His reasons are now clear.’

      ‘Which were?’ Tim demanded, his voice deepening. ‘The debts, I mean.’

      She named the exorbitant amount, unsurprised at the audible gasps from her children.

      ‘Your father forged my signature! He used my name to borrow money.’

      ‘From whom?’ Steve paced up and down the worn floorboards. ‘Surely Mr Booth has all the information?’

      Helen shrugged. ‘He does but I admit I was so shocked when he told me, I didn’t think to cross-question him about the details. All I could think about was the years I’ve slaved on this place. Planted hundreds of trees, carted water to skinny stock through years of drought, worked as hard as every shearer in the shed—and continued to run the house and vegetable garden so at least I could put decent meals on the table. The worst part is your father was so fixated on becoming the “Lord of the district” he pledged everything we own and never considered how hard it would be to repay the debts. Now they’re so huge there’s not a hope in hell of me clearing them without selling everything. And I’m sorry—I know I’m being pathetic—but I’m so angry!’

      ‘So … you’re sure there’ll be nothing left? Not even enough for you to buy something smaller elsewhere?’ Steve said, incredulity thickening his deep voice.

      ‘No. Nothing for any of us—and I know you’ve got your own careers, but I always thought one or more of you might eventually return and things would improve.’ Helen slumped into the couch, spent. Tears trickled down her face once again and no one said a word for a long minute.

      ‘Mum. Don’t blame yourself—or worry about us.’ Steve rested his hand on her arm reassuringly. ‘I don’t think any of us want to live here again. It’s not only because of Dad. It’s just not where we want to be—and there’s not enough happy memories to pull us back again. I’m looking at buying my own place in the Territory, and …’ He looked at his brother. ‘Tim and Heidi have already bought property in Longreach. I’m sure it won’t be long before Lisa finds somewhere she’s happy to put roots down too. Now you’ve told us all this … truth,’ he waved an arm around as though attempting to encompass the entire farm, ‘it’s clear we have the freedom to fulfil our dreams. It’s you who needs help.’

      ‘Thanks, Steve.’ She raised her head, her eyes hooded in thought. ‘If we can get out of this without owing anything, I’ll manage somehow.’ Her mouth twisted in a wry smile. ‘My two afternoons a week in the restaurant aren’t exactly a manager’s wage, but it’s better than nothing and I’ve managed to squirrel away a bit each week that your father never knew about.’

      ‘Good grief,’ Tim said, rubbing a palm across his face. ‘What a mess. How did none of us see this coming? We were pleased—relieved to see Elizabeth Downs looking so good. I don’t want to leave things like this.’

      ‘Something will work out. But in the meantime, I’ll talk it over with Mr Booth and the solicitor and begin putting sale plans in place.’ From deep within her, a rod of strength surfaced. She squared her shoulders. The last thing she’d wanted to do was reveal the truth but there was no way she could keep anything of this magnitude to herself. In some ways, she felt engulfed in relief. Caring for a large outback property with all it entailed and all who relied on the management of it depended on sheer hard work and a lot of luck. And it looked like the Gooding family had run out of that—big time.

      ‘Have a chat with Clint, Mum. He’s honest, friendly and efficient, and he’ll have a good handle on valuations,’ Steve said. ‘We’ll get together again as soon as we can and until then, touch base by phone.’

      Helen nodded, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear. Clint was an old school friend of Steve’s who had set up business in the rural real estate industry. His confidentiality and tactful management of clients was well known.

      Lisa stood and loaded the tray with the empty cups. ‘I’m owed a few days off, so I’ll stay and help get this sorted.’ She spoke firmly, her pretty face stern and resolute. ‘What Dad has done financially is despicable. But … he’s dead now, so hopefully nothing will have a chance to deteriorate further.’

      Her determined glare swung from her brothers to her mother, and she added, ‘We’re here for you, Mum. Elizabeth Downs will be sold and the debts kept quiet. This is your chance to get out of the district and I’m sure everyone will understand when you tell them you want to make a new life elsewhere.’ She lifted her chin, her tone firm. ‘The autopsy report supports an accidental death, and we can only hope the police do too. We’ll cut our ties here and hold our heads high.’

      Helen nodded, warmed by the shared support from her beloved children. For years she had dreamed of ways to leave and begin again—but not once had a suspicious death or bankruptcy featured in even the wildest of her musings.
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      Helen barely slept, recalling the statistics she had heard on the radio only days earlier—that the fastest growing group of homeless in Australia was now women over fifty. It chilled her to the core. Very soon, she may be one of them. In between snatches of sleep and the possibilities of her future, she’d had frightening, distorted dreams. She was alternately crouching, hiding, running, and finally, leaping from a cliff top into a deep, dark hole.

      With the last terrifying vision, she woke fully, sat up, and took deep, slow breaths.

      They’re nonsense dreams—all part of your overactive mind and the stuff you’re trying to process.

      She looked up, picturing her husband’s face laughing down at her. Her body stiffened, filling with rage. And you are not going to finish me, no matter how hard you try.

      Faint light filtered through her bedroom window. She pushed the dark images away, focused on the misty view over her garden, and switched her mind toward the practicalities of what was to come. She had never been a hoarder, so clearing the house would be easy. The children had progressively removed their belongings, and she kept only the basics and her two most precious possessions—her sewing machine and a stash of well-read books. For the first time in her life, she was relieved she never had the money for anything but a meagre, mostly home-made wardrobe of clothing. A small drawer of jewellery, makeup, and precious little trinkets her children had made for her over the years would fill no more than a shoebox.

      It was too early to consider where she would go, but wherever that might be, she had enough to begin a new life.

      Perhaps I’ll be able to rent something with a garden—somewhere to grow flowers?

      It was a dream she had buried for decades. With the exception of a rambling bougainvillea and a few precious geraniums, flowers had been a luxury. Feeding the family by growing her own vegetables and making a living from the farm to cover everything else had taken priority.

      She sidelined the flower-growing thoughts and focused on other possibilities. As a practical person, she had experience in a wide range of activities and skills. Driving vehicles of any type, cooking—she could possibly get a job on a large property requiring a cook? She shook her head. Perhaps not. Too close to home. Years of employment as kitchen hand at the local restaurant had provided her with more cooking tips and tricks than she could have dreamed of, but even with the wage the work provided, the hot, steam-filled kitchen in temperatures of forty degrees held little appeal.

      A chuckle burst from her. Jack had never accepted her mathematical talents. She was certain that was why he’d refused to allow her to touch the farm accounts—he couldn’t bear to be the underdog. Her retail skills were honed, stimulated by many years of her once-a-month voluntary assistance in the community charity shop where her natural aptitude for spotting a bargain and meticulous record-keeping were appreciated.

      Her shoulders sagged. And look where that’s left me.

      Minutes passed before she dismissed her negative thoughts and smoothed the sheet. ‘That’s behind us now.’ She spoke softly. ‘It won’t help to dwell on the negative.’

      A wave of anxious pleasure surged through her. I’m a widow. A new beginning? It offered the freedom she had dreamed of for years and yet fear and guilt had held her back. She wasn’t sure why she’d felt guilty. Was it because when she’d married Jack she had promised to obey? Grunting with disgust, the brief wave of delight disappeared. She tossed back the blankets and stepped onto the cold, bare boards.

      I’ve been weak. Pathetic. Old-fashioned and stupid. But I was also pregnant with Tim.

      Her thoughts were disrupted by a gentle knock on the door before Steve appeared.

      ‘Come in.’

      ‘I’ve boiled the kettle. Are you ready for a cuppa?’

      ‘Love one. I won’t be a minute. Let me get dressed and I’ll join you.’ Helen returned his warm smile before he closed the door behind him, and she opened the wardrobe.

      Within minutes, the four family members were settled at the kitchen table, hands wrapped around hot drinks as a quiet resignation surrounded them.

      ‘I’ve made a to-do list,’ Lisa announced. She cast a quick glance around the family and continued. ‘Mum and I will go to town today and visit Mr Booth and the solicitor. We’ll ring you both this evening with the update. We’ll also have a chat with Clint. I’ll ring him and see if he can come here if he’s not in his office.’

      Tim nodded. ‘Good idea. Before I leave, I’ll take photos of the machinery and equipment and do some research on valuations.’

      Helen heaved a sigh as she stared at the empty veranda. ‘I’ve missed old Dusty but now I’m relieved she’s gone. Shelley will welcome the chooks, but I would have hated not being able to keep Dusty. Finding a job and a house to rent somewhere will be difficult enough and if animals were part of the deal, it’d be even harder.’

      ‘I’m sure it won’t come to that, Mum,’ Steve said. ‘Let’s take one step at a time.’

      Helen pushed her chair back and shared a resigned nod. ‘Righto. Breakfast first then you boys can get away and I’ll nip out and check the cattle. Thank goodness we’ve sold the weaners.’ Her chin lifted a little and she smiled. ‘You know what?’ She paused for a few seconds while her children caught her gaze. ‘You’re right. Everything will work out.’

      Lisa chuckled, and both men grinned at her. ‘Ever the optimist,’ Lisa said.

      ‘We’re here for you and although it might take time,’ Tim added, ‘I believe you’ll be okay.’ He looked at Lisa. ‘Meanwhile, if you don’t mind throwing some breakfast together for us, Steve and I’ll do a quick audit of the sheds and be back in ten.’

      The atmosphere lifted as a new, lighter sense of confidence filled the room.

      ‘Mum,’ Lisa said. ‘I’ll feed the chooks if you do the cooking?’

      Helen shared a smile with her daughter and pulled the frypan from the cupboard. ‘Your wish is my command!’
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      A golden smudge of sunlight hovered on the western horizon when Helen and Lisa crossed the cattle grid onto Elizabeth Downs late that afternoon.

      ‘For once I’m pleased to be home,’ Helen said.

      ‘Yeah. We’ve covered a lot of ground today and I feel better knowing what actually has to happen.’ Lisa grinned. ‘How lucky were we to catch Clint banging that sign in on the edge of town? He’s such a nice guy and it was good to hear he’s positive about buyers. Thank goodness the drought’s eased and people are actually wanting to buy farms.’

      Helen nodded thoughtfully then gathered the folder of papers from the back seat. With a cautious spring in her step, she crossed the dusty yard.

      As the women entered the kitchen, the phone rang, its raucous tones filling the silent house.

      Helen hurried across the room and grabbed the handset. ‘Hello?’

      ‘Helen, it’s Lucy.’

      ‘Oh Lucy, how lovely to hear from you.’

      ‘I’m so, so sorry. We’ve been flat out with lambing, and I haven’t had a chance to catch up with my emails until now. I was devastated to read the news that Jack has died. Are you alright?’

      Helen sat on a kitchen chair and pressed her palm against the speaker. ‘It’s Lucy,’ she mouthed as her gaze met Lisa’s.

      Lisa nodded and pointed to the back door. ‘I’ll lock up the chooks and let you catch up,’ she whispered.

      ‘I’m fine, Lucy.’

      There was a moment’s pause. ‘Okay. You don’t sound like yourself. Are you sure?’

      Helen breathed out a sigh of resignation. ‘We’ve known each other a long time so I’ll be honest. No, I’m not quite okay yet—but I will be.’

      ‘I understand. The grief of losing your partner after so many years together must be awful. I know how hard it was after Robert died—and we hadn’t been married nearly as long as you and Jack have. Is there anything I can do?’

      Helen bit her lip. Although she, Lucy, and Roslyn had been friends since boarding school days in Toowoomba—a lifetime ago–their communication had been largely via phone calls on special occasions and exchanging birthday and Christmas cards. Now Lucy spent most of her time on the Isle of Skye with her adoring partner, Fergus.

      A chortle threatened and Helen swallowed it, her lips switching.

      Ironic that this is kind of another special occasion. My freedom.

      ‘Thanks, Lucy. There’s nothing you can do but it’s good to be able to talk to someone who understands.’ She straightened her shoulders and drew a breath. ‘Marriage isn’t always as good as we think it will be. Jack was a difficult person, hard on the children as well as me, and I should have left years ago—but I didn’t.’

      Her friend’s empathy was evident as Lucy responded quietly, ‘Roslyn and I always wondered. Are you happy to share more with me?’

      The beep of an incoming call came through as Lucy finished.

      ‘Umm. I am but could I ring you back? Things are a bit hectic here.’

      ‘Of course. Let me know when you feel like talking. I’ll always be here for you,’ Lucy said.

      Helen bit back a tear at Lucy’s words. Regardless of the traumas she’d suffered in her own life, Lucy had been one of those special friends who never judged, never interfered, but was always there when anyone needed her, especially her best friends. Except for Shelley, Helen didn’t have many. In her voluntary and paid work, she’d been professional but private—at least as much as she could be in a small, rural community. Her home life had none of the atmosphere she wanted to share with other women, so she’d never opened her home to friends and rarely accepted invitations that didn’t include the family. That would have ignited nothing but trouble. But she had never minded. Happy with her own company, she preferred to remain private—even if anonymity was impossible.

      ‘I’ve got a call coming in and I need to take it. Would you mind if I rang you back?’

      ‘That would be great. Talk whenever you get a chance.’

      ‘Thanks, Lucy.’

      Their call disconnected and she switched to the incoming one.

      ‘Hello?’

      ‘Hi, Mum.’ Steve’s voice sounded muffled, as though he was in a cave. ‘Can you hear me okay? I’m not in a good service area but couldn’t wait any longer to hear what happened today.’

      ‘I can hear you, but I’ll be quick in case the call drops out.’

      ‘Righto.’

      ‘The situation is as we thought. Debts are ridiculously high … but here’s the good news. Clint said the sale possibilities are good. He doesn’t believe we’ll have too much trouble selling.

      ‘Oh. So he’s getting onto it?’

      ‘Yes. He’s sure it’s a good time to sell—especially while this place has never looked better.’

      ‘Perfect. What did the accountant say?’

      ‘Everything hinges on what we can get for Elizabeth Downs. I don’t want to be greedy but after speaking with Clint, I believe we’ll be offered a fair price and there may even be a little left over for me to put a deposit on a place of my own.’

      She repeated the information she had gained, grunting at her son’s quiet whistle.

      ‘Wow! That’s awesome.’

      ‘We can only hope. Your father didn’t hold back when it came to spending money—and borrowing every cent of it.’

      He snorted. ‘What’s happening with Warren? Have the police caught up with him?’

      ‘Oh yes. That was another revelation today. We popped into the police station too and the young constable said they’d tracked Warren down somewhere near Townsville. He’s working on a mango farm now so we can’t complain about his work ethics,’ she said dryly. ‘Anyway, they’ve questioned him and taken a statement. He still swears he wasn’t near the shed when the accident happened and unless or until someone can prove he was, they can’t charge him with anything. He told them that when he noticed the truck heading for home, he thought your father must have received a call to come to the house for something—or someone. So, Warren continued on the header, filling the field bin, and didn’t come looking for Jack for what he estimates would have been around an hour. If Jack’s hat hadn’t been on the ground below the silo ladder, no one would have thought to check further. They found a torn piece of his shirt caught on a rivet beside the hatch.’

      The reality of Jack’s death flashed through Helen’s mind and her blood ran cold. What would he have been thinking? Would he have realised his fall was one of no return? What would have happened if the silo hadn’t been checked?

      She could only hope it was quick.

      ‘Do the police believe him—Warren, I mean?’

      ‘I’ve no idea. I thought it was good of them to let me know where things are at though.’

      ‘Fair enough. Hard to prove with no security cameras set up or anyone else around. Probably a good thing you weren’t home, Mum.’

      A sudden stab of guilt gripped her. ‘I can’t help thinking that if I’d been here, it wouldn’t have happened.’

      Steve breathed heavily but didn’t answer.

      It had appeared to be an unfortunate accident—one too horrendous to dwell on. Either Jack had slipped or was pushed into the grain silo. With the auger running and tonnes of grain already in the steel depths, when he fell he would have been sucked into the pit of sorghum in a flash.

      ‘Forget about that now, Mum. I’ll be down next week, and we’ll get stuck into packing up, yeah?’

      Helen’s smile wobbled. I’m so lucky to have you three. How did I let things get so bad? ‘That sounds great. Thanks, darling.’
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      Elizabeth Downs, May 2004 – Helen

      Helen reached into the freezer for the peas and pressed the icy cold packet against her cheek bone.

      It wasn’t pain that caused the prickling behind her eyes. It was shock. Working in the yards with feisty cattle, drafting almost full-grown calves from their pregnant-again mothers was always fraught with danger. So keeping her wits about her and acting swiftly when a belligerent cow objected to her calf being sent into a different pen was important—potentially lifesaving.

      But this was different. Despite Jack’s mood swings, his often irrational criticism and dismissal of her, he had never hit her before—at least not deliberately. When the blow had struck hard, she’d swivelled, stumbling but not quite falling. She’d looked up, expecting to have to leap over the yard rail to avoid an argumentative bovine. But instead, it had been Jack glowering at her. With her ears ringing and the bellow of cattle all around, she hadn’t been able to make out his words but had a very good idea of what they were.

      Uncertain of what she’d done wrong, she’d taken his dismissive flick of a hand as her chance to escape—and she had.

      Slumping onto a kitchen chair, she leaned over the table, her head in her arms and her face resting on the icy package.

      The shrill ring of the landline phone jolted her out of her misery. She stared at it while its persistent pitch continued, demanding attention.

      Hoping it would stop before she reached it, she struggled to her feet and crossed the room, slowly lifting the handset. ‘Hello?’

      ‘Hi, Helen. It’s Lucy. Have you got a minute to talk?’

      ‘Sure.’ The last thing she felt like was talking to anyone, but Lucy was her friend and despite her own harrowing few years, had remained positive and chirpy. Perhaps she was just what Helen needed to snap her out of her confusing cloud of depression.

      ‘It was a year last week since Robert died,’ Lucy said.

      Helen’s stomach clenched. Amidst her own traumas, she had completely forgotten the anniversary of her best friend’s shocking situation—the day when not only her husband was killed in a small plane accident, but so was her father and their neighbour, the pilot.

      ‘A tough week for both Adam and I, but school holidays start next week and Adam wants to stay with his cousins for a few nights. So … I thought I might take a road trip and visit you?’

      Suddenly alert, Helen cast her eyes around the room, resting on the shabby furniture. With the busy season of weaning cattle, shifting irrigation, and making hay before the first frost arrived, cleaning the house had been reduced to the bare minimum—a quick vacuum and mop of the floors when she could, and piling the mound of dirty clothing into the washing machine before she was summoned to help Jack again. So spiders persisted

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/a-spine-logo.jpg





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





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Also by Heather Reyburn
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Letters in Blue
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Heather Reyburn


    


  


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/ebook-cover-dust-on-the-heather-bk-2-18july25.jpg
KA
NSO
e Outhack c§,iyy Series

0014 we






