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      The Bond was first published in 1995. Although the story remains the same, this new version has been completely re-edited. I have tried to be sensitive in writing about the white settlers arriving in the Port Phillip District, and their interactions with the original Aboriginal inhabitants. Looking through the eyes of people who lived in the 1830s and 1840s is not always consistent with modern sensitivities. I have chosen to use the tribal name Djadjawurrung in the book, although at the time there were many different spellings.
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        Midsummer Eve, Richmond Bridge, Van Diemen’s Land

      

      Rachel wrapped her arms about her narrow body, huddling herself against the chill. The fury of the mid-summer storm had lessened, the wind abating and the wild, whipping rain easing to soft drizzle. The branches above her head were dripping water down onto her hair. She shook her head and pushed the leaves aside, breathing in the cool, fresh smell of the earth.

      Before her, through the long grass and reeds, she could see the swirl of the river, swollen now with the rain. Ducks were venturing out from their hiding places for a last foray before nightfall. A moment ago, she had watched with interest as a man with a cart came down and watered his horses, before heading on across the bridge. But he hadn’t seen her, hidden as she was by the grass and the low scrubby bushes at the river’s edge.

      Behind her, Rachel could see the tangle of dark smoke rising from the chimneys of the buildings that made up the township of Richmond. The orphanage was there among them and Rachel turned her eyes determinedly away. The sun was dropping lower, and its fading gleam struck a rainbow on the shifting storm clouds. For a moment she let her eyes rest on the mingling colours, wondering if it were true what they said.

      About rainbows and pots of gold.

      She could do with a pot of gold. It would solve all her problems. She hugged herself again, resting her chin on her bony knees and closing her eyes. Since Pa had gone—she still did not like to think of him as dead—there had been no-one to care about her future but herself. Once Pa had made plans and decisions, once Rachel had no thoughts in her head but the sunshine and the flowers and the warmth of Pa’s coat as she lay sleeping, rocked by the trot of his horse. But now Pa was gone, life had taken a different, grimmer turn. These days all she could think of was her narrow bed at the orphanage and her tasteless meals and the other girls with their eyes too big in their little faces.

      It wasn’t fair, she thought, and blinked savagely at tears. Why had Pa had to die? When he was all she had? He had been a good man. Mrs Roadknight said so, and Mrs Roadknight knew all her ‘boys’. She fed them and dried their coats, wet from the rain, and told the police she hadn’t seen any of them in months with such a solemn, honest look in her eye they couldn’t help but believe her, even when they knew she was lying.

      ‘He never stole from the poor man.’ Mrs Roadknight told Rachel. ‘Only the rich, and then he were so courteous, they had no complaints. That’s why it took so long to catch him, you see. No one wanted him caught. But the reward . . .’ and she shook her head, ‘ten pound is a lot of money, Rachel. And some men being what they are . . . One of them bounty hunters it was, finally tracked him down.’

      So Pa’s gallant career on the road had come to an end. He had been shot while resisting arrest, and so there was one less bandit to swoop down on the little settlements and the lonely travellers, one less bandit to annoy the authorities of Van Diemen’s Land. Not that there weren’t plenty of others to take his place! But Pa had been special. Even Mrs Roadknight, who ran the End of the World Inn on the road between Pitt Water and Jerusalem, and to whom they were all special, thought he was a cut above the rest. The inn was a notorious bushrangers’ stopping point, although the police could prove nothing and were usually so undermanned they did not even try.

      When Pa had been killed, Mrs Roadknight had taken Rachel in. The little girl was only five, and for the next three years she remained there, slightly neglected, but loved well enough and treated like a little princess by all the ‘strangers’ who called on Mrs Roadknight at odd times of the day and night. Rachel learned from an early age to view the law with suspicion, and believe wholeheartedly in the myth of the bushranger—the gallant man ill-used and ill-treated by a cruel society, who was compelled to escape into the bush and live by pillage and theft, evading the police as best he could.

      In some cases it was true enough, but in others the men who called themselves bandits or bushrangers were savage and without conscience of any kind, sometimes even a little deranged by the cruelty they had endured in the convict camps and roadgangs. Not that the child Rachel comprehended such things. She just knew that there were some men whose eyes frightened her, and she stayed away from them.

      The police finally decided they’d had enough of Mrs Roadknight and closed down the inn on the Jerusalem road. And Rachel, eight then, had gone to the new orphanage in the growing township of Richmond. She was no longer treated like a little princess; she was just one of many little girls who had been abandoned.

      Rachel swallowed, lifting her head again. Her hair had come loose as always and was wild down her back. A thick, black cloud. The rain shone in it, like droplets of silver. She loved the weight of it, pulling at her neck. There was a rule at the Orphanage that hair should be kept up under a bonnet at all times. But there was no-one here to see.

      ‘Gypsy black.’ That was what Pa had called her hair. It shone in candlelight with a blue sheen. Her face was pale and would one day be a perfect oval, but now it was too thin, too angular for beauty. Her nose was straight, perhaps a little long, and her eyes were dark and secret, slanting at the corners, as black as her hair.

      ‘There’s Spanish blood in us,’ Pa used to tell her. ‘One of our ancestors was wrecked from the Armada, in Drake’s time, and found his way to Devon.’ It sounded more romantic than being called ‘gippo’ or ‘black’ as they travelled about Van Diemen’s Land. For, when he wasn’t being a gallant highwayman, Pa was a hawker ... a tinker, selling to the lonely wives and women of the settlements throughout the island. Pa had a way with women. Even then Rachel knew it. And knew some of them came willing to his bed. But it was never more than that. It was Rachel who was his companion, his friend, his apprentice.

      The light was fading fast. She would be missed soon at the orphanage. She had her duties to perform—helping with the cooking and the cleaning, helping the smaller ones. Because Rachel was thirteen. It was eight years since Pa had died, although at night when she closed her eyes she could still feel him close. The tears stung again. Usually she held them back, but because she was alone in the twilight, this time Rachel let them come.

      She wept for a long time. It was so unfair! Pa had been all she had and, although life had been sometimes hard and uncertain, at least she had had someone. It was the sense of belonging she missed more than anything. The orphanage was so cold. They were fed and clothed and generally looked after, physically as well as spiritually—on Sundays they made a long crocodile and walked to church for their worship—but emotionally . . . she felt as empty and desolate as the great craggy mountains to the west. And for someone like Rachel, so warm and eager to love, so desperate for love in return, it was sometimes so unbearable she just had to escape.

      Like now.

      Just to be alone with her memories and her thoughts, to regather her inner strength. To remind herself who she was, a person in her own right, rather than just another nameless body in an orphanage uniform . . .

      Suddenly behind her, a twig crunched. Rachel glanced swiftly and nervously over her shoulder. At first, she could see nothing. The darkness had grown thicker in the moments she had been grieving for the past. And then a shape moved, a figure on a horse. The animal wickered softly, nuzzling the long grass, and Rachel’s heart began to beat with frightened thuds. It was dangerous out here alone. There were ruffians; thieves and murderers not so gallant as her father. Rachel crouched, ready to run.

      ‘It’s all right,’ a voice said, soft and low with a drawl she found familiar, a little like Pa’s. ‘I came to water the horse and I heard someone cryin’. Are you hurt?’

      Rachel watched, wide-eyed, as the man urged the horse closer. He was a dark shadow in the evening shadows. She could not distinguish his features at first, and it was only when he dismounted that she saw him better, but still not well enough to colour the hair flopping over his eyes. His shoulders were broad from hard physical work, and his mouth and jaw had a straight, stubborn look at odds with the concern in his voice.

      ‘Are you hurt?’

      She shook her head, and wiped her face with her sleeve, scrubbing at it roughly, as if to eliminate all traces of her weakness. ‘I was just thinking sad thoughts,’ she told him warily.

      He looked at her again, and the hard mouth softened into a flicker of a smile. ‘What sad thoughts would they be, darlin’?’

      ‘I was thinking of my Pa.’ She looked at him again, slyly out of the slanting eyes, to see what effect that was having. ‘He’s dead and I’m an orphan.’ Comprehension came into his face. ‘You’re from the orphanage,’ he said. ‘Should you be out here by yourself?’

      Rachel shrugged indifferently, but fear wormed its way into her mind again, and she glanced rather nervously towards the smoke from the town, now a grey smudge in the dark sky. She would get into trouble. There would be no supper for her tonight, and probably she would be birched if Mrs Hewett, who was in charge of them all, was angry enough with her. And yet, she rarely got to speak to a man. The orphanage was for girls only, run by females. She missed the male attention she had had at Mrs Roadknight’s inn, and she missed her Pa. This man sounded rather like her Pa. She could not bear to leave him just yet.

      He was standing so quietly, as if lost in his own thoughts. She looked at him curiously. ‘Are you from the town? Have I seen you at church?’

      He smiled. ‘Well, I don’t go all that often. Have you always lived here?’ he added, shifting the subject.

      ‘We travelled all over, Pa and I,’ she murmured softly. ‘He was a friend of Matthew Brady, or so Mrs Roadknight said.’

      She felt the man stiffen. ‘You mean the bushranger, Brady?’

      ‘Yes.’ she sighed. ‘And my Pa was a gentleman, too. He didn’t hurt anyone. He only took what he had to, and he was always polite and always kind to the ladies. But they caught him one day, the police troopers and their hired killer, and shot him dead, and so I was left all alone. I stayed with Mrs Roadknight for a time, up at the End of the World Inn, but the police closed her down, and she went to her sister in Hobart Town. There wasn’t room for me. So I came to the orphanage to live.’

      He was silent for so long she wondered what he was thinking. Usually, when she spoke of Pa and Mathew Brady, there were cooes and murmurs of excitement and admiration. But when the stranger spoke again it was only to say, ‘Have you any other family you might go to?’ His voice was a murmur in the darkness, as though, she thought with a pleasurable shiver, he was part of the darkness itself.

      ‘Not that I know of,’ she told him cheerfully. ‘Pa never spoke of any, if I do.’ A breeze stirred the leaves above her head, and she lifted her face to its coolness. There were a few, faint stars now. ‘My mother died when I was only a baby,’ she added, and tried without success to feel sorrow. She had never known her mother, and so could not miss her. ‘Pa said she was already married to someone else when he met her, and they lay together for seven nights and then her husband returned and Pa went away. But when I was born, my mother died and told her husband the truth before she did. He found Pa and handed me to him like a bundle of old rags, so he said.’ And she laughed, for Pa had made it sound so funny when he told her. ‘So I have no Ma and no Pa, and that makes me an orphan. That’s why I was crying.’

      ‘I can understand that,’ he said. ‘It’s not easy being alone.’ There was bitterness now in his voice.

      Perhaps he was one of the convicts, exiled from home and loved ones, sent to be punished with lash and hard labour? Or perhaps he was a settler, who had travelled halfway around the world looking for fortune and found only misery?

      ‘Have you any family?’ Rachel asked gently.

      ‘Not any more,’ he told her, and it was the sheer expressionlessness of his voice that touched her heart. His hand was resting on the branch near her, and some impulse made her put her own small palm over it.

      ‘Then we are two of the same,’ she told him, in what was meant to be comfort.

      He seemed surprised. She felt his hand twitch, and then relax again under hers. ‘Maybe we are,’ he said, and amusement warmed his voice.

      ‘Where are you from?’

      He pushed back his fringe, and it flopped immediately back over his brow. ‘I’ve been working over Sorell way. I’m on my way home at last,’ and he laughed with a mockery she couldn’t understand. But she felt compassion and a sense of companionship overcome her wariness for a stranger. For whatever reason this man was alone and unhappy, and something in him reached out to her as if they were truly, as she had said, two of a kind.

      Rachel looked up at the stars again, and suddenly her mood lightened. ‘Do you know what night this is?’ she asked him in a whisper that barely suppressed the excitement in her voice. As though she were about to present him with a gift.

      He shook his head without answering.

      ‘It’s my birthday,’ she said. ‘I was born on Midsummer’s Eve. My Pa used to say that Midsummer’s Eve was a magic night—you know, old magic. He said I could make a wish and it would come true.’

      ‘Have you ever made one?’ he asked her, and she felt him move closer and squat down beside her.

      ‘Sometimes,’ she murmured, ‘but they didn’t come true. Maybe I wished for too much.’

      She saw him smile, bending his head, and tossed her own indignantly. He looked up at the movement and his eyes gleamed with a moist sheen that made her wonder if he had tears in them. Was he a ghost, a lost soul, uncared for and unwanted, come to haunt the river bank? There was supposed to be a ghost here, but she had forgot exactly what it was. Rachel felt her skin prickle.

      ‘Don’t you believe Midsummer’s Eve is magical?’ she asked him quietly, her voice full of fright.

      He took a moment to answer her. ‘My father used to say I was a Moonraker, so maybe I do.’

      Rachel tilted her head to one side, her fears forgotten. ‘What’s a Moonraker, sir?’

      He laughed, and it was a warm laugh, the laugh of a friend. ‘That’s someone who sees the moon’s reflection in a pool of water and thinking the moon itself is floating there, tries to fetch it out.’

      Rachel sniffed. ‘A fool, you mean! Well, I will make my wish, whatever you think.’ There was a silence, while she did—I wish to see this man again—and then wondered, irritably, why she had wasted it on such a thing. She should have wished for something like a pot of gold, or a loving home and family.

      ‘What did you wish for?’ he asked her, trying to make his voice serious.

      Rachel bit her lip. She would not tell him the truth. He would laugh at her. Instead, she spied the horse, still cropping the grass, and smiled. ‘I wished you would take me for a ride on your horse,’ she told him slyly.

      He seemed to be considering it, and then he stood up. ‘Why not?’ he mocked, as if to himself. ‘It’s not often I can make someone’s wish come true!’

      Rachel’s heart leapt. He mounted, and held out his hand, reaching for hers. Without a second thought she gave it to him, feeling his fingers close hard, and then he had pulled her up into the saddle before him, his strong arms either side of her. She felt his breath in her hair, and turned her head to meet his eyes. His hands tightened on the reins, and the muscles in his arms hardened. ‘Where do you want to gallop to?’ he asked her evenly. ‘Will we go to Hobart Town and back, or on and on into the sea?’

      Rachel laughed, hearing the edge of excitement in his voice, although he strove to hide it, matching her own. ‘The sea!’ she cried.

      He kicked his heels savagely into the horse’s flanks and set it speeding away, down the road. The wind was in her face, streaming her hair out behind her, making her cheeks sting and her eyes smart. Neither of them spoke. The rain had cooled the air, and it was delicious and so exhilarating, she felt as if she were flying. In all her young life she had never felt like this, riding like the night wind with this stranger. The excitement twisted in her, making her laugh out loud, and his arm tightened about her so that she was pressed hard against him. The horse stumbled, but somehow he held it upright, and she felt the power of his body with a sense of wonder. She felt small and protected, as if her father was with her again, only different in a way she couldn’t understand. Rachel pushed her hair out of her eyes and smiled to herself. I’ll never forget this moment, she thought. Not as long as I live. When I’m old, I’ll still hug it to myself, and remember.

      After a while, she realised he had slowed the horse to a trot. It was puffing and blowing, its sides heaving. It could not be an easy thing, she thought, carrying the two of them. In dismay, she saw the lights of Richmond before them, and knew their journey had come to an end. He kicked the horse into a canter again, and its hooves flicked up mud and grass along the riverbank. Some water birds flew up, squawking their displeasure at being disturbed so late, and Rachel turned, laughing, to meet his eyes.

      He paused a moment, hesitating, and then suddenly he leaned forward. His lips brushed hers in the darkness, warm and soft. Rachel was so surprised, she did not move, and felt his smile even though she could not see it. ‘You’re a lovely girl,’ he told her. ‘I’m glad I could make your wish come true. Now you’d better be going, or you’ll be in for trouble.’

      Reluctantly, Rachel slid down. ‘Will I see you again?’ she asked him. ‘Will you come back again?’

      He smiled. ‘Maybe I’ll be here next Midsummer’s Eve to grant you another wish, darlin’!’

      She laughed, as he had meant her to. She moved away, backwards, still watching him darkly silhouetted on the horse against a sky which was now full of stars.

      ‘What’s your name?’ he asked her suddenly.

      She had started to run, back the way she had come. ‘Rachel, it’s Rachel,’ she called, her voice fading in the darkness. And she ran on, skipping and laughing, not caring that when she returned there would be angry faces and she would go to bed sore and hungry. It was her special secret, and she hugged it to herself, and thought of it often and never forgot it. And although she was by the river the following Midsummer’s Eve, waiting in the darkness with fast beating heart, he did not come. And she wondered if he had been a ghost, after all.
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      ‘Are you sure she’s quite suitable?’

      The young woman walked around Rachel, eyeing her up and down as if she were, Rachel thought to herself, a cow brought to market. The woman had tawny hair, scraped back into a bun, and her face was pale and pinched and bad-tempered. The baby in her arms wailed and she jogged it impatiently. They said her name was Martha Potter, her husband owned a farm beyond Richmond, and she wanted a girl to help her with the children.

      ‘She has had three children in five years,’ Mrs Finn had murmured, as they made their way to the parlour where Martha Potter waited. ‘And she is a second wife, so maybe there are others from the first marriage. She heard of my girls from some friend or other who was very satisfied, so . . .’ She met Rachel’s shining, and openly curious, dark eyes. ‘I am sure you will be perfect for her, Rachel. Although you know how much I value your presence here, in the orphanage. If only Emily hadn’t gone to the Talbot’s last week and Suzanne wasn’t ill again!’

      Rachel smiled. ‘Yes, Mrs Finn.’

      Rachel had been in the Orphanage when Mrs Hewett was running the place, and everyone knew what a terror she had been. Things were different now, of course. Mrs Finn was in charge, and Mrs Finn was sober, industrious and wonderfully suited to her job. She believed in female education, and all her girls were literate. Rachel was seventeen now and the oldest girl there, but that was no fault of her own. Mrs Finn had kept her on, as though loath to let her go. Until now.

      ‘Be polite, Rachel,’ she was saying, ‘and do keep your eyes lowered. You know how intimidating you can be, when you stare at people. They do not like it, my dear!’

      Rachel smiled again, and lowered the offendingly frank gaze. She knew Mrs Finn valued her. She was a good worker, and a good teacher too, and all the children loved her. Mrs Finn called her ‘a treasure’ and Rachel knew, with a feeling of pride, that she meant it. But she also knew that, deep in her heart, Mrs Finn had always hoped that one day someone would come along whom she could send Rachel to with the happy knowledge that another of her ‘girls’ had been ‘well placed’.

      ‘She is very . . . dark,’ Mrs Potter murmured. ‘My own children all have the Potter blue eyes and blonde hair!’ As if, Rachel thought, that were somehow better than her own black hair and black eyes. But she kept her eyes down, her hands clasped before her, looking suitably meek and mild.

      ‘Rachel has learned all the skills of managing a house,’ Mrs Finn went on smoothly. ‘All my girls must learn to perform general household tasks. And she has cared for many children over the years. She can read and write and do sums, and sews beautifully. You would not do better than to take Rachel into your home, Mrs Potter, I do assure you. There is no comparison between Rachel and one of the convict girls they try to foist upon us.’ She took a deep breath and then added more delicately, ‘Now, if we can agree upon a suitable wage . . . ?’

      Mrs Potter jogged the baby again, more through habit than necessity, Rachel decided. ‘My husband can pay,’ and she murmured a sum for Mrs Finn’s ears only. ‘Not a penny more!’ she snapped, and there was no room for argument in her voice.

      Mrs Finn smiled. ‘Of course, I understand. These are difficult times for us all. I believe yet another bank in Hobart Town has closed its doors, and what is to become of its patrons?’ Then, with a nod, ‘Yes, Mrs Potter, that would be most satisfactory.’ It was little enough, but it was better than they had hoped for. Mrs Finn had learned through bitter experience not to aim too high. And in due course, Rachel may find something better or—Mrs Finn’s hope for all her girls—make a good and happy marriage.

      ‘When can she come?’ Mrs Potter demanded.

      ‘Tomorrow morning. Bright and early. Can you send some conveyance, Mrs Potter? Only we keep nothing here at the orphanage. I believe you live out at Greengage?’

      Mrs Potter nodded. ‘Yes. At Down Farm. I’ll send the cart for her tomorrow.’ She looked at Rachel, as if expecting something, and Rachel gave a little bob of a curtsey. It seemed to satisfy her, for she went out with Mrs Finn, the baby beginning to wail again. After a moment, Mrs Finn returned and gave Rachel her cool, calm smile.

      ‘That is settled then,’ she said. For a moment she looked uncertain and then she took a breath. This was not exactly what she had hoped for Rachel, but . . . it would have to do. ‘It may take a little time, Rachel, but I am sure Mrs Potter will come to realise how fortunate she is in you.’

      Would she? Rachel sincerely hoped so. She felt suddenly sad. The orphanage had been her home, her only home, for nine years. And now she was leaving a home again, but this time, she was going out into the world. At seventeen she was bright and friendly. There was a warmth and liveliness about her that was very appealing, so that few people realised that beneath it all was still the desperate, lonely little girl, feeling the loss of her father like a betrayal, searching for the love so cruelly taken from her. Perhaps that was why she was so good with the younger children—she understood their feelings so well. She would miss them very much, but Rachel knew in her heart that the orphanage had never taken the place of a real home. For her, a home was not so much four solid walls and a roof. In her early years there had rarely been such a thing, for she and Pa had travelled constantly. And yet she had been happy, secure . . . No, for Rachel, a home would always mean a man’s warm arm about her shoulders, and a man’s warm smile, and the sort of unconditional love her Pa had given her.

      ‘I’m sure everything will be all right,’ Rachel murmured softly, her voice a mixture still of Pa’s Devon accent and Mrs Finn’s careful training. ‘And if it isn’t, why . . .’ with a half smile, her black eyes sparkling, ‘I can always come back here!’

      Mrs Finn clicked her tongue, but she couldn’t be angry. The girl was enchanting. Sometimes, she worried for her. That openness, that lovely inviting smile. People would take advantage of her, perhaps even hurt her. And yet Rachel must learn that for herself, for no amount of telling would prepare her for life. ‘You know, Rachel,’ she said briskly, ‘there will always be a welcome for you here. But I do hope this is a new beginning for you, a new life.’

      She was right in that! Even in the sad moments that evening, when she was saying her goodbyes to the little ones and promising to visit, all the while hugging them tightly, Rachel knew she had not begun to live yet. These nine years had been a waiting time, as though she were a player in one of the orphanage’s Christmas plays, waiting in the shadowy wings, waiting to go on the bright stage and play her part. And she had been waiting for a long time.

      [image: ]

      ‘The cart’s here!’

      One of the girls was calling up the stairs. Rachel hurriedly finished cramming the last item into her trunk and slammed the lid. She was neatly dressed in her dark gown, her black hair twisted up into a heavy bun under the white bonnet. She looked clean and neat, the perfect employee, she thought, glancing into the mirror. But she did not see the glow in her cheeks and eyes, the irrepressible smile pulling at her lips, the warmth and sparkle all about her.

      “I’ll give you a hand with it,’ Betsy muttered, pushing up her sleeves and bending to grip one of the handles. She and Rachel struggled down the narrow stairs into the hall, where Mrs Finn was standing, waiting.

      ‘Rachel, I know you do not need my good wishes, for you will do very well without them. But you have them, nevertheless!’ And she embraced the young girl warmly and smiled her goodbye.

      Rachel blinked tears and laughed, and with one last look over her shoulder, went out with Betsy, the trunk again between them. She was leaving, she told herself, and still could not believe it.

      The driver sat waiting, his back to them, and with a grimace at Betsy, Rachel heaved her end of the trunk up onto the back of the cart. ‘Goodbye,’ she breathed. ‘I’ll visit when I can. Promise.’

      Betsy hugged her tearfully, and stepped back. ‘I’ll miss you, won’t be the same without you,’ she muttered, and wiped her cheeks with her hands. Rachel went to the seat and climbed up beside the driver, twisting to wave her arm as they started off. She continued to wave as the orphanage slid out of sight, beyond the Court House, its eager faces blurred by distance and tears. Only then did she allow herself to slip the handkerchief from her sleeve to mop at her eyes.

      The tears did not last long. Rachel took a deep breath. She had always known this day would come, and so she had been prepared for it. For although Rachel loved the other children, they knew as well as she that nothing at the orphanage was permanent. New girls were always arriving, and old girls were always leaving; some wrote back happy letters, some wrote back sad letters. But no one could remain forever, whatever the fate that awaited them.

      Rachel shivered and suddenly realised how cold it was. Winter held the countryside in relentless, icy fists. The sky above Richmond was a grim grey, promising no let up to the chill winds that made Rachel’s eyes water now for reasons other than sadness. She pulled her cloak closer about her ears, glad of the gloves Mrs Finn had given her last Christmas. There might even be snow before the day was out.

      The driver shook the reins, urging the dawdling horse on along the street. Rachel turned to look at him—a thickset young man, dark haired, face closed with his own thoughts—before dismissing him and gazing about her again with a growing, scarcely contained excitement.

      She knew Richmond well enough. The orphanage girls walked to St Luke’s every second Sunday for the church service. And often one or two of the girls were required to go out on a message for Mrs Finn, to various tradesmen and women in the township. Rachel had seen soldiers marching their chained, convict road gangs to spend the night at the gaol in Bathurst Street. She had seen the coach pass through from Jerusalem on its way to Risdon Ferry, and Hobart Town. There was a mill to grind the settler’s flour, and a bakery and a butcher and wheelwrights and blacksmiths and hotels and inns and every other amenity required by a thriving community.

      At this time of the morning the road was quiet. Just some farmers’ carts and drays, rumbling along the rough, dirt streets, avoiding the potholes that everyone complained about but no-one mended. The driver of Rachel’s cart several times raised his hand to answer the greeting of others. ‘George!’ they called him, and once, ‘Young George!’ Rachel couldn’t help but wriggle with excitement as they reached the edge of the town and passed the last inn.

      Soon they were out in the country. Rachel accustomed herself to the swaying of the cart as they travelled the road to Greengage. If road it could be called! More like an animal track, she thought with scorn. But the driver of the cart did not seem to be bothered. They passed by a few cottages—small holdings—and a couple of children who were playing by the road waved as the cart rumbled past. Rachel waved back, laughing, her black eyes shining. She caught the driver’s glance at her and the amused twist of his lips. It made her stop, folding her hands tightly in her lap. She looked at him under her lashes, and supposed he thought her silly.

      ‘You been at the orphanage long?’

      Rachel eyed him suspiciously for a moment, but he kept looking straight ahead.

      ‘Nine years,’ she told him primly, and then spoilt it by adding, ‘and six months, two weeks and four days.’

      He grinned.

      She examined him for a moment. He wore an old shirt, open at the neck, and worn trousers. His boots were dusty and also worn. A convict labourer, perhaps, or a ticket-of-leave man, working for Government-set wages. There was a hardness about him, a toughness, that made her think his life had not been easy. She had known plenty of such men in her early years; perhaps that was why she felt an affinity with them.

      Suddenly, ahead of them, the uniform of one of Richmond’s field policemen caught her eye against the grey bush. He rode swiftly towards them, his mount’s hooves pounding the hard, cold ground, and then he was past. The driver turned and spat onto the ground, not bothering to hide his contempt. Rachel glanced at him curiously. Mrs Roadknight had hated the police, and although Mrs Finn had done much to temper such views in Rachel, she still could not help a shiver of dislike when she saw a policeman’s uniform. ‘Ex-convicts the lot of them,’ Mrs Roadknight used to say. ‘I’ve never yet seen a policeman who wasn’t half-drunk and ready to be bribed!’ But worse than the police, worse by far, were the men who did their hunting and killing for them. The bounty hunters. ‘Scum,’ Mrs Roadknight would say, her lips twisting as though the word were bile in her throat. Once, in Richmond, Rachel had seen the police come riding proudly into town with two dead men in the back of a dray, the bodies jolting lifelessly. ‘Bushrangers,’ the people around her whispered. The two men were dirty and unkempt, their hair and beards long and scraggly, their clothes a mixture of rags and kangaroo skins. . . and blood. There had been another man riding with the police, laughing and joking, looking very much at home in the saddle. Someone in the crowd had murmured, ‘Bounty hunter,’ as if it were a curse. And Rachel had stared at that man, until she felt as if he must feel her eyes stabbing at the back of his head. How could a man, she asked herself, hunt and kill another, like an animal, for the sake of the bounty on his head? Surely, such a man was far worse than those he hunted.

      George, the driver, had said nothing all this time. They had travelled in silence. The wind, if anything, was getting colder. A crow flew, cawing harshly, into the trees, its black wings snapping twigs and rustling leaves as it settled. Rachel’s eyes began to flicker with weariness, until she almost fell into a doze—she had been up very early that morning. Her head nodded and she sat up with a start when the cart jolted over a dip in the uneven track. The driver was whistling to himself under his breath, as if he were very much used to his own company.

      Rachel watched him a moment, secretly. She had thought him sullen, but now she realised it was just that his expression was serious. Brown eyes gazed ahead, while he rested his arms on his knees, the reins slack in his fingers. The horse must know the way by heart, for it plodded along, one feathery hoof after another.

      ‘Have you been long at the Potter’s?’ she asked him, and had to clear her throat, her voice was so rusty from disuse—Rachel was rarely quiet for long. He appeared to be considering the question for far longer than it warranted.

      ‘A few years now,’ he said.

      ‘They pay you then?’ she dared, trying to discover his status.

      One corner of his mouth lifted. ‘They pay me.’

      Would the Potters be good employers? She wondered. She hoped very much she would like Down Farm: she hoped her letters back to the orphanage would be happy ones. ‘What happened to the nursemaid before me?’ she asked the driver suddenly.

      George looked at her sideways. ‘Nothing happened to her. She’s still there. But it’s not for me to talk about.’

      Rachel pulled a face. ‘Oh please! I’d like to know. What did she do wrong?’

      He relented. ‘Suzy and Mrs Potter didn’t get on, that’s all. She didn’t do nothing wrong.’ Remembering Mrs Potter, Rachel could well believe that. There was amusement again in his eyes. ‘You ask a lot of questions,’ he said. ‘Sometimes it’s not wise to ask so many questions.’

      Rachel bit her lip. He was right. One shouldn’t ask too many questions in Van Diemen’s Land. Too many people had secrets to hide and pasts they would rather keep from the light of day. But Rachel couldn’t help herself. She glanced about and realised how isolated they were on this lonely road. Too many questions might get her murdered, her body tossed into the scrub for the wild animals to eat. She shivered and then jumped when he touched her arm.

      ‘Sarah’ll have a fire to warm you, when we get to Down Farm,’ he told her, and there was concern in his eyes. ‘Here, this is it now.’

      Rachel looked up in surprise, and realised they were turned up a track and that the land was cleared here, with paddocks fenced for crops and animals. In common with most farmers in Van Diemen’s Land, the Potters were mixed farmers—only a few wealthier landholders had the amount of land necessary to specialise. The track ran up to a farm house. A verandah encircled the house itself, and there were narrow windows in its shadow, as well as upper windows jutting out of the steep slant of the roof. Hens ran about the yard and some horses galloped in the paddock beside the house. There were a number of out buildings—a barn and a small stable, as well as wood shed and various other sheds, built higgledy piggledy. Behind the farm rose the bulk of a square shaped hill, topped by a dense covering of trees.

      Rachel had been so engrossed in the view of Down Farm that she did not realise the cart had rumbled to the end of the track, and stopped at the gate to the yard. There were two men standing there, one older. The older man grinned at the driver and said, ‘A right little charmer, eh, George?’

      George grinned back. ‘Aye, we’ve taken on trouble this time.’

      It took a moment for Rachel to realise they were speaking of her, and then she sat, fuming, while the cart passed on into the yard and drew to a halt. A rooster came to strut amongst the hens, as though showing off just for Rachel.

      ‘In there,’ George said, and pointed to the door. ‘I’ll bring the trunk.’

      Rachel threw him a flashing black look, and climbed down, turning her back. She heard him laugh as she climbed the verandah to the door, and then the vehicle was moving, leaving her. As she waited for her knock on the door to be answered, Rachel glanced about her. The place was tidy enough, though the front garden was non-existent. She let her eyes wander across the rise of the paddocks to the road beyond and the grey sky above. Down Farm was a world of its own.

      The door had opened. A maid stood there, perhaps a few years older than Rachel but many inches shorter. She blinked up at Rachel for a moment, before saying into the room to her left, ‘Tis the new girl, Mrs Potter! I’ll send her in then, will I?’

      Mrs Potter must have made some answer, for the maid glanced back at Rachel and said in a breathy voice, ‘Wipe your feet, then, and go through. Mrs Potter is waiting.’

      Rachel wiped her feet, and went in. There was a room to the right of the door which she guessed to be the front parlour, reserved for visitors. For Mrs Potter had a visitor now.

      Reverend Jones was someone Rachel knew well from church on Sundays and his little talks to the girls at the orphanage. He was an elderly man, with a long face, who rode a grey mare about his large parish. Rachel made a bobbing curtsey to them both.

      ‘This is the girl I spoke of, Reverend,’ Mrs Potter announced importantly. She was dressed in a good dark gown, her hair neatly bound up beneath a lace cap.

      ‘Ah yes, Rachel Naish,’ Reverend Jones smiled toothily. ‘I know her, of course. A good girl, very capable.’

      Rachel was relieved he had forgotten, or perhaps he chose not to mention, her few transgressions. Mrs Potter looked pleased with herself. ‘Well, I’m sure she will be of use to me. I know it is a wife’s duty to give her husband children, but really, sometimes . . .’ her eyes blinked rapidly, and she gave a little cough. The Reverend looked down at his hands.

      ‘Quite so,’ he said.

      ‘And Suzy was quite impossible. She was more interested in the yard men than my children!’

      Reverend Jones cleared his throat, glancing at Rachel whom Mrs Potter had clearly forgotten. She patted her hair and murmured sharply, ‘That will be all for now, Rachel. Sarah will show you where you will be sleeping, and then you can go and meet the children.’

      ‘Yes ma’am,’ and Rachel bobbed her little curtsey and went out.

      Sarah was waiting beyond the door, and whispered, ‘This way. Someone’ll bring your trunk up in a minute.’

      ‘This way’ was along a short, cluttered hallway and up the narrow staircase to a cold little room poked away at the back of the house under the eaves. ‘Mrs Potter says you’re to sleep here, so’s to be close to the children in the night. They’re just down the end there.’ Sarah’s blue eyes were wide.

      ‘Does she indeed,’ Rachel murmured. Sleepless nights would probably be her lot. But then, she had had them before, at the Orphanage. She went to the casement and looked out. There was a view over a vegetable garden—rather bare in this season—and the barn and then beyond to the glowering hill. The sky was a dark steel grey—a ‘snow sky’ Mrs Finn would have called it.

      ‘Do you like it here, Sarah?’ she asked the other girl, flashing her a friendly smile over her shoulder.

      Sarah eyed her warily, as though she had learned to mistrust friendliness. ‘I like it well enough, though I’ve no choice but to stay on, I was assigned here twelve months ago from Hobart Town. Not that Captain Potter isn’t always kind to me, even when she . . . I mean, Mrs Potter, when she says I’m useless.’

      Rachel laughed. ‘Mrs Potter sounds as if she runs the farm and everyone on it. What is her husband like?’

      Sarah glanced over her shoulder again, as though expecting the Potters to be ranged behind her. ‘He lets her have her way with the house, I know that. I wasn’t here before he married for the second time, but I’ve heard said everything changed a lot. She soon smartened things up.’

      I’ll bet she did, Rachel thought to herself. But all she said aloud was, ‘Are there any other children? From the first marriage, I mean?’

      Sarah shook her head. ‘Only the three that belong to Martha. Isn’t that enough for you?’

      Rachel smiled. ‘It’s quite enough, thank you, Sarah.’

      Sarah nodded her head and backed away. ‘I’d better go. I’ve the vegetables to peel. Mrs Potter likes the dinner on the table at one sharp, when the men come in.’

      And she had gone, the door closing behind her.

      Rachel sighed, and sat down on the bed. It was too firm, but that didn’t worry her. She was not concerned with small, cold rooms and hard beds. Rachel had never known luxury and did not hunger after it, rather people interested her, and there seemed quite a deal to be interested in at Down Farm.

      A thud on her door heralded her trunk. George stepped into the room and dumped the luggage on the floor. Rachel glanced at him uneasily. ‘Thank you,’ she said stiffly. He grinned at her, and closed the door behind him, leaving Rachel staring silently at the empty room.
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      Rachel ate her dinner with the Potters—she was expected to supervise the children. Mrs Potter held the baby, but the other two, Martha for her mother—but called Matty—and Francis for his father—called Frank—were Rachel’s province. The baby was called Victoria, after the new Queen in England, and so far had not descended to Vicky.

      Captain Potter was about forty years old; a large, quiet man who let his wife speak for him while he murmured monosyllabic replies. His hands were red, scrubbed clean for the table, but there was a ring of grime about his wrists under the cuffs and his hair was standing on end. A handsome face had sunk into weatherbeaten folds, but he was still handsome. He had looked at Rachel once, a hard penetrating look, and did not look again, but she felt that he had seen more in that one look than his wife would in a hundred.

      Rachel already had her measure. Martha Potter wanted to join the ranks of the ‘gentleman’ farmers of the colony, the military who owned most of the land because they had been given preferential treatment by Governor Arthur, before he left the colony in 1835. Martha wanted to be a lady of leisure and refinement, with a house in Hobart Town and a manager to oversee her country property. She had already informed Rachel that the children would go to a school and she had heard of an excellent one from her sister in Hobart Town. Certainly, the parish school in Richmond was beneath them. Her sister appeared to have all Martha wanted herself and envy was laced with pride throughout her conversation.

      The fact that Captain Potter took all this, nodding and agreeing and not uttering a single word made Rachel wonder if he even heard what his wife was saying.

      ‘Matty has upset her dish, Rachel!’ Martha Potter screeched.

      Rachel, coming out of her reverie, scooped it up, wiping the worst of the mess with a napkin. Matty began to cry and the baby followed suit. Captain Potter glanced at the last of his meal, hesitated, and then rose swiftly to his feet.

      ‘I will see you this evening, my love,’ he murmured, and dutifully kissed the head of each of his young children, before closing the door thankfully after him.

      Mrs Potter sighed. ‘I think it is time for baby’s nap,’ she said. ‘And I will show you where the children sleep and what your other duties involve, Rachel.’

      The ‘other duties’ were endless.

      Rachel listened, wondering how Martha expected all these tasks to be accomplished before nightfall. Matty and Frank sat, wide-eyed, gazing at Rachel. When their mother had taken Baby Victoria away, Rachel told them a story about a dragon, delighting in the way their eyes grew even wider, and how they chuckled at the end.

      ‘Tell us some more,’ Frank demanded.

      But she shook her head. ‘I will tell you a story tonight, when you’re in bed. For now, you will both be good while I mend some clothes.’

      They were as good as could be expected of two energetic children of four and two and a half. Later, Sarah brought Rachel a tray with some tea on it, as well as milk for the children, and a plump cake, still warm from the oven. The baby was awake by then and Rachel held it on her knee while Martha went about her own duties with a free hand.

      ‘Cook says she hasn’t heard a peep from the little ones all afternoon,’ Sarah told her, wide-eyed. ‘What have you done to ‘em?’

      Rachel laughed. ‘I’m used to children.’

      ‘Even a little imp like Master Frank here?’ Sarah muttered, eyeing the little boy uneasily as he grinned back at her. ‘He used to give poor Suzy ‘ell! That’s when the mistress caught her,’ with a quick glance at the door, ‘swearing fit to make a sailor blush!’

      Rachel smiled and ruffled Frank’s hair. ‘I’ve seen naughtier than Master Frank.’

      ‘Well, you’re better at it than Suzy, that’s for sure.’

      Rachel looked at her curiously, suddenly remembering her conversation with George. ‘What happened to Suzy?’

      Sarah moved closer, lowering her voice so that the children strained to hear. ‘Suzy’s still here. She’s all right, in her way, but Mrs Potter don’t want her around the children. She’s a bit lazy, and she’s always making eyes at the men.’

      Rachel looked forward with interest to meeting Suzy. ‘Are there many men for Suzy to make eyes at?’ she asked with a smile.

      Sarah pursed her lips. ‘There’s Old George and Young George, you’ve met him. And then there’s Jack and Rummy and Pat and a few of the convicts we get on and off from Richmond, when we want more land cleared. There are always strangers up at the inn in Greengage, passing through, and sometimes one will call in to see Captain Potter. His brother used to live here too, Captain Potter’s brother I mean. He went off looking for some land of his own and I haven’t heard where he ended up. But it’s mostly Young George that Suzy wriggles her hips at. She likes George.’

      Rachel’s eyebrows lifted in surprise. ‘George? Why him?’

      Sarah stared at her. ‘Haven’t you seen him? He’s handsomer than any of the others at Down Farm. Suzy drools at the mouth when he goes near her.’

      Rachel laughed. George had not struck her as so desirable, but then perhaps she hadn’t really looked properly at him—she had been too sad at leaving the Orphanage and too nervous about arriving at Down Farm. Next time she saw him she would pay him more attention.

      Sarah had not spoken again and Rachel saw that she was deep in her own thoughts. The girl was tiny, like a child, although there was no doubting she was a grown woman. Her fair hair was so light it could more properly be called white-blonde, and her eyes were pale and blue, doll-like in their roundness. What could Sarah have done to be transported across the seas to Van Diemen’s Land? Rachel opened her mouth to ask and then didn’t quite dare. George had told her she asked too many questions, and he was right. She would wait a little bit longer, until she felt Sarah trusted her, and then she would ask.

      As the day drew in, Captain Potter returned to the house and she heard him calling out instructions to one of his men. Rachel washed and readied the children for bed, and then gave them their supper—they did not take their evening meal with their parents. She told them the promised story and tucked them up in bed. Outside, she heard the rumble of a horse-drawn cart and laughter. Down Farm men returning from their day’s work.

      Rachel went to the window, peering out, but it was too dark to see much. The silhouette of a man on a horse suddenly struck her as familiar, but he was gone in a moment, and the memory with him. The baby, which she had placed in a crib in the corner, began to cry and with a sigh Rachel went to pick her up. Victoria was fretful and difficult, and Rachel was glad when Martha Potter came at last to take the baby into her own room to feed and settle there. Even so it was late when Rachel was finally able to creep into her own bed. She was tired, but for some reason she found it difficult to sleep, perhaps because of the unfamiliar country noises. She lay listening to the sounds from outside, the infrequent lowing of a cow and the bark of a dog. Later, a horse arrived and there were more voices and laughter, and a snatch of a song. For a long time she lay there, feeling lost without the familiar noises of the town Orphanage and the long room, with its beds full of small bodies. It had been her home for so long.

      Soon, she told herself firmly, I will feel just as much at home at Down Farm. Soon, I will smile to myself and think how glad I am to be here, how happy I am with my life. I will grow to love Captain Potter and Martha, and Matty and Frank and the baby, and Sarah and Suzy and George and all the rest. But as she drifted into sleep, it was Pa she thought of, though for some reason he was riding a horse, a black silhouette against the starlit sky, and she was riding with him.
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      Mrs Potter had been up to the baby several times in the night and was not in a good mood the next morning. Rachel kept the other two children out of her way, dressing them and breakfasting with them, and then taking them outside to play.

      It was cold again, but at least the sky was clear and the snow she had thought due any moment had not come down. Rachel managed to amuse Frank and Matty for a time, but when her attention wandered for a moment, Matty promptly fell over on the hard ground and began to wail, and then Frank started up in sympathy. Above the noise, Rachel heard a voice behind her.

      ‘Not doing too well, are you?’

      She turned her head and looked up at George. His eyes were tired and small, as though he had just got up. But his smile was warm and, unlike yesterday, somehow endearing. He was almost handsome, Rachel thought in surprise. Perhaps Suzy was right.

      Behind her, the children had stopped crying and had found some other form of amusement. Matty was pulling leaves off a shrub and Frank had discovered the ginger cat, sheltering by the wall in a watery patch of sunshine.

      ‘I’m doing better than Suzy, by all accounts,’ she retorted to George, and smiled back.

      Rachel had had enough practise flirting with the butcher’s boy to know how it was done. But the butcher’s boy hadn’t really appealed to her, just as George didn’t really appeal to her now. No man had yet stirred in her more than a passing interest. And besides, flirting wasn’t her way. Rachel was too direct.

      ‘Suzy wasn’t made to be a nursemaid,’ George declared with a glint in his eye. Rachel wondered what Suzy was made to be, but decided it was wiser not to ask. ‘I’ve been down to the inn at Greengage,’ he went on, when she remained silent. ‘Had to get some bits and pieces for Mrs Potter. Had a drink while I was there,’ and he winked.

      Rachel shook her head at him. ‘Drinking rots the stomach and befuddles the mind.’ She quoted a favourite saying of Mrs Finn.

      George grinned. ‘You and Mrs Potter should get on well,’ he told her, and Rachel knew it wasn’t a compliment. ‘Don’t you know this country was built on grog?’

      Rachel only shook her head at him again. ‘Where are you from, George?’ she asked, her interest stirred.

      He shrugged and his eyes became wary. ‘Here and there.’

      Rachel opened her mouth to try again, but before she could speak the ginger cat struck. Frank began to scream. Rachel shouted and sent the thing off with a well aimed kick. Then Frank had to be soothed, and Matty too, who was crying in support of her brother. When she had the situation under control again, Rachel found that Young George had gone.

      During the midday meal, Mrs Potter did little but complain about Captain Potter’s brother, who Rachel remembered Sarah saying had gone away to find land of his own. ‘Not a penny,’ Martha declared, ‘after all he had from us while living at Down Farm.’

      Captain Potter filled his mouth with a forkful of stew, and remained silent while he chewed. Martha eyed him with increasing irritation.

      ‘Do you have any idea where he is?’

      ‘None at all, my dear,’ he mumbled, and kept on eating.

      ‘He was always a liar,’ she declared, and then looked as if she feared she had said too much. But Captain Potter did not even glance at her. ‘I mean,’ she went on, emboldened, ‘there was that girl over at Jerusalem, who swore he was the father of her brat, and that widow at Richmond.’ Her face darkened. ‘I never liked him, Frank. I did not tell you so at the time, because he was your brother. But I never liked his manners or his ways. Some people are not to be trusted, and Israel Potter is one of them!’

      But Captain Potter still said nothing at all.

      ‘Are you going in to Greengage this afternoon?’ she asked him sharply, giving up on the brother at last. ‘Only George forgot to get the brandy I particularly asked for, for Cook’s fruit cake. I don’t know what he was doing all that time. I really think you need to speak to him.’

      Captain Potter nodded. ‘I’ll speak to him. I have to get the mare reshod, so when I take her in to Will I’ll get your brandy for you myself, Martha.’

      Far from being pacified, Martha frowned and made an uneasy gesture. ‘Do we really need to patronise that man?’ she whispered loudly, while Rachel pretended not to listen. ‘He’s a drunkard and everybody knows it. Oh, I know it was all very sad, about his wife . . . she was my friend, too! But to allow himself to go to pieces like that,’ and she grimaced. ‘It isn’t nice, is it?’

      Captain Potter looked at her. There was something in his glance that made Rachel feel cold. Even Martha felt it. She touched her hair, her bodice, little birdlike gestures of unease. ‘What is it? What have I said?’

      Her husband stared at his plate, taking his time to answer. ‘Will is not a drunkard. He is a man in torment. Besides, he’s a friend.’

      ‘But he is always at the inn Agnes says so—’

      ‘Agnes is a gossip, Martha, and you shouldn’t listen to her. Will drinks, yes, but he is not a drunkard.’

      Not yet. The words were unspoken, but Rachel could almost hear them on Martha’s tongue. Captain Potter shook his head and stood up.

      ‘I must get back. Goodbye, my dear,’ and with a smile which didn’t quite reach his eyes he went out and closed the door.

      Martha waved her hand irritably. ‘I don’t know,’ she muttered to no-one in particular. ‘Some people just don’t like to hear the truth.’

      Later, as they ascended the narrow stairs, Martha informed her, ‘I would rather you did the children’s ironing, Rachel. Not that Sarah doesn’t do an adequate job, but. . .’ with a twitch of her lips. ‘You can iron, can’t you?’

      Rachel agreed that she could, her heart sinking. More tasks. Life was easier at the orphanage. She glanced at the window in passing, and sighed for the crisp, cold day and the rolling paddocks down to the Richmond-Greengage road. She had hoped the world outside the orphanage would be more interesting than this. As it was, the afternoon dragged and by the time the supper tray had come and the children were in bed, there were moths fluttering at the casement and the dog was barking again.

      Sarah came to collect the supper tray, and smiled, her face all hollows in the lamplight as she looked at the children. ‘Lovely, aren’t they, when they’re asleep?’ she murmured. ‘Pity Frank’s such a little demon.’

      Rachel smiled back and went with Sarah to the door. The house seemed very quiet. ‘Where is everyone?’ she asked.

      Sarah shrugged. ‘Him and her are in the parlour, pretending to be gentry,’ she said, and there was a malicious edge to her voice Rachel had not heard there before. ‘Cook’s gone home to Greengage and Suzy’s out somewhere with George. I don’t know what they’re doing and I don’t want to.’

      ‘I spoke with George today,’ Rachel murmured. ‘He doesn’t like to talk about himself much, does he?’

      Sarah shrugged again. ‘We all have our secrets. He’s had a hard time of it, Young George. Prefers to put it behind him. There’re some who like to go over and over their lives, and get rid of the pain that way. But those like George, they need to hide it away inside, and pretend it never happened.’

      ‘What about you Sarah?’ Rachel asked her gently. ‘What do you like to do?’

      Sarah glanced at her, the blue eyes almost startled for a moment. ‘I’m not ashamed of what I did,’ she said firmly. ‘I stole because I was starving and that’s a fact. Me parents came from the country—London drew lots of country folk. They thought it’d be better to be out of work and hungry in London than out of work and hungry at home. Well, they were wrong. We lived in Islington, and sometimes I can still smell that street. One day I woke up and looked about and there they all were, me sisters and me brothers and me Ma, all starving, all crowded into one room. There was no work for us, and Da had gone out a year before and never came back. So I went down to the market and I stole food and I were caught. Then it was prison and the Old Bailey and . . . well, now I’m here and eating well, and they’re still there and probably still starving.’

      She spoke quietly, without rancor, and yet Rachel could feel the anger in her at the unfairness of it all. Sarah shook her head and sighed. ‘I’d best get on,’ she said, and began to descend the stairs.

      ‘What about Suzy?’ Rachel asked. ‘What did she do?’

      Sarah turned and looked at her, her smile lopsided. ‘You do ask a lot of questions,’ she said mockingly. ‘George was right in that at least.’

      ‘What did George say about me?’ Rachel demanded, and then laughed at Sarah’s expression. ‘Sorry. I only ask because I’m interested.’

      Sarah smiled. ‘George said you were as fresh and lovely as a daisy, but you asked too many questions for his taste, though he thought it’d not be long before one of the men took you away from Mrs Potter, and that you’d go willingly. And Suzy,’ with a grimace, ‘she was sent out for being on the streets and she don’t care who knows it!’

      Rachel felt the colour come into her face. She knew what ‘being on the streets’ meant. She had been respectably brought up at the orphanage, almost sheltered, but there were still girls there who gloried in imparting such knowledge to others. She was not completely innocent, just naive.

      The day had given her much to ponder on, as
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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.
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