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Chapter 1 – Jim
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Constable Jim Matthews watched as six men from neighbouring worksites tried not to stare at the bloody remains under their feet as they struggled to dismantle the ruins of the collapsed sawmill. Three people from the one family had been crushed when the structure collapsed on them.

Jim had never met Frank Metz, the German carpenter who had been building the sawmill. The town had differing opinions of the big German due to his abrupt nature, but everyone agreed his sawmill was needed as the gold-mining town grew.

The pale Autumn sun shared little of its heat as the policeman stamped his feet and hugged his chest in an effort to keep warm. He was impatient to get back to the warmth of the Police Station. His dark blue police uniform and overcoat couldn’t keep out the winter cold.

An ageing prospector attracted to the tragedy squatted nearby on his haunches. He was one of thousands of men who had scoured the surrounding hills after Nash discovered gold twelve years before in a gully where the town of Gympie now stood. Most had moved on after the surface gold petered out and commercial mining companies took over.

Doctor Dunn arrived in his buggy and quickly wrapped a blanket around himself to avoid the chill wind whistling through the hills. “What have you got, Jim?” the medico asked bluntly. The Doctor was a busy man. Injuries in the gold mines were frequent, and the Doctor spent much of his time at the hospital paid for by the mining companies.

“Frank Metz was killed sometime this morning when his sawmill collapsed on him. We think his wife and son are under there with him.”

Doctor Dunn simply nodded and pulled the blanket tighter around himself. There was little he could do to help, but he was expected to stay. Only a doctor could officially confirm the deaths.

The workmen finally levered the last of the thick boards away from the heavy deck and turned away, shocked by the sight of the gruesome remains underneath. Dr. Dunn climbed stiffly off his buggy and quickly examined the three bodies. He climbed to his feet and dusted off his hat, seemingly unaffected by the crushed and bloodied remains.

“I imagine they died very quickly,” he said to Jim. “I knew the woman. She was a patient of mine. Marianne Metz was her name. That'll be their lad there with them. They had a daughter. Maria or Mary, if I recall.”

“The locals say the family usually left her at home,” Jim said. “The wife of one of the local workers is with her. She’s got no next of kin we know of, but I expect the Court House will know more.”

Jim made a note of the time in his notebook. The girl's parents were German immigrants. She was old enough to work, so the State Orphanage in Brisbane would refuse to take her.

“I'll send up Charlie Rowe to collect the bodies,” the Doctor said as he climbed back onto his buggy. “Can you leave the names at the hospital for me so I can complete the death certificates?”

Jim nodded and began picking up tools lying around the site and putting them in the back of the dead man's cart. He saw a couple of workers eyeing the sawmill timbers speculatively. With the high demand for milled timber, he expected the unfinished sawmill would soon be stripped to the ground.
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After the ageing undertaker had taken the bodies away, Jim tied his horse to the tailgate of the dead man’s cart and drove back into town. He avoided the centre of town with its narrow winding streets. Little town planning had been done in the early days. No-one had expected the gold to last. Now the narrow streets were often a cause of traffic congestion.

At the Police Station, he led the police horse into the stable, then released the cart horse into the police paddock. He skirted the back of the police lock-up and entered the Court House through the back door. Fifteen minutes later he left with the names of the Metz family members in his notebook. There was no known next of kin.

He strode through the grassy gap between the Court House and the police lock-up and stepped up into the small Police Station. He glanced up at the clock on the wall. It was almost time to go home.

Sergeant Jeffrey Walsh was sitting at his desk reading a report. The Officer in Charge of Gympie Police Station was fifty-one years of age and looked tired. He had another fourteen years to go before he could retire.

“How did it go, Jim?” he asked without looking up. His voice was gruff, but it wasn’t a sign of his mood. Jeff Walsh simply had little time for small talk.

“The sawmill's buggered. The main deck fell on them when the frame gave way. The foreman on another building site told me that Metz was too stubborn to take advice. It seems he didn't have enough props under the deck.” Jim shook his head. “I'm darned if I know why he had his wife and son under there with him. It was a stupid risk to take.”

Walsh scratched his head briefly. “Didn’t he have a daughter?”

“Yeah. She’s fifteen. I’ve just been talking to the Clerk of the Court about her. There’s no way the Council will let her live by herself. He told me the new baker in town is looking for a worker. He reckons I should ask him if he’ll look after her. He keeps losing his workers to the mines. The girl’s old enough.”

“Have you spoken to her yet?”

“Not yet. I’m headed there now to see if she’s got someone to look after her. If not, I figure that if the baker’s prepared to give her a job, he can look after her.”

“That sounds fair enough.”

“I have to head up to the hospital. Doctor Dunn wants the names by tonight.”

The Sergeant glanced up at the clock. “Put the names in the Occurrence Log and go see the girl, Jim. Dave McKibben can take the names to the hospital when he starts work. He'll be here soon.”

Jim wrote a brief summary of the tragedy in the big Station Occurrence Log and dated it Friday, April 11, 1879. He then put on his cap and headed off to see the girl.
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Chapter 2 – Mary
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During the fever of the gold rush, many houses in the town had been built using split timbers, and the walls were darkening and warping with age. The house that Frank Metz had built was different. It was made from sawn timber, and the steep roof would allow much of the summer heat to escape. Jim gave a wry smile. The style of the house reflected the man’s German roots. The house wouldn’t be out of place in any German city.

When he entered the house, two adult women and a girl were sitting at the kitchen table. One had an arm around the girl’s shoulder. The other woman stood and walked up to him.

“How is she?” he asked.

“She’s taken it remarkably well for a fifteen year old. I’m Beryl Henderson from next door. What’s going to happen to her?”

Jim took out his notebook and wrote down Beryl’s name. “I’ve got her name as Mary Metz. Did you know the family?”

Beryl shook her head. “I don’t think anyone knew the family. They didn’t mix much. Marianne was nice enough, but he could be a bit rude. I think I’m the only neighbour who actually talked to them.”

“Who’s the woman talking to her now?”

“That’s Julie. She came to tell Mary about the accident.”

“Does the girl have any family or friends prepared to take her in?”

Beryl shook her head again. “We’ve been talking to her about that. She knows a German family in town, but they already have a large family and don’t have enough room.”

Jim had encountered the problem before. Finding a safe place for the girl could be difficult. He expected the house would be sold and the money used to help support her until she was older. The baker was looking like his best option. He walked over to the kitchen table.

The girl had her head in her hands, her long fair hair covering much of her face. Jim thought she looked surprisingly strong for a fifteen year old, and guessed she’d been helping her parents build the sawmill. Moving that heavy timber around would have been hard work.

“Hello, young Mary. I’m Constable Matthews. My Sergeant and I are deeply saddened by your loss, and we are worried about you. We know a family in town who might be able to take care of you until you’re older. There might even be paid work for you. How do you feel about that?”

The girl shook her head. “I don’t need someone to look after me” she said feebly. “I can take care of myself.”

Jim sighed. As a gold-mining town, Gympie attracted more than its fair share of trouble-makers and shady characters, and the girl needed to be protected from them.

“Mary, without your family to look after you, you’re not safe here. I know it feels hard to leave your home, but there’s no other choice.”

Mary slumped in her chair and began sobbing. “I don’t want to leave home. Can’t you tell them I want to stay?”

Jim shook his head. He felt sorry for the girl, but her safety had to come first. “I’m afraid it’s not up to me.” He gave a brief nod to Beryl and left the house.
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Chapter 3 – A Prize for a Villain
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The new baker had arrived in Gympie the previous year and set up shop in a rundown house near the town centre. The only changes he had made to the building were to nail a sign on the front and bolt a corrugated iron shed containing the oven onto the side of the house.

A small bell tinkled above Jim’s head as he opened the front door. A short, frumpish woman in her mid-twenties was standing behind the counter. She had a down-turned mouth and a small button nose that looked suspiciously flat. Her face took on a startled expression that vanished as quickly as it appeared. Jim asked to see the baker, and the woman said nothing as she disappeared through a doorway.

A minute later a middle-aged man wearing a bright plastic smile burst energetically through the doorway. He was a round-faced man running to fat, and his fair hair was combed over his scalp to cover a bald pate. He wore the standard white shirt and trousers of a baker, and was covered in a sheen of perspiration. He barely came up to Jim's shoulder.

“Hello, Constable,” he said effusively. “I don't believe we've met. Charles Green's the name. Charlie to my friends.” His plastic smile crawled even wider as he thrust out his hand.

Jim shook the limp, damp hand and eyed the baker doubtfully. Something about the man made him feel uneasy. He thought briefly about taking in the girl himself, but his small police residence was already too crowded.

“Mr. Green, I'm Constable Matthews of Gympie Police Station. A fifteen year old girl was orphaned this morning, and the community needs a place where she can be safe. I understand you're in need of a worker. Sir, do you feel you might be in a position to help?”

Charlie's loins stirred. The thought of a young girl in his bakery brought back memories of when he’d taken in Doris. Those had been good times. With Doris turning sour on him, he needed new blood in the house.

“Of course I can,” the baker said, his pale eyes taking on a predatory glint. “Our premises are a bit Spartan at present, but that will improve with time. She’ll have plenty of work to occupy her time. My wife and I would love to have her with us. Wouldn't we, Doris?”

Behind him, the frump nodded mutely.

Jim told Charlie where the girl lived and made further notes in his notebook. The girl now had a roof over her head. A quick written report in the morning, and the job would be finished, but a feeling of uncertainty had begun chewing at his gut as he left. He told himself he would keep an eye on the situation in the bakery.

––––––––
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Charlie Green strode toward the Metz family home, a wide grin fixed to his face. He had just passed his fortieth birthday, and despite his energetic nature he was overweight, the result of eating too much of his own products.

Publicly Charlie presented himself as an outstanding pillar of respectability: energetic, optimistic and prosperous. In truth, his life was driven by greed. He was childless, a fact that suited his selfish nature. His skin was a pasty white from spending too much time hidden behind closed doors, and his nose was small in contrast to his wide mouth, his full lips set in a beaming public grin. In private his mouth was a tight thin line across his face, straining to hold in the poisonous thoughts controlling his life.

Charlie’s skill in baking was exceeded only by his expertise in flattery and self-promotion. The only thing betraying him was his eyes. They were restless and darting, fearfully searching for the next threat to the shabby, disingenuous life he had constructed.

As he stepped into the Metz house, Charlie’s eyes were everywhere. The house had been expertly built. The glass windows were covered by heavy expensive curtains, ideal to keep out the cold of winter and the hot summer sun. His eyes greedily scanned the well-appointed kitchen and beautifully furnished lounge. There was money in the house. A stab of envy speared his soul, but Charlie's sin remained hidden like much of his true nature.

Two adult women were drinking tea while a tall girl tended a pot on the stove. The house smelt of a rich stew. The girl turned to look at him, her eyes red but dry, and Charlie's breath caught in his throat.

She was beautiful. Her fair hair framed a strong jaw and long slender neck. With broad shoulders and a strong frame, he guessed she was already taller than the adult women in the house. Her finely embroidered green and yellow dress had been expertly made.

Charlie put on his sympathetic face and went to work. “My name is Charles Green,” he said, “and you young lady will be Mary.” He positioned himself between the adult women and the girl, separating her from support. Charlie knew how to take control.

“Constable Matthews and the community elders have decided that you’ll be staying with my wife and I in my bakery until you’re old enough to fend for yourself.”

He clapped his hands loudly before she could object, a trick he often used to good effect. “Now, now,” he said quickly. “We can't have a young girl living alone in a place like the goldfields, can we, ladies?” Charlie said, shaking his head exaggeratedly to emphasise the dangers. “Ladies, can you help young Mary collect some clothes for the night. She can get more tomorrow.”

Caught up in Charlie's practised exuberance, the women ushered Mary into her bedroom where she picked up her nightgown.

“Just something for tonight will do,” he said as he placed the warm pot of stew on top of her nightgown to keep her hands busy and began steering her toward the front door. He wanted to get her out of the house. “Now let's get you and your lovely stew down to the bakery, shall we,” he urged. “It's not safe for a young girl alone,” he said, shaking his head again.

Mary could feel the security of her home slipping away, and she briefly raised enough resolve to try to bring events to a halt. “I don't want to go!” she cried, her voice breaking with emotion.

“We know,” said Charlie sympathetically, keeping her moving toward the door, “but the policeman has given his orders. It's only for a little while. You’ll feel right at home with us. I expect you and Doris will have lots in common.”

When she stopped resisting, he glanced back at the women who were returning to their cups of tea. “You will close up, won't you ladies.” He didn’t wait for a reply.

“You've had a bad experience, my dear,” he said in his most compassionate tone, “but it's going to get a lot better from now on. You'll see.”

Charlie ushered Mary down the street, keeping up his reassuring banter. The further Mary walked away from her home, the more Charlie's words made sense. When they reached the bakery, Doris looked hungrily at the pot of stew.

“This is Mary, Doris,” Charlie said. “She'll be staying with us for a little while. Say hello, Doris.”

Doris looked at the girl approvingly. She looked strong, and would be a good worker. Without a word she took the pot of stew from the girl and headed for the kitchen.

“Doris has had a busy day,” he said. “With you to help her, things will be wonderful. Just you wait and see.”

Charlie watched the girl carefully. He knew he had to keep her busy, giving her no time to think. He knew how to do this. It had worked with Doris. Charlie Green was feeling very pleased with himself. It had indeed been a profitable day.
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Jim walked down the side of the Police Station and through the police paddock. The gate at the police residence squeaked as he opened it. He kept promising himself to oil the hinges, but Sarah always talked him out of it. She said it was her only sign he was on his way home.

He washed his hands in a bucket in the laundry tub at the back of the house. There was plenty of time for a smoke before dinner. Jim's pipe was his only vice. In the distance he could hear the laughter of his children coming home from school.

When he stepped up inside the house, Sarah was standing in front of the stove, an old apron tied around her waist. The smell of baking bread filled the kitchen. He took the teapot off the stove and filled his favourite mug. The white enamelled mug could be hot on his fingers and had a chip on the lip, but he kept it because it was the first thing Sarah had bought him after they met. He sat at the table with a sigh, feeling the tension of the day seep away.

“Frank Metz and his wife and son were killed today,” he said.

Sarah nodded sadly. “I heard. Marianne was lovely. What will happen to her daughter?”

“That new baker said he’d take her in. He keeps losing his workers to the mines.” Jim frowned. “I don't like that bloke. I don't know why.”

“He's creepy. A lot of women I talk to feel the same way.”

“We couldn't think of anyone else,” Jim said as he filled his pipe. “I'll drop by the bakery once a week to see how she's going.” He lit his pipe and tried to convince himself he’d done the right thing.

––––––––
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Charlie kept Mary up late that night showing her the oven and describing in detail how he mixed and kneaded the dough and left it to rise. He showed her how he cleaned and greased the bread tins and stacked them for the next day. Charlie knew it was too much for her to take in so soon, but he wanted the girl tired. He wanted her to stay and work. He knew how to do it. It was how he had trained Doris.

That night Mary had a cold and troubled sleep. The mattress on her cot in the laundry was a bag of spiky straw, the sharp ends pricking her skin at every move. Unusually, the toilet was built into the end of the laundry, the closed door doing little to suppress the smell.

Rats and mice infested the area, their squeaking and squabbling continuing throughout the night. Mary sensed the presence of her mother, and sobbed as she clasped her arms around herself, seeking comfort from the ghosts in her mind.

When Charlie shook her awake in the cold, dark laundry, she swayed on her feet as grief swamped her mind. She hadn’t been hungry the night before, and her stomach was empty and rumbling. Mary put on the dress he gave her. She was looking forward to going home to fetch her belongings. Her favourite blanket would provide protection from the spiky mattress.

When she stepped up into the kitchen, Charlie's beaming smile was waiting. Bread crumbs were visible on his clean white shirt.

“No time for breakfast, Mary,” he declared, his face alive with enthusiasm. “Much too busy this morning. We'll have a big lunch instead with lots of meat. Come with me, Mary.” Charlie charged off toward the oven room.

Mary didn’t move. “I want to go home,” she said tiredly. “I need my blanket.”

Charlie came back and stood in front of her, his face alight with eagerness. “There's plenty of time to get your belongings, Mary,” he said reassuringly as he took her arm, his face beaming. “The policeman put you here for a reason. Hurry now. There's too much to do. A little hunger is good for the soul.”

The mention of the policeman prodded Mary’s trained obedience, and she allowed him to lead her into the oven room. She had no idea of the time. Her empty stomach growled.

The oven room was lit by four lamps attached to the wall of the house. There was a sharp chill in the early morning air as dew settled on the corrugated iron roof. Charlie had worked in many commercial bakeries, but he had no clue of the importance of the flow of fresh air. The oven he had built worked well enough, but he had trouble finding people prepared to work with him in the stifling heat.

Charlie shovelled the ashes of the previous day's fire into a metal bin, and a choking cloud of fine ash filled the room. He built another fire, and soon the chill in the air was gone.

“Now we have to sweep the floor,” he said, handing her a straw broom. “We don't want rat shit in the bread, do we?” he said, shaking his head.

As Mary swept the floor, a cloying, gritty cloud of dust rose to coat her throat and cake her eyes. She used a cheap tin tray and a brush to scoop up the small pile of stale flour and rat and mouse droppings and tipped it into the bin.

“Well done, Mary,” Charlie said cheerfully. He pointed to a large bag of flour on a wooden platform high enough to keep the flour out of the reach of rodents. “Now pick up that bag of flour and put it onto the table here.”

Mary raised the bag onto one end and tried to lift it, but it was heavy and cumbersome and it slumped back down onto the platform.

“Mary!” Charlie's voice was loud and harsh. His smile was gone and his eyes were cold. “You have to learn to do this,” he commanded. “Now get under the bag and lift it onto your shoulder!”

The shock of a man yelling commands shook Mary. Her father had never raised his voice to her. She bent her knees, and with a heave she hoisted the heavy bag onto her shoulder, tottered forward several steps and dumped the bag onto the table.

“Well done, Mary,” Charlie said, his beaming smile lighting up a face devoid of goodness. He showed her how to open the flour bag without losing any of its precious contents, and she learned the technique of mixing the flour and water without making a gluey mess. He congratulated her when she did well, barking harsh commands when she slowed.

Shards of sunlight began peeking through holes in the iron roof, and soon the room began to overheat. The cloth of Doris's dress clung to Mary’s skin as perspiration ran in streams down her body. Charlie stared at her small, firm breasts when she wasn’t looking, enjoying the power so foolishly handed to him.

Panting in the heat, Mary smeared the inside of the bread tins with grease-covered fingers and filled the tins with dough. Using mitts fashioned from flour bags, she dumped steaming loaves from the hot tins onto racks to cool.

After several hours of unrelenting labour, Charlie ripped a piece of bread from a loaf unsuitable for sale and offered it to her.

“This will do for now. We'll have a nice big meal tonight.”

Mary looked at him disbelievingly. Her stomach had stopped rumbling, and was now just an uncomfortable lump in her midsection.

“You said we would have a big lunch,” she said plaintively. “You said I could go home and get my clothes. I need my blanket.”

Charlie's face beamed. “I'm trying to get you to eat, Mary. I have your best interests at heart. Remember, the policeman wants you to be here. Now eat your bread and keep up your strength. There's so much to do.”

A vast wave of grief overwhelmed Mary's mind, and she collapsed to her knees sobbing. Charlie watched carefully, judging his moment. He had seen this with Doris. As Mary began to sag to the floor, he grabbed her by her arms and hauled her to her feet.

“Stand up, Mary!” he yelled. “You're a big girl now. You're letting your childish selfishness rule your mind.”

He waited for her sobbing to slow. “I know it’s been hard for you,” he said soothingly, “but you’ll have plenty of time to get your blanket. First there's work to be done. Now eat your bread and let’s get back to work.”

Charlie’s face was the image of sympathy, his hard eyes measuring her strengths and searching for weaknesses. He knew how to do this. It didn’t work with the young men he hired. Mary was different. She was lost and vulnerable, like Doris had been.

Mary stuffed the bread into her mouth and chewed mechanically. The heat, the unrelenting work and Charlie's manipulative programming slowly overwhelmed her thinking, reasoning mind. There was no respite, no time to think. And then it was over, the cooling racks and shelves filled with identical loaves.

Charlie closed the door of the firebox to shut down the oven. “Wonderful job, Mary. Now Doris needs help with the washing.” He took her by the arm and steered her toward the laundry. “Hurry, Mary. Too much to do.”

Mary was thankful to be out of the heat of the bakery. She heard laughter coming from the shop, but Charlie heard it too.

“Come now, Mary,” he said quickly. “Mustn't slacken. Big meal tonight, then a good night’s sleep.”

Mary prepared herself to do the washing, her chest heaving with grief and exhaustion. A thick pile of clothing and sheets and towels lay on the ground. Doris had already put water into the laundry boiler and lit the fire. Mary opened the box of soap flakes, but moisture had turned the flakes into a congealed waxy mass. She dug out a handful of soap with sore fingers and stirred her hand through the warm water to dissolve the soap, then used the laundry pole to stir the clothes through the soapy water. Her mother would usually leave the clothes for two hours before rinsing them and hanging them up to dry, but there was too much washing to do.

Charlie began carrying in trays of bread and stacking them onto shelves in the laundry. He unlocked and opened the laundry door and began shifting the trays of bread into a brightly painted delivery cart. He then locked the laundry door from outside, and Mary heard him harness a horse to the delivery cart and drive away.

Mary had three loads of washing finished and was rinsing the last load when Charlie returned. When he came into the laundry, he saw the shape of Mary’s breasts through her wet dress and remembered the good times with Doris. He recalled how pliant Doris had become, his beaming smile and effusive praise settling her doubts. Charlie took the washing out to the clothes line and locked the laundry door behind him, an action that was not lost on Mary.

Her hands were chafed and sore when she tipped the dirty laundry water out of the boiler and let it run under the house. More washing from the shop lay on the laundry floor.

In the kitchen Doris was cooking the evening meal. She wasn’t a good cook and didn’t pretend to be, but she knew Charlie would never let Mary do the cooking. The girl was naïve and innocent, but that would soon change. Charlie would see to that.

It was cold and almost dark when Mary had a wash in the laundry, a thin sack-cloth curtain her only protection from his prying eyes. In the kitchen Doris watched on coldly as Charlie took the pot of stew she had made and spooned a couple of pieces of gristle, some potato and several tablespoons of soup into a bowl. He then topped up the bowl with hot water and added some salt. Doris said nothing, knowing that the man she had once adored had done the same to her. She turned away. It wasn’t her problem.

Mary entered the kitchen in a night gown too short for her, and Charlie placed the bowl on the table in front of her, tendrils of steam rising in curls from the hot, empty food.

“There you are,” he said beaming. “Just as I promised. A full meal to finish the day.”

Mary was barely awake as she ate. She swallowed the hard gristle after exhausting her jaw muscles chewing it. The potatoes were over-cooked, but the salt gave the dish some flavour. Ten minutes later she was in her spiky bed, falling into an exhausted sleep until the next morning when Charlie woke her again in the darkness.
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Chapter 4 – Master and Servant
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German Anna moved quietly down the hallway dividing the small house, being careful not to wake Chrisi. The girl needed her sleep. Chrisi made little money when she was irritable. Chrisi's room was on the eastern side of the house where it was cooler in summer. It was the room bringing in the money. There were two beds in Chrisi's room, but only one was in use at present. It was easy to find working girls as they passed through the town, but few came up to the standards demanded by Anna.

The ageing woman stepped down onto the ant bed floor of the laundry. There were six sheets to be washed, a reasonable night's work for a girl. Chrisi rarely rose before noon, giving Anna plenty of time to do her chores. After starting the washing she relaxed at the kitchen table, sipping her tea and chewing on two day old bread spread with lard.

Anna enjoyed this time of day. It gave her time to reminisce. She had a roof over her head, regular money coming in, food in her belly and a big comfortable bed to sleep on. It was luxury compared to the early years after her husband left her for a woman who could bear him the children he wanted.

She recalled the long exhausting treks from one goldfield to the next, plagued by tough men whose hunger for sex became her only means of satisfying the hunger in her belly. Everything changed when she arrived in the Gympie goldfields.

Anna rinsed the sheets and hung them over the ropes strung from the back of the house, then propped up the ropes with wooden poles to lift the sheets out of the grass. She returned to her bedroom and unlocked a small metal strongbox. Inside was an old six-chambered revolver and a brown cloth bag.

She took the bag into the kitchen and counted out the week’s earnings of the house. She wrapped up a portion of the money in a page ripped from an old catalogue from Nick Munro's store, then returned the remaining money to the strongbox.

Anna changed into a tired floral dress and put on her heavy walking boots. She glanced into the bedroom mirror, barely noticing her bent nose, her wrinkled skin and heavy jowls. Her stocky body and craggy appearance made her appear formidable. Her fair hair was now mostly grey, but for a woman past fifty-five she was still fit, strong and healthy, and that was all that mattered to Anna.

The walk into town usually took her an hour. There was no hurry. Monday and Tuesday were Chrisi's nights off. With the money she made, there would be more drinking than eating, and Chrisi certainly knew how to drink.

The majority of German Anna’s customers were miners and labourers employed by the local gold mining companies. Her house in Spring Street was on a corner allotment on the edge of the One Mile, a tiny mining village on the southern outskirts of Gympie. The street was little more than a short grassy lane that ended with a view of the river over the mudflats.

Anna’s house was in a poor part of the village. Most of the homes nearby were ramshackle affairs, many little more than single room slab huts occupied by men living mainly on grog. The area was slowly improving as Gympie grew, but there were enough men in the area to give Anna a living.

She stepped out of the house and quietly closed the door. The grass was short and dry and crunched underfoot. In summer when the rains began, the grass grew so fast she had to get a neighbour to bring in a horse once a week to keep it down.

Anna ran a tight ship, and there were few complaints from the locals.  Her neighbours were wary of the gruff, short-tempered brothel madam, and no-one came out to see her leave. She breathed in deeply, savouring the scent of gum trees in the crisp winter air. With the pleasing warmth of the sun on her face, Anna set off on her weekly trip into town.
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Gympie was a town few had expected to survive. Similar gold-rush towns in the district had quickly disappeared back into the scrub, but Gympie continued to grow as mining companies discovered deeper veins of gold. As the town grew, the twisted and hilly streets of the business centre of town occasionally became jammed with commercial traffic.

The office of lawyer Peter Drake was located in Nash Street, named after the prospector who had discovered the gold. The building was almost new, and the timbers inside his office had been rubbed with an aromatic oil to give it that special touch, but the scent had not survived the passage of time.

Peter Drake’s padded timber chair and matching desk had been made by the best furniture manufacturer in Sydney where he had completed his law degree. The back door of the office led into his records room and small kitchen.

A painting of a younger Queen Victoria hung on the wall, a hand-me-down whose frame was starting to crack. Below the cheap regal painting hung a framed certificate displaying a garish red seal, the symbol bestowing upon its recipient the sacred right to practice law within the State of New South Wales and, by extension, Queensland.

Library shelves wound around the walls of his office displaying the books and volumes and papers necessary for his profession. Several books were almost new and virtually untouched, ornaments intended to impress the uninformed. Others were worn, their peeling spines lined with cracks, their leather covers scuffed or lost.

Peter Drake was a short, slim man in his early forties with features most women considered attractive. His thick dark hair, neatly trimmed and combed toward the back in the current fashion, was already turning a silvery grey, but his skill with a cutthroat razor that kept his face clear of hair made him appear younger.

He was an intensely precise and methodical man, sparing in his movements and speech, but his calm, reserved demeanour concealed a cunning, secretive mind driven by a nature almost devoid of emotion. He was utterly incapable of expressing himself on a personal level and had no desire to do so. But his lack of interpersonal skills was offset by an uncanny ability to correctly interpret a client's slightest movement or facial expression.

The lawyer had a great many secrets, but one secret was the talk of the pubs and the shops, the Law Courts and company board rooms, yet no proof of any offence committed was ever forthcoming. Peter Drake owned a small brothel on the outskirts of Gympie, and on Monday afternoons the madam of his brothel reported to him.
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Just after 1pm on Monday, the second day of June 1879 German Anna opened the door and stepped into Peter Drake's world. The only item on his desk was a large book opened at a page displaying a beautifully coloured print of a small green English valley.

Drake gently closed the book and motioned the woman to one of the two chairs on the opposite side of his desk. The chairs were the only pieces of furniture that didn’t match the style of the room. They provided a subtle hint to his clients that this was as close as you would get to Peter Drake.

“How are you today, Anna?” he asked, his quiet voice carrying a faint trace of his English heritage. He never used the title the community had imposed upon her.

Anna sat down and nodded. “Goot. No problems.” Even after thirty years of living in Australia, she still retained her thick German accent.

“Are you happy running the house, Anna?”

“Yes. It's goot.”

“How is Chrisi?”

“Goot.”

“Remember, Chrisi is the key to your success. She is irreplaceable. Is she happy working in the house with you?”

“Yes.”

The lawyer felt no frustration with the limited answers of the woman. If Anna had a problem, she would have already told him.

“Is Chrisi eating well?”

“Yes. She eats a lot. Not fat.”

“Is she is holding up well?”

“Yes. She is tough. De men like her. None of dem try to bash her.”

“You understand that Chrisi relies totally on you. She will not survive without you. Are you sure you understand this, Anna?”

“I undershtand. I look after her.”

The lawyer smiled, his shallow grin lacking any affection or meaning. It was a gesture society expected of him. He continued, following the script he had carefully set down four years earlier.

“Have you found another girl yet?”

Anna shook her head briefly. “Some ask, but zey dirty or too old.”

“Have there been any fights or breakages?”

“No. Chairs getting a bit old, but still goot.”

“Have you had any visits from the Council or the police?” He always asked the same question, but he already knew the answer.

“No. No trouble.”

Anna was always nervous during her meetings with Drake. She could still scarcely believe her luck the day she received a note from him four years earlier. She had been trying to start up a house in the goldfields. It was small enough not to attract the attention of a violent competitor, yet large enough to give her a satisfactory income. Two girls were enough. By giving them the proper training she was starting to attract regular customers. Peter Drake had changed her life that day, and it had cost her nothing.

“What were your takings this week, Anna?”

It was the signal she had been waiting for. She placed the small parcel on the desk in front of her. “Not much money. More ven I find anozer girl.”

“Give Chrisi my regards. I'll see you again next Monday, Anna.”

Anna quietly stood and left, closing the door gently behind her. She always felt the air seemed fresher outside after to the stuffy, sterile atmosphere inside the office. Although she admired Drake’s reputation as a skilled lawyer, she personally saw him as a greedy, scheming man. She had met worse people in her time, but he had given her the security she had never had before. The protection he offered was worth the high price she paid every week and the promise she had agreed to honour.
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Drake knew the clumsily wrapped parcel would contain a few coins at most. It didn’t matter. A second working girl would arrive soon enough. He would not push the issue with Anna, allowing her to decide who to employ. Everything he needed was in place. His connections with Council and the police were secure, and he had the measure of his competition. The town was starting to boom. By his reckoning, in three years it would be time to expand.

Drake re-opened the book on his desk to the page containing the coloured print and allowed his fingers to glide gently over the page. The painting held a precious secret he would share with no-one.

He closed his eyes and visualised a lush green valley, the grass as soft as down and moist with dew. He could hear the laughter of its stream. An image of a beautiful woman rose in his mind, curling herself around him, whispering in his ear, caressing, kissing.

She was the only woman Peter Drake had ever truly loved. She was so delicate, so pure, so beautiful. Her bright green eyes sparkled with intellect. Her flaming red hair rippled across her shoulders like satin. Her form was the perfect example of budding womanhood.

Drake would have done anything for her. He would have left his shrewish wife and shown her the delights of Sydney and Melbourne. She would have been the darling of high society.

He had tried desperately to protect her from the problem she faced, but she had fled to Brisbane and her downfall – a beautiful child lost to the lusting avarice of undeserving men. All he had of her now was a precious memory locked inside a coloured print – delicate, pure, beautiful.

Drake slowly sat back in his chair and released himself from his memories. He unwrapped the small parcel on his desk and began to count sixty percent of the net weekly takings of German Anna's brothel.
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Chapter 5 – Escape into Doubt
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Charlie Green had learned as a pampered child how the right words and a beaming smile could get him almost anything he wanted. As an apprentice baker in Sydney he had learned his trade quickly, but when he was accused of inappropriately touching a customer's young daughter he had found himself abruptly unemployed.

Forging papers as a qualified baker, for years Charlie moved from town to town, all the while honing his manipulative skills. His unwanted sexual advances or his light fingers in the till soon created a suspicion his smiles and flattery could not explain away, and he would move on, leaving behind a tissue of lies and half-truths to cloud the true reason for his departure.

In a small town in northern New South Wales he found a bakery whose owner had fallen ill. Charlie worked hard and was soon living well. It was there he found Doris, lost and alone after escaping from a violent home. He seized the opportunity and offered her sanctuary in exchange for work in the bakery. Charlie knew instinctively how to break a person's mind, and he drove Doris to exhaustion, starving her body and dominating her mind until she surrendered to his will.

He kept the sick baker's family close to penury until his life was suddenly torn apart by a suspicious accountant. Charlie and the obedient Doris fled north to Gympie where he began to rebuild what he had lost. But Doris had become sour and surly, rebuffing his sexual advances and withholding her labour in the oven room. And then the girl Mary had been presented to him as a gift.

Every Friday at midday the policeman came to the bakery asking about Mary. Charlie was always ready, stressing the importance of not disturbing her routine. ‘She has a great future in baking’ was his refrain. If the policeman had been more persistent, Charlie's smiling assurances would not have been so successful.
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Mary's days in the bakery were a mind-numbing blur of hunger, hardship and exhaustion. Charlie's routine never altered, his pace never slackening. She learned to live with the knotted hungry ache in her stomach. A chunk of warm bread in the middle of the day washed down by tepid water became sufficient to see her through the day. The watery gruel in the evenings served more to send her to sleep than nourish her exhausted body.

She began to recognise kitchen utensils and linen from her own home, but Charlie assured her he was simply making her feel more at home. Days merged into weeks as the poor food and constant hard work drew heavily on her resources. Her hands became tough and calloused and her strong frame grew lean and wiry as her body hardened. She seldom asked about home.

Mary knew Charlie wanted her to become obedient and slavish like Doris. But Mary had not been broken in a violent home. Deep inside the young girl a toughness had formed, sullen and resilient. During the day her mind succumbed to Charlie's skilful programming, but her spirit always remained defiant, refusing to surrender.

She was in the laundry when she heard Charlie outside cheerfully sending away Nick Munro. Soon they would begin the strenuous task of storing the heavy bags of flour the storekeeper had delivered.

Charlie was about to start dragging the bags of flour into the laundry when he saw the outline of Mary's chest as she leaned against the laundry tub. He knew Doris wouldn’t complain when he started his advances on Mary. He was certain the girl was ready. Just the right amount of pressure, and she would surrender to him. He had trained Doris, and now he would complete his training of Mary.

He came from behind and put his arms around her waist. “Are you tired, Mary?” he whispered into her ear.

She nodded mutely.

Charlie grinned as he moved his arms higher. “Would you like to lie down for a while.”

She nodded again, exhaustion clouding her thinking.

“Come and lie down, Mary. You will feel better for it. Remember, you're safe here.” His hand cupped her breast.

Mary stiffened in shock and revulsion, and she twisted around and tried to pull out of his grasp, but he was stronger. He pushed her against the laundry tub, squeezing the strength out of her body. Her tits jutted out invitingly, and his loins stirred as his arm rubbed against one of her breasts. He was positive she was ready.

“You belong here now, Mary,” he urged softly. “We have kept you. You owe us. Trust me.”

Mary suddenly realised he hadn’t locked the door when he came in. With a strength born of desperation she shoved him backward, and he tripped on the back steps and fell heavily to the ground. Mary wrenched open the laundry door and raced toward the street and freedom.

Charlie was fresher and faster, and he caught her as she cleared the front of the shop. He grabbed her wrist, and with a strong arm wrapped around her waist he began dragging her back toward the rear of the bakery.

Mary twisted frantically to escape his grip, kicking out at him and scratching at his face and eyes, but he was too strong. She could feel the horrors of the bakery closing in on her again, and she screamed in blind panic. “Nein! Nein!”

––––––––
[image: ]


Anna came to an abrupt halt outside the bakery, startled by what was happening in front of her. It wasn’t the desperate struggling of the terrified girl that drove Anna into a rage. It was her despairing cry in German. The words that thundered up from Anna's gut were murderous.

“You hurt one of my people!” she roared as she launched herself at the man.

Her first punch landed hard on Charlie’s nose and the second hammered into the side of his jaw and loosened a tooth. Charlie stared at Anna in shock and disbelief as a third punch caught him full in the mouth. Suddenly desperate to escape his attacker, he pushed Mary away and ran for the safety of his bakery.

Anna was standing trembling with rage as she watched the man disappear inside the bakery. Her fists were still clenched when she realised she was alone in the street. The girl was gone. Suddenly realising she could have got herself into trouble, she hurried away.

She saw the girl again several minutes later pleading with a woman in the doorway of a house. As Anna approached, the girl looked at her beseechingly.

“This lady is in my home,” she cried. “This is my home!” and she began sobbing.

The woman in the doorway was shaking her head. “We bought this house from Peter Drake three weeks ago. It's ours.”

Anna took the distraught girl by the hand. “I know Mister Drake. You kom vit me. Vee go talk to Mister Drake.”

Mary's exhausted weeping shook her tall thin frame. Anna took the girl into her arms, and Mary lowered her head and sobbed into the older woman's shoulder.

“Tomorrow vee see Mister Drake,” Anna said softly as she gently patted the girl’s bony back. “You stay vit Anna tonight. Vee see Mister Drake tomorrow.”

The stumbling barefoot trudging of the exhausted girl along the rough road slowly ate up the miles. Mary barely noticed Anna's house as she was led into the laundry. Anna helped her out of her dress and squinted to see the girl clearly as she washed away the dust and grime. The girl was skeletal.

“Vot your name, girl?” Anna asked.

“Mary Metz,” the exhausted girl said, her words barely audible.

Anna picked up a clean towel that was rough and worn at the edges and wrapped it around the girl. “I get you something to eat,” she said.

Mary sat at the kitchen table and lay her head in her arms. Through her exhaustion she could feel the glorious sense of freedom.

Anna took the loaf of bread out of the bread bin. A large chunk had been cut off. Chrisi was awake. Anna spread a thick layer of lard onto a slice of bread and gave it to Mary.

It tasted stale and greasy, but the lard provided Mary with the first real nourishment since the day of the accident. By the time she finished eating, she was almost asleep.

Anna led her to her bedroom. “You sleep. Vee talk later. Pot under de bed.”

Mary lay on the soft mattress and closed her eyes. In moments, she was asleep.
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Chapter 6 – Chrisi
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The hooting cackle of kookaburras declaring their territory woke Mary at dawn. The old woman was snoring softly beside her. Mary wrapped the towel around her body and walked out the back door into a backyard reeking of urine and stale vomit. Her starved body shivered in the cold morning air as she crossed the backyard to the outhouse along a path packed hard by years of traffic.

The rusting corrugated iron outhouse had a noticeable backward lean, and scraps of newspaper and old shop catalogues littered the ant bed floor. A battered wooden crate half-filled with sawdust sat on the ground beside the timber box containing the toilet.

The toilet seat was so filthy Mary refused to use it. She walked back to the laundry and poured some water from the water tank into a wooden bucket. Using moistened newspaper, she scrubbed the toilet seat until it was clean, then closed the door and used the bucket to keep it shut.

Her bare feet were numb from the cold when she stepped out of the outhouse and looked at the house for the first time. The sawn weatherboards were buckled and split in places, and the corrugated iron roof was covered by a sheen of reddish rust. The house looked dilapidated, yet it was larger and better constructed than the neighbouring homes. Several houses she could see were little more than one-roomed hovels. Mary was in a place far removed from where her family had lived.

Anna was lighting the stove when Mary returned to the house. She sat down at the table and lay her head on her arms.

The old woman placed a hand gently on Mary’s shoulder. “Go back to bed. You sleep some more.”
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Mary woke in the warm afternoon. She was wearing a night dress too short and wide for her, and she couldn’t remember putting it on. As she walked down the hallway, a young woman with badly trimmed red hair and a cheeky grin peeked at her from the kitchen.

“Crikey, you certainly slept. I'm Chrisi. Come’n get some tucker inside ya.”

The house smelt of stew, and Mary's stomach started to rumble. Anna ladled a large portion into a bowl and placed it on the table. The stew was greasy and tasted bland, but it was hot and nourishing, and Mary ate ravenously.

Chrisi grinned as she watched the starving girl eat. “Anna told me what happened. I reckon there's a story behind this.”

“Enough,” Anna said gruffly as she sat down. “Let de girl eat.”

Mary quickly finished the stew and sat back, gnawing at traces of meat on a bone. Her stomach felt full for the first time since the accident.

“You sleep all last night?” Anna asked.

Mary nodded.

Chrisi laughed, the sound harsh yet oddly sweet. “Bloody hell, girl. You must've been tired if you slept through last night. The bloody noise that bloke...”

“Enough,” Anna growled. “Vot you doing vit dat man yesterday ven I see you?”

Mary put the chewed bone back in the bowl. She still felt tired, but the sense of freedom was exhilarating.

“He's a baker,” she said. “The policeman said I had to live there because I'm only fifteen. My parents and my brother were killed in an accident.”

Anna shook her head irritably. “No. Vot you do dere vit him in the street?”

“I was trying to leave. He grabbed me by my breast. He said he wanted me to lie down.”

“Hah!” Chrisi burst out angrily. “Fuckin' cunt. He needs a fuckin' good smack in the mouth.”

Anna's eyes narrowed. Something about the girl's story had a familiar ring to it. “You go to ze funeral of your family?”

Mary shook her head, tears spilling down her cheeks. “I don't even know where they're buried.”

Chrisi flew to her feet, her face tight with fury, but Anna raised her hand. “Enough!” she bellowed.

On the verge of exploding, Chrisi glared at Anna, then sat down glowering.

“You know how to cook, girl?”

Mary nodded. “I took over the cooking when my father needed mother's help with the sawmill. We had our own herb garden.”

Anna's face softened as she smiled. “In the fatherland I had a herb garden. Maybe vun day you make a herb garden here, huh?”

Chrisi chuckled, her anger already forgotten. “No such luck, Anna. She can't stay here. She's only fifteen”

“Maybe vun day, I say.” Anna looked back at Mary. “Tomorrow vee see Mister Drake. He tell us everysing. You read, girl? You write?”

Mary nodded. “My mother was a teacher.”

Chrisi sat forward in her chair. “Whadja dad do for a crust?”

“He was a carpenter,” Mary said wistfully. “He built our house. It was beautiful. I even had my own bedroom.”

Chrisi placed her hands under her chin, her elbows on the table, her bright green eyes gazing playfully at the girl. “I like you. It's a pity ya can't stay. Maybe you can come'n visit sometimes. It'd be an improvement to the conversations I have around here.” She laughed again, the infectious gaiety in the sound seeming to lighten the atmosphere. She had a splash of tiny freckles across her nose and the tops of her cheeks, and her nose was straight and long, the nostrils flaring slightly.

Mary felt herself being drawn toward this friendly young woman who smiled so much. “What do you do here?” she asked, but Chrisi simply laughed again.

“Vee have a cup of tea. You kom visit many times, hah?”

Anna put the tea pot on the table while Chrisi fetched three mugs. Mary stared at the mug placed in front of her.

Chrisi peered mischievously at her. “You don't use a mug, do ya, Mary?”

Mary shook her head. “My mother always told me to use a cup and saucer.” She looked down, embarrassed.

Anna gave a great guffaw. “Mary have goot German breeding,” she announced loudly as she lumbered back into the kitchen and came back with a cup and a saucer. “I keep for shpecial occasion. Mary come is shpecial occasion, hah?”

Mary looked imploringly at Chrisi. “Can’t I stay here? I'd be no trouble.”

Chrisi patted her hand. “It's really good havin' ya here, Mary. Don't you worry. Drake'll find a nice place for ya.”

Mary smiled, but she felt far from reassured.

During the evening an unexpected visitor arrived, and Mary was sent to bed with strict orders to stay there. Raucous laughter echoed through the house, the occasional argument brought to a halt by a yell from Anna. Then heavy steps came down the hallway, followed by bumping noises in Chrisi's bedroom. Mary knew why she couldn’t stay.
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Chapter 7 – Unexpected Opportunity
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On their way into town next morning, Anna watched Mary carefully as she walked past her family home and the bakery without comment. The girl has depth, Anna thought. She would be sorry to see her go.

Mary was wearing one of Chrisi's dresses and a cardigan. The dress was too short, but it was far better than the rag she’d been wearing. She was still barefoot. Chrisi's shoes were too small and Anna had only one pair of boots. Mary felt comfortable walking in the silence. She felt fresher, stronger and invigorated, but above all, she was angry.

The narrow streets in the centre of town were busy with delivery carts and drays when Anna stopped outside a building in Nash Street. Mary read the shiny brass plaque on a door declaring the occupancy of solicitor Peter Drake.

No-one was in the office when they entered. Despite a steady gleam cast by three wall lamps, the room glowered in a shade of dusk. The smell of burning oil hung heavily in the stuffy room despite the two open windows allowing fresh air and street noises to enter.

Mary stood spellbound. She had never seen so many books. She thought the desk looked strangely deep, as if the owner wanted to keep as much distance from his clients as possible. She silently tip-toed over and looked at a book laying open on the desk. It displayed a coloured print of a small lush green valley only English countrysides can produce.

A short, slim man in his early forties stepped into the office from the back room. He smiled. “I wasn’t expecting anyone,” he said softly. “Hello, Anna. Hello, young lady. My name is Peter Drake. Please take a seat.”

The lawyer was well known in the town, and from his reputation Mary was expecting to see a much larger man. His suit fitted him like a glove, but she thought his smile looked oddly strained, as if it was an exercise in social behaviour. Instead of comforting her, his smile put her on edge.

His slight English accent was unpretentious, and Mary sensed he was a man of great confidence, yet strangely different in some way. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it. The smile remained on his face as he took his seat and gently closed the book on the desk.

Anna explained how she had met Mary on the street outside the bakery, and she was starting to talk about Mary’s clothing when Peter Drake raised his hand. His pale penetrating blue eyes were focused on Mary.

“Are you the daughter of the late Franz and Marianne Metz?”

Mary sat bolt upright. “Yes I am.”

Drake opened a drawer of the desk and brought out a writing pad. He read briefly. “I have written three letters to you care of the home of Charles and Doris Green. Have you received any of my letters?”

Mary swallowed nervously and shook her head. “No.”

“Miss Metz, I was given instructions by the Gympie Clerk of the Court to arrange for the sale of the house and its contents belonging to your father, and the tools he used to ply his trade.” He referred again to the closely written text on the pad. “The amount of 147 pounds 6 shillings is owed to you.”

Even though Mary knew the house had been sold, the news still came as a shock. She had nowhere to live. A feeling of hopelessness rose within her, but she fought it, her anger surging. She stared directly into the lawyer's eyes.

“Why did a policeman place me in the custody of a man who worked me almost to death, stole my property, then attacked me?”

Drake was instantly alert, and he framed his words carefully. “I understand it was the decision of community leaders that you be placed with the baker for your safety,” he said softly. “If what you say is true, and I don’t doubt you, you have every right to be angry. Unfortunately, establishing the facts of such claims in a Court can be problematic.”

He watched the girl carefully as she accepted his explanation. She didn’t cry or sag in defeat. Her jaw remained firmly set, her eyes bright, intelligent and unwavering. He could see a strength and resilience in the girl far beyond her years. She had been rescued only two days before from what must have been a harrowing experience, yet she had recovered remarkably quickly.

An idea began to form in the man's mind, and Mary saw his eyes briefly take on a shrewd, calculating shine. The sly, furtive look was fleeting, then it was gone, his face once again reflecting the caring, sympathetic words he was using. His left hand unconsciously wandered to the book on his desk. He saw Mary's eyes go to the book, and he retrieved the errant hand. Mary suddenly began to feel terribly vulnerable, unsure if this powerful man could be trusted.

Anna took the opportunity to speak. “The baker stole all her cooking pots, clothes. Everysing.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Green were clearly not the best choice,” he said without taking his eyes off Mary. “Tell me Anna, how has Mary fitted into your house?”

“Goot.”

“Mary, have you felt comfortable living with Anna?”

“I slept most of the time,” she said. “It was alright. I feel safer with Anna than with the baker. Chrisi's nice. She wants me to come and visit.”

Drake searched the girl's face, looking for weakness, fear, timidity. She was strong. There was intellect in those wide penetrating blue eyes. There was an opportunity here. He could see it clearly.

“Were you attending school, Mary?” he asked softly.

“No. My mother used to be a teacher. She was teaching me at home.”

“Did you and your family attend church?”

Mary nodded. “Sometimes. My father worked almost every day.”

“Did your family have many friends?”

“No. We knew a German family, but my parents kept to themselves most of the time.”

Drake abruptly stood. “Mary, I’ll be in touch regarding the monies owed to you. Anna, I would ask you to continue caring for Mary for the time being. Thank you both for coming in.”

He crossed the room and opened the door. Anna thanked him as she passed, but Mary said nothing as she left. She sensed something was wrong.
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Peter Drake closed the door and immediately went into his records room and returned with a folder. A neatly printed line of text at the top of the folder displayed the name ‘Metzger'. He sat at his desk and carefully untied the pink ribbon and began leafing through the files.

He found a form containing the names and signatures of the girl's parents – Josef Franz and Agnetta Marianne Metzger. He also located an official form very familiar to him, duly recording the birth of their daughter, Agnetta Maria Metzger on 11 September 1863 in Ballarat, Victoria.

Drake smiled thinly. He was confident this would be the only Birth Certificate in existence for the girl. The abbreviation of the foreign family name was common practice for immigrant families trying to ease their way into their adopted country.

The lawyer recalled his meeting with the girl's parents. He remembered the man's powerful build and their above-average height. He suspected the girl had inherited her mother’s intelligence and her father’s indomitable will. There was power in the girl, a potential for greatness unlikely to be






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A girl with n
A town that won't protect her.

A future she refuses to surrer

NO
PLACE

()/’

GYMPIE, QUEENSLAND, 1880s

Al AN A R K ER





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





