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			Dedication

			I dedicate this book to “Billy,” the soldier in the photograph.

			I have named him Billy until such time as informed of his true identity.

			 

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			Acknowledgements

			Thanks to the following for their help and encouragement in producing this novel:

			 

			Sue McSkimming

			Lynn Aldridge

			The late George Travis R.S.M at my high school cadet corps

			The Mosgiel R.S.A.

			Roger McIlwain

			Neville Peat

			Rebekah and Hank Wolfe

			And my loving wife, Shona

		

	
		
			Introduction

			A few years ago, while talking away to my old mate Lindsay “Broom” Harris in his garage in Mosgiel, I noticed a framed photograph of a young soldier lying on the workbench.

			I inquired as to his identity and if he was related in any way.

			“Broom,” who is a lawn mowing expert and very much a Mosgiel identity, explained he had been dumping lawn clippings at the Green Island landfill when he noticed the photo just lying amongst the rubbish.

			He felt quite strongly that it should not be there and took it home, albeit to his garage. On sharing his sentiments he asked me if I wanted it, which I accepted.

			It is now hanging on the wall of “Little Nashville,” my music room.

			It got me thinking; this is somebody’s son who has joined the army to go overseas and fight for king and country. His photo now means nothing to anyone, and it ends up in the tip.

			Perhaps somebody who reads this novel may recognise the soldier and can put a name to him. Right now, he’s just a sad reminder of the futility of war, the broken families, the loss of life and the effects that continue even to this day to haunt us.

			It has prompted me to put pen to paper, with these results. I have several songs included in a play called “Why Daddy Why?”

			I followed up with a novel titled “Why Daddy Why?” to try to convey my deepest feelings as to the raising of children only to see them gone in their prime.

		

	
		
			PART ONE

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Frank and Vera found each other at a country dance. They both turned up with other partners, but when their paths crossed, their eyes told each other they would be together for the rest of their lives.

			They dated, Frank courted Vera for two years, and they married in June 1920.

			No honeymoon, no money; heck, it was 1920, and he was only a backyard farmer on a 30-acre block.

			But he loved her more than life itself, and she felt she had also been blessed beyond belief. A good, steady, hard-working couple, who got on with everyone in the district.

			Life was a struggle, but they had each other and were safe in each other’s love.

			One night as they lay in each other’s arms, Vera kissed Frank and said, “There’s something you should know my dear.”

			“What’s that?” murmured Frank, half asleep. 

			“We’re going to have a baby, Frank darling. What do you make of that?”

			Frank sat up with a jolt and roared, “You bloody beauty, when did you find out?”

			“This afternoon. I had an appointment with Doc Brown and he said I’m six weeks gone.” 

			“That’s wonderful news my sweet. We should celebrate. Would you like a cup of tea?” Vera laughed with tears in her eyes. What a man. A cup of tea was his answer to everything.

			Vera had a turbulent time carrying, good one day, sick the next, but she battled on, and one dark stormy night she gave birth to a beautiful baby son.

			Frank held him lovingly with tears streaming down his face.

			Vera looked at them both and voiced her thoughts. “God’s been good to us.”

			Vera spent two weeks in bed. Doc Brown said the baby had been too big for her, and she needed to rest up as it had caused complications during the birth.

			Frank took over the housekeeping duties as if he’d been waiting for the opportunity. He loved that boy more than he could put into words and relished the time spent tending to both their needs.

			Vera was able to feed the boy, but it was a full month before she could resume the running of the household. “No worries,” said Frank.

			With Frank tied to the house, money was in short supply. When the baby’s name became the topic of conversation, the bills were arriving with monotonous regularity, so Frank suggested they name him Billy, and it kind of stuck.

			Billy grew up in a house filled with love, and he in turn contributed in his own way. Hours spent walking the hills as soon as he was able meant that Frank felt as if it was a continuation of his own childhood.

			Family picnics spent by the river became weekly events that were anticipated by everyone. Billy took to the water with relish, and his swimming skills improved with each outing. Vera would often bake and would surprise the boys with the latest recipe.

			After a swim, Frank and Billy would get the fishing rods and head off up river, chasing the elusive trout that sometimes finished up on their plates at tea time.

			Vera would relax with a good book, and several times the triumphant fishermen would return to find her sound asleep with just a hint of a smile on her face.

			Live every day right to the full.

			Don’t let it pass you by.

			Make that your rule;

			Caring and sharing, make that your goal.

			You’ve got each other; love one another

			Today.

			Good times and bad times, they’re yours to share.

			Help one another.

			Tell them you care.

			Mountains are easy, no trouble to climb.

			Just tell each other you love one another

			Today.

			Tomorrow is over the hill,

			And we can’t see the road up ahead,

			But I believe the Lord up above

			Has planned our lives

			And filled them with love.

			Live every day right to the full.

			Don’t let it pass you by.

			Make that your rule;

			Caring and sharing, make that your goal.

			You’ve got each other; love one another

			Today.

			Frank always said to Billy, “You treat people right, and they will treat you right. Hurt them, and they will hurt you right back.”

			In no time at all, Billy was off to school. A likeable, fun loving boy who loved life and a good laugh, he just seemed to fit in wherever his happy-go-lucky slant on
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