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Tha Hiharmn rathar iy =0ward S299h2920

The Registerll May 1844.
THEATRICAL REGISTER:

On Monday “the first original tragedy” composed ftre Sydney stage was
represented for the first time. It is entitled tHibernian Father and is said to be
founded upon an episode of Irish history; whichweweer we do not recollect to
have met with in our reading. We are unable, tleesfto speak as to the historical
accuracy of the piece. That it is, as a wholeradyction of literary merit, we
readily admit. There are even passages of vergiderable beauty and pathos in it;
the defects are a want of probability in some @f iticidents, and a straining after
effect, after the modern melodramatic style.

The story is this— Walter Lynch(Nesbitt) is the Chief Magistrate of
Galway. His sonQDscar Lynch(James), enamoured Ahastasia a young orphan,
and ward of the elder Lynch (Mrs O’Flaherty), hayibeen engaged in foreign
travel, and returning home witlonzo(Grove), a young Spaniard, the son of his
father’s friend, discovers that his companion sgah love withAnastasiaand in a
fit of jealousy throws the latter overboar@scar, arrived at his father’s house, is
about to be married tAnastasiawhenGerald (Oscar’s attendant on the voyage,)
relates the guilt of his young masterRapert D’Arcy a pirate, also in love with
Anastasia and at enmity with.ynch but who is for the purpose disguised as a
priest. The fact thus relateslb sigillo, is at once proclaimed by the imposter
D’Arcy, who denounce®scar, who is tried, and condemned,la Brutus by his

own father. Anastasia proceeds to the resident®ed¥iceroy...



I. Frontier of South-east South Australia (1859)

It is a day for dying. Just this morning Rosanns foand a wombat collapsed during
its trundle to the water— a cushion of bloated pink flesh, paws outstretcleges
black and slitted. Too putrid to contemplate raagta haunch. The heat weighs on
her skin. If she spat on her hand it would sizEwin says that the beds of swamps
are crazed and cracked like china and birds drayl d®m the sky. She carries the
pail to the house, slopping water as she lifts\tbdhe wooden verandah. Her mother
appears in the doorway.

‘For God’s sake, the children are thirsty. Can ymi do anything right?’
Eilish presses the flat of her arm against her tepgovering a streak of grey that
runs like smoke to the coil of hair on her crownoiMure pearls her upper lip.
‘Today of all days, you sofifirseach’ She reaches out as if to strike her daughter.

Rosanna jerks her hand to fend off an unlikely blévean, of course.” Her
voice is hoarse from the dust and she wishes lieatinrelenting blueness of the sky
would open up and swallow her. As she walks badkegoond she is stopped in her
tracks by the crack of a stockwhip. A man’s voices over the sound of cattle
breaking from the scrub. She hauls herself behistrinagy bark, bruising her calf
with her bucket as a fine white horse bursts inéovw Perspiration streams down the
rider’s unhappy face and darkens the waist of toteskin breeches. His hat jounces
at his neck as he turns the large mob past ther\aatethrough the trees. Dust rises
in filthy clouds around them and the squawkingleadf a wattle bird starts up. Can
it be then? The tall man jerks around in the saddle to loekitd him, gives the
whip one more crack, then drags on his horse’s moite grey backs up to jump
the fallen branch of a shea oak before man ancehardle back into the scrub after
the cattle, the sound of their crashing fading aimayaves.

Rosanna resumes her trudge to the pond. On hes kestde the water, her
reflection confirms that everything is wrong: thghh arch of her eyebrows, her
strong nose, the slant of her cheekbones, the gipgndark hair fizzing with
perspiration at her browThah’ she murmurs to herself.

The silence swelling around her is broken by a seund, like the sonorous
boom of a steam ship’s fog horn; she starts tofémtragain. It is the bellow of an
angry bullock. The man on the white horse must besmaway by now. The
recalcitrant beast will come, smelling water. Shatsv Then abandons her bucket



and lifts her skirts to locate the bellow, followirthe trail of broken saplings and
churned earth that mark the progess of a heavy.lf&fas approaches quietly.

Something or someone has felled the bullock betvieentrees; she watches
its desperate attempts to rise from its knees. &Vhjittle froths at its mouth.
Rosanna creeps closer fixing her eyes on the sairite pain. It scrabbles again in
the dirt, fails to gain its feet, and falls exhaasto one side. Surely the front leg has
broken under its great weight. On its side the Ashtand, sunk in its neck is a
spear. Rosanna stays clear of the thrashing ligidusging the earth. ‘Podullah
ballum’ she murmurs. Coat matted with filth and bloodl a&yes resigned, it has
begun to dig its own grave. What are the implaadiof the spear? Would Jack take
an Ashby steer? Surely he would not abandon a wdekd? Rosanna scans the tree
line. Softly, she calls for Moorecke. She and Jaake not been seen in months.

Left alone will not the bullock lose consciousnass die in its own time? But
that is an end too slow and cruel to contemplatee &sts her eyes about for a
waddy amongst the scatter of twigs and leaf lttwrered in the white and desiccated
trails of ants. Even if she found one solid enotglstrike the bullock’s head, it
would be a dangerous thing to do alone in the biisthhe animal offers one last
desperate struggle, knocking her off her feet, cheld be trapped beneath its
mammoth body.

She imagines dogs tearing flesh from the live creatAnd Mr William Ashby
convulsed with rage at the loss of valuable statkirgy off to punish Moorecke and
Jack. For sure, he is the man on the white horfeshe shoots the bullock, quickly,
kindly, and covers him with branches, who will kridbwVhy waste fresh meat? She
imagines her mother throwing her deft hands from damper bowl to exclaim,
‘Arrah, what is it?’

Father has opinions about straying stock, andgeisbut his first duty lies in
the feeding of his family, being nothing if not ptigal. William Ashby nettles
Father about justice being done; for thisrgustice in the colony of South Australia.
An Irishman has been hung for killing a black. Eattold him that the Irishman was
maddened by the English convict system. What whalday about this spear? While
he has never forbidden Rosanna spending time wibrbtke when th&ooandik

return to camp nor does he approve. He is watchfuh some instances, grim. For

him, everything is complicated. She turns to theedr Nothing stirs. The bullock



heaves its head and rolls its yellow eyes. Fluadhs from its filthy mouth. Such

dreadful suffering is wrong. She will stop up helow.

Eilish raises herself from a stool in the skilligitchen behind the house, splaying
her hands in the small of her back. She leans amsigthe smoke-stained wall. How
does she bear it, Rosanna thinks? It is not much aielling to be mistress of—
two wattled and daubed rooms lined and pegged butlock hides, a thatched roof
and a stone chimney, box furniture wobbling on arthen floor— when measured
against the three story granite Irish public hahes had left behind.

‘You have the water?’ Mother bends wearily to plackrying child from the
dirt floor; she looks too small to lift him.

Her daughter hesitates. ‘Mother, | need to takegtin to fill the bucket.’

‘Why do you need a gun to fetch water?’ A wavecomprehension passes
over Eilish’s face. ‘Is it a big one? Leave it.’

Rosanna leaps at this suggestion with reliefisltimy own fault. | was
dreaming in the reeds of Aoife and Cuchulain, rigita nest of little ones. By the
time | saw them their mother rushed out, rearedruper tail, and flicked her tongue
at me like a serpent from hell. | threw the paihat head.” Rosanna looks into her
mother’s face for effect.

A stream of perspiration runs down Eilish’s tanaad grimy face. She dabs
at it with the corner of her apron, steadying therp baby on her hip. ‘I need water.
Hugh is dirtying and dirtying himself. He is burginip with a fever. | should come
with you.’

‘I'll be all right, Mother. It's not such a big en just a red-belly,” Rosanna
skites, feeling as treacherous as the viper shedrgared for her mother.

‘Where is St Patrick when we need him? God be watim all hours, and that
reptile and its hellish family slide back into theeds, before you get there. Take the
gun then, but be careful. And bring home the butket

Rosanna lifts the gun from pegs above the fireplaod hurries away.
Wobbling along the rim of the pond she carrieswleapon above her head and into
the bush to the wounded bullock. Not wishing towblthe creature’s head to pieces
she measures up the distance and steps back tin@dtigger. The charge slams into

the bullock’'s head. Red tailed cockatoos screeth the sky, wheel once, and



descend in a moon-shaped spiral to settle in tlwalypts. The recoil throws her
backwards and she falls down hard. Face collapeedpon itself the bullock
shudders one last time before ceasing its labobredthing. Rosanna remains
sprawled, rubbing at her hip, listening for the rsbwof lithe feet in the grass or
bodies moving through the scrub. Nothing. She aqgres the bloody mess and tugs
at the spear. It vibrates in her shaking hand, gsatneasily, she glances around.
Mr Ashby doesn’t like black workers. A year or sfiea the Lynches’ arrival,
Moorecke, Jack and all their people drifted to @wm Station, leaving only over
summer to camp at the old places.

She covers the carcass with stringy bark boughs. ddiomite is baked too
hard for grave digging. She shakes the leavestwhach, dancing backwards like
Moorecke, to sweep the ground and cover her traclksfear she feels. Mr William
Ashby must never see the steer.

When she humps the brimming pail through the daggand time her mother
tugs at her arm with some relief.

‘| heard you. It was easy? Just one shot?’

‘You act so brave with snakes. | am not fond ofmheat all.” Rosanna
shudders for effect. There has been no lie.

Eilish stares into her daughter’s eyes. Satiskbeé,turns away.

Rosanna goes to the camping place to look for Ea@. So much has
changed since the Lynches came from Ireland. Tawyrpaople have walked away.
Can the land miss its people? Years ago whenateewith Edwin across the ridge
on winter nights, campfires burned on the sidethethills and beyond the swamp as
well, blazed like beacons on the summit of the aot; several hours walk apart,
more than the distance between smoke-stainedvitislges in which her own people
gathered to tell stories about the old people. Nioe Blacks have come in to the
stations, agreeing to be paid in sugar, tobaccogangl instead of bullets, setting up
new camps in old places near the Big Houses.

How long has it been since Rosanna woke in fulbntight to the whump of
possum skin drums, the tapping of sticks, the asd fall of singing? Smelling
roasting bustard she had crept between the trebharkered down at a distance to
watch Moorecke seated with the young women atmhepenas Why had she not

been paired with one of thmoorongal-ngaravho stamped a half second behind the



beat through the camp dust round the fire, spaaixeqng at their young shoulders,
goanna fat and ochre glistening on their skin?ebdtshe had married that old man,
Jack, who danced the kangaroo. Rosanna rememisefade angled to catch the
breeze, his nose twitching sniffing her perhaps— one hand cupping his waggling
ear, the other scratching his hard flat belly. Tifght sky had soaked up her rustling
along with their ancestor voices. Father Woods $hgs in music, drums are the
heartbeats— melodies the legs and feet. Rosanna thinks Iriskiercomes from the
heart andBooandikmusic from the belly. It is the belly Moorecke tclnes, when she
is sad or frightened or angry.

A hot north wind puffs ash from the fireplace. Rusa ignores the creaking
lament of crows and parts the chewed-string cuiitaitne doorway of Moorecke’s
beehive-shaped wooden hut. Skins hang on the-wadl reed mat and some tools.
They have been back for the summer and, no dowked on to MacDonnell Bay,
to scruff crayfish from rocky ledges or to smoka sels with heads as big as dogs’
and hang them in the trees. Rosanna will speddtein about the bullock. If she
can, she will concoct another great lie, for theaston, they will enjoy the meat. By

dusk she will be capable of it.

[I: Brother and Sister

Edwin and Father ride in, their horses so foamy r@mi with sweat it is a wonder
the saddles don't slide from their backs. Rosamtlavis them to the rough yard
behind the house, where they brush the horses @marhobble them. Lucifer and
Bran shoulder the men aside to shake and rub theessagainst the trunks of trees.
They snort the warm eucalyptus air and whinny ay #dge into the shade. Lucifer
rolls. As soon as Father’s back is turned, Rosdmma&kons her brother, leading him
away to the pond. She carries his flensing knife fald of cloth.

A pigeon cavorts on the bullock’s rump. Then ratitevay. Edwin kicks at
the cloud of flies feeding on the dark contusionbédod. ‘It is no prettier than
houghing, and just as pointed.’

‘What do you mean— houghing?’

‘Back home, families were turned off their allotneibecause they couldn’t

pay the Burkes. They slashed the hocks of hisecattl



‘I've never heard that word. But this is an accigdfdwin. Or they would
have kept it for a feed. You know that.’

‘You'll have a problem persuading the Ashbys ofttivaith a weapon stuck
in its throat.’

His sister shrugs. She sniffs the air. ‘I'm notn#ting this is a spear from
around here, Edwin.’

He snaps it off, carves out the head and wipes ftis pants, then places it on
the flat of her hand. ‘Aréheyback then? Asker.’

‘Can we not take the meat home? | swear Mooreckansped in the cool at
the port.’

‘So we tell Father that the Blacks have driven thiglock from the other
direction. That the beast was dying and that watpuit of its misery.’

‘He doesn’t have to know about every stray.’

‘I'll say | fought off a fierce man, bigger than €wlain, and blacker than a
cockatoo. He had blood red feathers at his brow, ssoneamed worse than an Irish
banshee. I'll tell him the man was blacker thanAanerican negro come off a
whaling boat at Portland. He was chasing the bklleben you distracted him, and
mad with drink and loneliness, he turned on you.’

‘Oh Edwin, you're such a fool to dream up black des to cover our own
thievery.’

‘All right then, | can sell the meat and skin té&arryman | know at the bay,
who doesn’t ask questions about the brand.’

‘And why should you have the money when | did thenk?’

‘I am a man planning a business with a cart arehentof bullocks. Now that
the spear is taken, and the carcass cut, the gotiopers will be looking for a gun. |
think you should lay low yourself. ’

Edwin will make his way in the colony, Rosanna ksow don't see why
they would come out here. Swear to God, you woait & word to Mother and
Father.’

‘Why would | be blathering to them about their fleds daughter?’ He grins.

Nothing dampens his spirit. ‘Edwin, stop your tegsi She picks up his hand
and recoils from the smell on his fingers. ‘Goduye such a reeky thing. The flies

are loving you, now.’



Edwin snatches back his hand and returns to hisciatsing through the flies
and fat to the clean red meat beneath. It takea@time— perhaps two hours- to
butcher the beast. Rosanna impatiently watche®tuoginer squatting in the dirt, his
dark curly hair flopping into his eyes as he haek&l saws with concentration.
Twenty year of age come Whitsunday, he is strormgigh to do anything he wishes.
She crests his shoulder but has not grown an imgde she first bled. Edwin cuts
slabs of meat from the bone and wraps them in Rasamloth. He sighs, half rising
to stretch his cramped body, wiping his hands fwwanst to thigh. ‘I'll take some
more of the hip. It's too fresh to waste.” He bendse more.

She paces the perimeter of the clearing, anxiolistisning for horses, and
then returns. ‘In God’s truth Edwin, why do theynigrthe cattle to their knees? Back
in Ireland; it would be the cruellest thing.’

‘Cruel that some have much and others little. isf@ot like they say in your
books.’

Rosanna nods and turns her face away.

‘I saw worse when | went to the Portumna Poorhausie Father to look for
his brother,” he says.

‘Edwin, | know these things. | wasn’'t a baby thémemember Alice Spain
and her mother coming along the High Street, likekbn-down mares in harness,
humping their belongings.’

‘Only two hundred souls iraig na Muiltewhen we left. The Burkes aimed
to clear the village by death or emigration.’

‘His agent battered the Spain’s roof in. Did yowwnthat? They buried their
baby in the ditch outside the Poor House.’

‘We're better off here. I'll have my own herd and one’ll lay a finger on
them’ He tugs at her hand. ‘Come on. We’'d best nomnbarcarcass today. It's
warm.’

Four years ago fireballs fuelled by savage windshatled past their house to
the sea. For weeks they had kept vigil over smauidestumps and prayed. It is a
beautiful thing to be so lucky whedar is on a rampage. ‘Why buy bullocks,

Edwin? | thought you were going to the gold.’



‘Well, I might have, when | was younger, but I'vees them coming back,
the seekers, and the brown and yellow creepens, &#lbthe corners of the Empire. It
is land they want, not gold. Even the Chinamenrai@ning.’

‘How will you pay for land?’

‘When | get my cart, chaps like Ashby’ll ask medarry their goods to the
new port and back.” He curves his knife along t&de leg bone and cuts through
sinew with a flourish.

‘What else will you do?’ she asks, half attendiRg.s pleased with himself,
without a doubt. A puff of air ripples the corneifthe meat cloth.

‘Supplement my wages racing. Breed horses.’

She pushes irritating tendrils of hair from herefac

‘Like the poet or Mr Livingstone on Carratum Soatj for the British Army
in India. Then I'll buy land.’

‘Land is what Father wants, more than anything.’

‘Sometimes sons become more powerful than thelrefat God grant me
good luck, I'll do well.’

‘Well, you have plans, Edwin, and more chance tB&nlly and | of them
ripening. What of your sister, then, who loves youleath?’

‘She should be grateful that her brother cleaned bpllock and left her with
the spear.’

‘You'll be marrying soon, | suppose.’

‘Good luck and prosperity never put off a wedding.’

‘You’re bummin’ again, you greahoneern

‘I heard about a meeting between small land buged the government.
There’s talk of dummying.’

‘You'd never go to a meeting, Edwin. A dark lakidiyou. Always galloping
off in the middle of the night with money in youogket for Miss Lallah’sibin but
coming home with none. You think | don’t know, Buvatch you in the moonlight.
And so does Father.’

‘It is a weight on a man trying to make his waythwall this watching,
watching. The devil take the lot of you.” Edwircks up sand.

She shields her face with her hand and raises d¢iee VA terrible life you
lead winning money for your secret business plafsel for you. | do. What about
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Skelly and me, stuck at home with Mother?’ Sheslagr hand against the trunk of a
gum. Then covers the remains of the bullock withnches and begins to sweep
around it.

Edwin ties the cloth and hauls it over his shouldgaring at her. “You'll not
marry a man or win your freedom if you are alwapgitsig and grousing. Why
should a man as sweet tempered as me be burdetied sister so unlike him? Shut
it now. Come with me to the bay. We'll quickly télother, while Father is busy at
the still.’

[lI: Reminiscing Proves a Great Distraction

‘You took your time.’

All skite and charm he presses his lips to his moshcheeks, sliding an arm
around her waist. He is taller now than Father vghwver six feet in his socks.

‘Let her come with me. She can bring back mediéameHugh. It is cooler by
the water and it will do her good. Perhaps we cduidg home a little crayfish.’
Edwin raises his left eyebrow; it is a quirky thing does to melt his mother’s heart.

Emotions tangle up in Mother’s face. Her mouth gisodRosanna knows that
more than anything she wants love between herremjcand she has always talked
of living in a more civilised place where her datgghwill not be required to Kkill
anything more dangerous than a quail or spatchd®akanna knows these things, as
surely as her mother pretends to be obliviouséadtirk tides of discontent sweeping
through her daughter’s blood.

Eilish touches her hand to her face, where Edwsdudtened her resistance.
‘Edwin, | need Rosanna to cook. | am faint with theat. My head pounds like
tunderin the hills.’

‘Don’t go worrying yourself about me, Edwin. I'Btay and take care of
Mother,” Rosanna says. Ceasing her fingering afdgrass-tregum adhering to the
spear head in her pocket, she folds her arms adanwn bad luck, and watches
him, lanky as a stick insect, silhouetted againstrélys of the grevillea sun sinking
over the port, descending the hill on his horse.

When he pauses to gather the warm and laden aioth the fork of a tea-

tree, he lifts his hand in a laconic wave.
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Rosanna calls pointlessly after him. ‘If you seedvezke, do not speak...
about anything’. She follows her mother inside k. ‘Mother— tell me again
why you brought us here?’

‘At least help me while we blather.’

Rosanna croonsTha Sit here and I'll finish off the dinner.’” She nmes/a
stool into the doorway. ‘I hope a little breezelwiks you.” She damps a cloth and
dabs at her mother’s face, wipes down her neclkaamd.

Eilish holds the cloth against her forehead antssifSome days | wonder if
it was the best thing- to come so far.’

Rosanna kisses her cheek. ‘Remember how the cthelth rang as we
boarded the coach for Portumna.” She is good at-ththis reminiscing. It proves a
great distraction.

‘Standing with our trunks on the step, the dt@e@uagmire. Father Egan
was waving from the bridge. | wonder if he knew wipaur father had done- oh
the shame.’

Rosanna shrugs. ‘Skelly was trailing behind yoe bBkcalf at foot.’

‘That he was.” Eilish reaches out to touch her dei;s hair. ‘Do you
rememberlannahthat Granny Walsh died seven years to this day?’

‘Didn’t | nurse her each time you dropped like arng in a bog into your
rocking chair?’

Eilish angles her face away. ‘Her chest was as hard rock, the pain as
fierce as if someone was breaking into her witpads...’

Rosanna croons. ‘We rocked along the canals thraddgelick, Banagher,
Balinnasloe and Shannon Harbour to the Dublin véhdb the words sound like a
poem?’

‘More like a prayer.’” Her mother sways on the stddhe packet was as
crowded as could be and | threw the contents o$tomach into the Irish Sea.’

‘The old country melted away in the fog. Do you esnber floating off on
the Plymouth tide, aboard tllEenma Eugeni&

‘| felt such a pang. Worse than childbirth.” Eilistills herself. ‘Keep on with

the dinner, Rosanna. Turn the meat and mix theyboxt
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Rosanna lifts the cloth from her mother's shoulded folds it around her
hand to protect it from the heat of the oven. ‘ubi@d | would ever find my way
home again, Mother.’

‘Garrick’s fingers dug so hard into my arm thathbtight | would faint.
Sorrow coursed through him.’

‘It was terrible loud, with the roaring wind anddatine sound of the screw...’

‘The howls and cries from the deck.’

‘And the whistling and banging on the rails. Evée fpetrels left us,” says
Rosanna, wiping down the table with her cloth.

‘I was praying everything was just a dream. Thatwere just in a curricle
bobbing on Lough Derg— going on a pilgrimage to the Holy Islan¢ instead of
travelling to the other side of the world.’

At certain times, Rosanna thinks, Mother enjoysrisery.

‘And now it seems but a blink until we arrived heme this step. You and
Skelly— my curly-haired boy, how blessed we are to keep-ht your father and
Edwin, riding away each day.” She rises to gatlovlb from a shelf and place them
on the rough wooden table. ‘And the first day asrtieeturlogh we saw that other
little family standing by the tillage for my new fadoes.’

‘Moorecke,” whispers Rosanna.

‘Like they rose on a platform from the swamp. Nabitilike sidhe slipping

out between the trees, dissolving in the air whemap my fingers.’

IV: Shenanigans beside the Sinkhole

Skelly wears the feather of a firetail in his hBerched high in the foliage of a
buloke tree, he spies on his sister chiacking wehheathen friend Moorecke at the
edge of the pond. Their washing basket lies abagdlam the reeds. The sky is a
clean strong blue and full of heat, broken onlytbg inelegant belching lines of

ducks flying between the sinkholes and ponds. I$kelpes that the eerie whine of
the wind combing the buloke needles will cover smeind his pencil makes as it
moves across the page. Mostly, everyone watties But where are they now,

when he is way above the ground and could falllantihimself? He angles his head
to peer between the branches at the sound ofstex’silaughter; better for her than

sliding off to the scrub to mope, as she has batatyl He holds up a sun-warmed
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pink and downy peach from the tree behind thefpigering the luscious curves,
before he eats it. He needs no reminding that shecehas turned thirteen his
sketchbook contains the secret shapes of gishs.

A pair of azure kingfishers bob and nod to eachemwtim front of their
excavated mud nest — like the little Indian nabblmther showed him in a book
and they interrupt his drawing. He takes up hiscpeagain and begins to outline
their violet blue wing feathers, but suddenly thesp into the air — peee, peee — and,
wings whirring, zigzag across the surface of theewalThe spangle of birds and
water is a gorgeous thing. If only he could pantolours, like a real artist. Father
bought Skelly the precious sketching book. No ofse @eceived a gift— not
Blinnie, nor Hugh; not Rosanna, nor Edwinpaper being scarce and expensive.

Rosanna and Moorecke lie full length to skim wath the flats of their
hands and behave like ninnies. Skelly likes thangl bare legs— one pair shapely,
more deeply golden than his mornifil, the other spindle-shanked in all the under
shades of mushrooms. They have draped their skgrsss the currant bushes and
wear only chemises tucked in short pantaloons. #yent fluttering feeling begins in
his pants, like a bird trapped beneath his handf.itigation, half longing it confuses
him, as much as his dreams about being suspendéeé icoolness of the pond. He
has nightmares about being cut by the rocks bernbatlurface, pink clouds of his
blood suffusing the clear water until he is comgletdrained and faintingviusha
with his luck, Mother would arrive too late to savien. By then he would be sucked
through a crevice to the rock cathedral below tlennpool and her constant fear
would come to pass. The water in the pond is muaea &an Irish roadside flush, but
calmer than a river. It is dark and deep. As clallya tomb.

The girls’ voices bounce up from the pool. Skdisgens and intermittently
sketches.

‘Why did Jack duff thaballunf??’ Rosanna raises her arm indicating the scrub
behind the pond.

‘Little Jesus sent the bullock right alongside sitrdown place. He ran away
from his mob.’

Rosanna smirks and whistles through her teeth. ‘WWhe that riding after
you?’

‘William Ashby, as cranky akoo-no-wor came back to get him.’

14



‘Were you frightened?’Rosanna looks suddenly veaorrand Skelly leans
closer to catch their words.

“Yooch-ba Off we ran toNgaranga’

‘He chased you to MacDonnell Bay?’

Moorecke shakes her head. ‘No.’

‘Perhaps he didn’t see you?”’

‘Later, Jack and me followed the tracks ngorn-da— andwe can see that
bullock broke his leg. But no meat left. William sy got it first.’

Rosanna looks ill at ease. ‘You were bold to tolishcattle.’

Moorecke shrugs and dives, makes long slow sweejls kher arms,
insinuating her body like an eel through the chdmtween the rocks, holding her
breath for a long time, until Skelly’'s teeth ach&hwclenching. He waits for her
darting shadow until finally he sees her, face Bagl big eyes opening like lilies,
breaking through the skin of the water. He woblglesis branch above her and his
sketchbook slips in his lap. He lurches forwargtevent it falling. Moorecke flops
as slick and dark as a seal onto the rock platfeeside the reeds and Rosanna runs
along the edge of the pond kicking up water with dgreat long legs. Mother would
despair. It is only because Father and Edwin had@en away, swags strapped
across their horses’ broad backs, to help Mr Ashwster more scrub cattle that
there can be such shenanigans.

Skelly’s pencil scirrs across the page as he shimesurves of their bodies.
Moorecke squats beside the water peering into ¢lep thelow. The sunlight is much
too bright for eels. But he has seen her trap tierwoven baskets shaped like
trumpets, and bait them too, with bone hoeksanding her hands to kill them with
a rock and then twisting them around her neck. Rusaquats beside her, fingers
tracing the corrugated burns on Moorecke’s hipgsed by rolling into her campfire.
Skelly holds his breath and stops sketching, hixipgust short of her belly on the
page. He grips the branch. Almost yelps. He mustfalh But he has bitten his
tongue and he is not supposed to be climbing tees:. He does not bleed but, all
the same, the pain sings through his mouth.

Rosanna tosses water into the air. It is fey @irks lucky, and he can never
draw them well enough. They bend to the water, 8tereking like banshees throw

back their heads to shake drops out of their lR@sanna’s hair is almost as blue-
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black and wild as Moorecke’s. Eilish would reach fer wooden hairbrush and
smack it smartly down on her daughter’s head.

Later they lie like crocodiles along the edgesha hole, their eyes flicking,
tongues blatherin’, all the while drying off Rosarsmiwashing on low dead boughs
of the tea-tree. He cannot hear their secrets navhé sees two snakes intertwined
in the highest branches. Shall he call? Oblividkgsanna traces the pink soles of
Moorecke’s feet with a twig, and then the tiny wadeops on the crest of her lips,
and Skelly is sick with excitement, as if a thoussétile people are running round in
his belly. He wishes he could come down from tlee,tand be with them.

Any minute now, Eilish will call. He starts, twiist his head in fright, but it
is only a bronze-winged pigeon rattling from theaggly trees by the water. If
Mother calls, or Jack comes for Moorecke, the bigickwill skedaddle through the
scrub. She drinks from the pond, through a reellskemembers her drinking
vessel, years before- Jesus, Mary and Joseph, it was a skudlhe knows that now
and it still shocks him. But it wasn’t long befdrather accused her of stealing their
best bucket to carry water. The skull has long ls®mdoned.

The sun disappears behind a cloud and Skelly sethsege. Something has
set the pelicans clattering from the lagoon behiid. Along the distant shore
spumes of water rise and fall. Black cloak flyingt dehind him, the priest canters
towards them on his great horse, leading anothéghed down with supplies and
books and notes. As sure as Father Woods will ag€élristian hearth for the night,
Rosanna will be saying Hail Marys for the rest ef fife.

He hurls cones from the buloke tree until they siplbeside her. Moorecke
whips around like a startled adder and calls upita she knows. ‘Might be William
Ashby comes. Go home, Skelly boy, little boogem'sBnna hauls her printed calico
shift over her head and looks around with annoyah&iu,” she shouts at him.
Then leaps to her feet and scoops up washing.\ySgsfs to see the pair of them
scurrying away like mad wombats in the moonlighthat/will he say to the priest
when he offers confession? ‘Father | have sinned, thave drawn girlsthoin?’
Never. He pinches his eyes shut in dread thougtitsanibbles across the folded
page. Should he tell about the bullock?

Skelly comes from a family of sinners. The prieststmknow that they use

the creek water for illicit distillation.
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V: Father Julian Tenison Woods

If Father Julian Tenison Woods sees a flash ofuwotbrough the spraying water,
hears the gurgle of girls’ voices in the nearbgs$teor wonders why an angry swan
skids to a halt in front of his horse, he says mgth

‘Faille, Father,” calls Skelly, backing from the bulokeetrto drop at the feet
of God'’s servant, ‘are the flies troublin’ you?’

‘Good afternoon Skelly. | suppose they are. Thamk for enquiring. How is
your family?’

‘Fine, Father. What do you think about cattle chgf?’

‘It is the chief business of courts in all the aaks.’

Skelly purses his lips and glances around at #estrPerhaps he will not tell.
‘Isn’'t it warm, Father?’

‘Indeed it is, but uppermost in my mind, has bdenthought of a cool drink
from the pond and breaking bread with your family.’

Skelly sighs with satisfaction. ‘It will be grand have you, Father. Will you
stay the night?’

‘If I may. In the morning I'll make my way to Poaihd to take confession.’

Skelly tightens his grip on his sketchbook, hisnskmottling into all the
colours of a parakeet at the thought of confesditenmust sketch over the drawings
of girls’ thoins Father Woods dismounts to walk beside him. SKelyls the horses
to the water trough behind the house. ‘We’ll hgeedcraic after supper?’

Father winks. ‘For once | have brought my celld€ taps a large case with
his whip. ‘And | have a gift for you from the gumeeé at the halfway place where |
say Mass. This falcon fell at my feet. | fear isHast colour and verve but you may
like to sketch it before maggots set up their cplon

At the house Eilish rushes forward to greet thegtri‘Leave the damper and
come,’ she calls behind her. Rosanna arrives omstdyg face flushed from the fire,
stockings rolled down to her boots, exposing hddeyolegs. Her plait is fuzzy and
matted with azolla and pond-water. When she thrbess head in a defiant way
Skelly is filled with love for her. He wants to s=are her that he has not confessed
anything to the priest about duffed bullocks artdrabon shenanigans. And that she

has flour upon her nose and a lacy spray of itsscher damp black skirt.
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‘Rosanna, | am glad to see you looking well.” Fattdoods takes her hand
and turns it palm side up. ‘I can see from thesedgbands that you have been
helping your mother.’

Wary, Rosanna smiles.

‘I have brought you a book of poems by Browning,ergly returned to me
by my friend, Mr Gordon, all the lines of which,sivear, he has committed to
memory. Sit with me.’

Adam Lindsay Gordon rides with Father and Edwinalsteeple chase he is
really something, everybody says so: like a wilddkglinging to the back of his
horse, flying over fences that would make you diwkhe stomach; he is a horse-
breaker. Skelly has seen him bobbing across the bletween the swamps, clay pipe
clamped between his teeth, sometimes holding a lugolkgainst his nose, other
times mumbling to himself, or reining in his horse scribble verse into his
notebook.

Father Woods draws a slim book from his leatheths&dt and opens it to a
page he has marked with a ribbon. Rosanna andySieglt themselves on the step
beside him.

‘How it Strikes a Contemporanhe reads:

| only knew one poet in my life:

And this, or something like it, was his way.

‘The poem is like a friend telling you a great fidance,” Father says. ‘Read
on a little, Rosanna.’

She places her finger on the page and commences:

He walked and tapped the pavement with his cane,

Scented the world, looked it full in the face,

An old dog, bald and blindish at his heels.

‘I wish | could look the worldull in the face she says, tossing out words like
arrows.

‘You do it now, Rosanna. It is one of the thindiké about you,” says Father
Woods. ‘And you read well. Skelly, take your turn.’

He knows, Skelly thinks, how to make her happy.isidevilish good at it.
They read turn-about until Skelly takes the lagi tines:

Well, I could never write a versecould you?

Let's to the Prado and make the most of time
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‘Mr Browning speaks directly to me, Father. | abulever make a poem.’
Skelly shakes his head, despondent.

‘Perhaps he could not draw as well as you.’ Fatileods pats Skelly’s arm.

As the sun sinks low in the sky, he cleans andsheb his chalice and
spreads his altar cloth on a red gum stump oveihgothe pond. He carries two box
seats from the house for himself and Eilish. Bbnles across her mother’s lap,
sticky fingers inveigling beneath the neck of Hilssgown. They drink ‘mops and
brooms’ brought by Father Woods in a hessian bagllyswatches him spooning
black sugar into the twiggy brew and thinks howelght is to see his mother happy.
Rosanna cannons off the verandahjealous, Skelly decides, that the priest pays
attention to anyone but to her. Their mother tEdsher that Hugh is such a sickly
boy even in the summer months that she fears Henwiilsurvive another winter.
Skelly edges closer.

‘When | lived in Ireland, Father,” Eilish says, &hchurch was next to the
public house run by my family and every day | woslip) inside to pray for Edwin
and Rosanna.’

‘And Skelly?’

‘And Skelly, of course.’ Eilish sighs and Skellyefs the weight of it.

‘You've not lost a child, here or in Ireland. Bagtig Hugh will be an act of
faith.’

She nods. ‘You have the strangest parish, Father.’

He smiles. ‘It is my mission to carry God’s worah lorseback, to all of you
in the New Country.’

‘The church must fear your ministry will fall ingavagery.’

He touches her arm. ‘There are always some whd tthie worst. Even
though I travel hundreds of miles through floodd dnought and bushfire, losing my
way in places unmarked by roads or inns, my haaitproves. | prefer this work.
Indeed, | rarely cough at all now.” He turns to IBkevho feels swept up in the
warmth of his gaze. ‘Let us speak of Skelly’s confition, in the autumn. | will
leave him a pamphlet to read.’

Skelly blushes. White cockatoos rise on the winge&ling across a setting
sun as plump and lustrous as an egg yolk. Thefaickmell of roasting mutton fills

the air, and Father and Edwin canter in, ducksgshoross their saddle cloths. It is
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always a grand night when the priest comes. The shace off their dirt in a barrel
behind the house, before they come to Mass. Iflgkas a proper artist he would
paint them all, weary and grimed by toil, theirdadifting in hopeful supplication,
standing before their cottage with the lagoon spreat before them like a prayer
cloth, a pallid cuckoo beginning the night’s sonata

Skelly lifts his head, takes the host in under rib&f of his mouth where it
sticks until he works at it with his tongue and Bewas. Then crosses himself.
Mother rocks her body, one foot before the othigksng Blinnie in her arms, and
clutching Hugh’s small hand. Edwin pays scant aiben turning his hat in his
hands, watching a blue crane take one elegantasigphen another, before dipping
its head to feed in the pond. Is he dreaming déiEkelly feels the weight of his
sinful thoughts, and shifts his gaze to Rosanna. ghmaces at him. Father stands
between his family and the bush, a giant blackdesdrman slouching in the
gathering dusk, coat riding up, hair sprouting frbm ears and nostrils. He acts

fiercest with Rosanna.

VI: An Evening’s Entertainment Ends Badly

Clouds of mosquitoes hover round the lamps andesuppaken in slapping humour.
Edwin and Rosanna skylark about vying for the pisestitention. Skelly wishes they
would include him. They press close together in small room with smoke-grimed
walls and a low ceiling. Rosanna has squeezedviooden chairs around the table;
she and Skelly share a box, Hugh sits on his fatheree. Blinnie snuffles at the
bodice of her mother’s dress, peeps out to grihapriest, and then covers her face
with her fingers.

‘Edwin tells me that the little Irish girl, the onszer's wife who helps Mrs
Ashby at the station, is awful melancholy,” saykshj her face filled with sympathy.

‘I have heard she was one of the orphans that thrider years ago at
Guichen Bay.’

‘Not an orphan, Father, just a girl with enterpri¥ou being a wee bit Irish
yourself, you would know that. Plenty of familiestgoroken up by the Famine’,
Mother says.

‘She’s not so well?’

‘She won't go to her work in the morning. Can’t gait of bed,” Edwin

contributes.
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‘Most of the girls begin in service and before yman blink, marry men in
the district. Irish girls are plucky.’

‘They say that she is useless, Mother and worttdiffinger for anyone.
Keening half the day and night, or silent as theddéler husband is losing patience.’

‘Edwin, hush now. Have some compassion.’

‘I will call on her in the morning,’ offers Fath&oods.

‘Thank God for that. | would go myself but for Btire and Hugh. And |
would send Rosanna, but they might be too mucheémh other.” She throws a
sidelong glance at her daughter, who glares, avkslaway.

Father drinks steadily through the meal, his mdotise to accommodate his
breathing, his great dark head thrown back, oné laopping to lever his belly over
his belt, two fingers resting against hmd Each time the priest mentions
temperance he takes another draught from his finacd wipes the thicket of his
beard with the back of his hand. Skelly knows tiatfather stands on his dig about
teetotalling but, nevertheless, responds to thespisiremarkable charm.

Father Woods leans across the table to gain lEstaih. ‘Garrick, abstinence
is the only way.’

Father nods and takes another sip. ‘You couldddg.fi

The priest changes the subject. ‘There is muchdbBBettlers taking up land
in the new Hundreds.’

The meal cleared away he offers a blessing ands tagehis instrument to
play and sing. Since Father’s last visit Skellyéglip has changed. Now that his voice
hurtles up and down a startling oral staircaseydnger wishes to join the singing.
Father Woods sits like a black grasshopper, tallstraight on the edge of his chair,
legs straddling the cello, tapping out the musithvhiis long fingers, his expressive
voice filling the room. He is young and handome, mach older than Edwin. By the
time the little ones collapse in their beds, thesads full of laughter and music and
talk, he and the Lynch men will be poking the cpedady to talk deep into the night.
And before he unrolls his bedroll on the veranddtey will play chess like
Cuchulain and his enemies.

Mother pushes aside the table to clear a smatlespad hitches up her skirts.
Eager to join her mother in a jig Rosanna leapkeiofeet, her skirt spread around
her théin like petals around a pestle: flying up when stapdeand fluttering down

when she lands; toes pointed, her feet flip andhbewand kick, as she attacks the
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beat. Her oval face looks like Father’s, only muebre beautiful. She holds out her
hand to Skelly to jig along beside hertaking care, taking care.

Skelly is not so young that he cannot remembernseimnights outside
Walsh’s pub when Father leaned up against the wietll townsmen and travellers,
his eyes on Eilish slapping tankards on the barrddehes out to catch his mother’s
hand. She misses a step to drop a kiss on his haeddscoops Blinnie from his arms.
If only it were like this every night and Edwin arkhther were notomicking
through the door in the wee hours, waking the lskibaen they knock cups and
plates from the old box dresser, stumbling agdmestwvalls and urinating like horses
until Eilish comes hissing to steer them to theid$, singing as they go:

Gra ma chrce ma chriskeen

Slainte gal mavoureen

Ge ma chree

Suddenly, the music stops. Is the priest tired?

‘Git,” says Father in a voice as small and harthaskernel of stone fruit. He
raises his hand and slaps Rosanna’s face.

‘Garrick, no.’

Startled out of his reverie Skelly sees that Roadmas knocked the mug of
whiskey from her father's hand. She scowls at Fathed looks away.
Unceremoniously dumping Blinnie in Skelly’s lap,lish moves to her daughter’s
side. Rosanna’s body slumps and she transforms &dmeautiful laughing girl to
someone knotted up inside herself who wants tawigy.

Father Woods tries to draw her back. ‘Be of gooartyehe says, picking up
the first few bars of a new song. He nods to Rogann

‘I hate you. All of you.” Implacably, she murdeteem with her look.

Mother presses down her daughter’s skirt, smoath$er clenched hand.

‘Don’t touch me,” Rosanna cries, and leaves theroo

Mother ducks her head in mortal shame and preésaem the priest.

It is a very long time before all the confessiorss lzeard and Rosanna comes
mawking into Skelly’s bed to recite poems abouindyiwishing the priest were her
real father, so that she could ride away with hide has told her that in adversity

she must be as brave and as good as little Dargil in a book that he will borrow
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from the Adelaide Lending Library. That she is kéalj and a woman, and that she
must love God. With Father Woods’ encouragemert culd go into service or
teach schoolThisis how Rosanna is to be rewarded for her caredésssn

‘It will never happen,” Rosanna spits at SkellyeShill run away, she says,

before too long.

VII: Absconding to the Cave

Next morning, apart from the soft thwack of Mottsplitting wood, the house is
quiet. Skelly should carry and stack the freshiySibea Oak logs from the back door
but is never to use the axe himself; nor standeglimscase of flying chips.

Where is Rosanna? Skelly’s heart bounces at the sigher empty bed and
her green dress lying in a miserable puddle orflttoe. He remembers the events of
the previous night and his sister acting witdthrowing back her hair to laugh into
the priest’s face, prating about freedom. Has heed that Rosanna thinks she is a
woman now, in her tightly laced dresses, and her tskning golden like apricots in
the hot Australian sun? Hugh curls like a wee litnpes weight squelchy-damp
across Skelly’s middle, sucking at his fat fist. d¢dus catches and turns at the back
of his throat. Blinnie has crawled in beside himgl éies on her back, belching the air
like a small sea creature. Skelly prods at Hughtggy bottom and eases him off his
pillow. He has a vague remembrance of waking toldhghter of kookaburras and
the sounds of Father and Edwin’s imminent deparitlemking billy cans, thudding
swags, and horses snorting and neighing, backnitghly into each other in the
morning chill.

Over his blanket he sees Father kissing Mothed aad angry on the mouth
— how long has he noticed such things?grazing his thumb against her breast as
he pulls her up against him. He imagines him irst®aad-painted: spear in hand,
dark hair streaming out behind him, hunting deet chasing cattle. Last night
Father was a wild man. Mother passes hats, and gaocckls warm from the stove,
and warns Edwin to take care. She shakes handsthatpriest who will ride with
them as far as the station. Left behind by the rB&e]ly feels himself a gangly, soft,
pink-faced boy. They will surely let him ride oliig year.
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‘Where is your sister?’ Mother’s eyes look blacidalarty; her face is whiter
than a corella’s. ‘I need her help.” Mother is mairried about chores- only about

her daughter. Rosanna is a runner.

He sets off to find her.

‘Don’t go past the pond.” Even when the weathdnag he wears long pants
and a jacket to protect his skin. Firstly, he clseck Edwin’s horse, lame and
hobbled by the still. He doubts that Rosanna wdalke off on him, for she loves
horses more, he is sure, than people. But he td#iged to check. The sun beats
down on his head. Dripping spread hastily on a wedlgstale damper greases his
hand as he climbs slowly towards the limestoneeridghind their house. He hasn’t
told Mother that his sock, stiff with washing, atbea his sore heel. He is sick to
death of being precious.

The morning passes slow and steady like treacka faospoon. He calls at
Rosanna’s favourite places: beneath the trees vdhereeads the priest’'s books; the
small sinkhole; the top of the ridge where she shatiswallows making their way
in clean swoops across the lagoons and swampakéohier back to Ireland. At the
mere thought of her leaving him, he feels ill. kens his head and casts his eyes
behind him. The sea is a thin ribbon of colour ba tear horizon. Edwin brings
home bags of periwinkles, reef mussels, green wghelbckles and limpets from rock
pools by the sea. Skelly loves the way the glisigiiiesh springs open in his mouth,
releasing salt pleasure so intense that he rolk bes eyes until he feels the slide of
their skin on the back of his throat.

He labours on. What if she has been carried awag byawker and set to
scrubbing pots and pans, or kidnapped by a Chinatoalight his joss sticks.
Rosanna would go anywhere with anyone, and he stsspeis the heathens that she
loves the most. Finally, he arrives at the lastliikplace, hot and tired and sore.
Honeyeaters, attracted by the smell of water, afatthe lip of the cave. He rests his
hand on the cool stone at the entrance beforedks pis way inside through loose
limestone rubble. The air smells damp and fetidkealls close around him and he
is overpowered by the peculiar smell of bent-wiragsb He steps into the main
chamber, its great walls stretching thirty feet\abhbis head. Motes surf the sunlight
thrown from a small hole in the ceiling where ressgly he sees grass and sky. A

crow alights in the space. It cocks its head, n@kis mournful cry, as it peers in. It
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is looking for a snake, tumbled to the bottom af tave, trapped. Skelly shifts his
feet, uneasy.

The bats start up. Hdee disturbed them? Dusk is the time to watch out for
snakes waiting at the entrance of the cave fomaflging bat. He settles on a large
boulder, the small abrasion on his heel aches arnehkes off his leakyrdg. Relief
floods his white and wrinkled swollen foot, buhié can’t put his boot back on, how
will he get home? Bold bats roil about his heaapffing stale air across his face on
their way back to their hanging place. Small deais bay scattered on the guano like
leather gloves. Reflected in the dark sheen ofgsfigwater trickling past his feet he
sees a Yyellow light. It moves slowly along the &hieat links three tunnels to the
main auditorium. His heart thunders in his earsl U sees, to his great relief,
Rosanna, looking annoyingly pleased with herself.

‘Skelly, darling.’

‘Mother is fretting.’

‘Pft. Father won’t be back for days. I'll make ugr it by then.’

‘Are you fine, Rosanna?’

‘Even if | am, I'm not staying here much longers lall very well for Father
and Edwin riding away each day. | am going to tb&lfields. We only need one
decent nugget to take us back to Ireland and Iolg just the two of us in a castle.
Why should we be stuck out here in the middle ofimere?’

‘But we're together. We're not hungry. You know wHaather says about
Ireland. Wehadto leave. Even Edwin remembers s to leave.’

‘How do you know? You were so young when we cavfm don’'t have the
longing’.

‘I aim to go back there with you.” How she infuga him. ‘Rosanna, you
smell like apricots.’

‘I brought two in my hat. Have one. Skelannahh | want to show you
something grand.’

‘| can’t walk.” He eases his left foot onto the kda front of him.

‘Let me see.” Rosanna peels back his sock and pe¢diis heel, as her mother
does. ‘It's red for sure, but it hasn’t broke theface.” She moves her candle closer,
dripping wax on the wound.

‘That’s hot,” he squeaks.
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‘Of course it’s hot, you ninny. Come on now.” Slkeads him across the floor
of the cave, up onto the smooth surface of thef.sBhabes in hand, hobbledehoy, he
follows her into a tunnel.

‘This tunnel links up,” she calls back to him, kirggy her plait inside the
bodice of her dress, ‘with another.” Nosing aroantight bend, her skirt drags along
the floor of the passageway and she gathers ih @phkunch at her hip. Eilish would
be furious. He skims his fingers along the slimyisyaand shudders. In winter, they
could both be washed away. The ceiling rises amdttimnel opens into a large
antechamber where, backs slightly bent, they camdsiogether.

As if she is praying to Our Lady, Rosanna kneelswe shelf in the wall.
‘Will you look at this’, she whispers.

Skelly leans forward to touch bones gracefully gpthon the stone in front of
him. ‘Is it a shrine?’

‘It is, | suppose.’

‘Is it a little wallaby?’

‘No tail.’

‘What then? A baby wombat fell down here?’

‘Noo, look at the skull.’

‘Oh, it is not a sheep, nor a calf.’

‘It is a little human being, Skelly.’

‘That is so sad.” He drops his head. ‘Do you thintvas here picnicking in
the caves with the station people and it crawléd ihe tunnels? That is why we are
not to come here,’ he reminds her.

‘It has no clothes. | think its mother laid it hgrghe says.

‘Or its father?’

‘| suppose Skelly. More likely, its mother.’

Skelly stares at the bones a long time imprintimg $hapes and patterns on
his memory, the ivory lattice of the ribs, the tiskull small enough to cradle in his
hands, the shapes and patterns. He wants very tawtiaw them. He imagines the
little thing mewling in the chill darkness and wipleis eyes on the back of his hand.

‘Oh, but you're a wet thing, Skelly. I think you’'igorgeous.” Rosanna hugs
him hard until he drops one of his boots, and dideways, knocking several of the
bones. ‘Moorecke cridsoonginewhen she brings me here.’

‘Whose son’Koonginemeans son.’
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‘I don't know.’

‘l want to go home, Rosanna. Mother is worried.’

‘We will. And on the way home | will tell you my ahs.’

Skelly stands gingerly on one leg, stooping to eatlp his boots.

“To run away, to go to the gold.’

He limps miserably after her. A useldsxccahhe feels, to everyone. Near the
entrance Rosanna takes several bounding long-legjgdds up the rubbly slope and
into the sunshine. She walks strong like the R&yakr, as if she owns the possum
poo spattered path on which she walks. When sims toeick, her warm brown eyes
are alive with sympathy. ‘I'll piggyback you a wbi.’

He shakes his head. Useless, and grown too big¢ylmack.

VIII: Ennui: Lynches’ Cottage

‘Ach, may God help us,’ Eilish shouts, crossing hersglsour white mist
rises from the marshy ground behind the house.

‘I'm fine if you are at all interested, but Skeliyas a red foot. After | got his
shoes on, | helped him home along the creek.” Thwormwood to her mother.
Rosanna arches her back, straightening up withoag weariness, and then runs her
hands down her spine.

‘You'll rot in hell, Rosanna, if anything happertsytour brother.’

Rosanna is not so much afraid of eternal damnatisishe is of Skelly falling
sick and leaving them. Let God come after her. Ethen priest comes but three
months. When they first arrived in the colony thawmther had whispered that for all
her sinsshehad gone to hell in a bucket: tipped out in anidgslown place where
the people were black and the swans too; and Wlitof ahem clinging on, at the
bottom of the world, it sure was as hot as hellwHould it be worse? Soon enough,
it was: so cold that grass couldn’t grow and tla¢sfflooded between the ridges.

Eilish pushes hair off her face. Swooping on Skedlye presses him down
onto a deal box at the back door and eases offduts.

‘I am fine, Mother— only tired,” he says.

‘Tired...of course you'’re tired, you daftratthur, and flushed. Running all
over the countryside after your sister, who is itugrinto a little savage. In the name
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of God what am | to do with her?’ She dabs his faith antimony. ‘Say your
prayers.’

Rosanna hovers. What a fuss she makes. Doesntokejust fine? Blinnie
tugs at her sister’s skirt. She scoops her up &asd& her soft baby mouth.

‘Don’t kiss her mouth, Rosanna. Hugh has croupragad she is awful
bronickle Where have you been, girl? | needed your hellish places a poultice
on Skelly’s foot, ties strips of cloth around ibdashoos him to his bed.

Rosanna tries to understand her fierceness.

‘Do you not recall when O’Flaherty, that drunkeneln-maker, shattered his
glass all over Skelly. You were just a little gsix years old.’

Rosanna winces as she dances her fingers acrosgptbéthe stove, blinking
hard. ‘I'll never forget the blood running downshcheeks and stopping up his
mouth and ear-holes. It was a wonder he could lheeat all before | came to find
you.’

Eilish hugs Rosanna. ‘He had bare enough stretmthip water from a
spoon.’

‘And you pressed cobwebs into his wound until tleeding stopped.’

‘| did so. And | stitched tea and dog root into firubags to hold against his
dilly downy head. | carried water from the Holy Wi sprinkle on his forehead. He

was cold as a corpse.’

For two days Skelly lies in bed, waking only tozeehis sketchbook, work feverishly
and then subside again. Shamed, Rosanna stayd@llesme scouring pots and pans
with sand brought by Edwin from the shore wheredbes his business. Skelly is
happy not to stir himself, while she runs raggeedieg babies and making soda
bread.

‘Don’t you leavethat sketch around,” she spits at him. That he is teniby
the scattering of tiny bones abandoned in the eallenot help Moorecke. She
places a bat, fallen from the rafters, beside himtte bed wrappers, and watches
him turn the creature reverently between his fiagkle must recover soon.

By the time he is well again something has builiurosanna. Whghould
she stay? Skelly’'s sketch of the tiny bones brings yearning that comes only at

certain times: when reading books or stroking Heligsea gentling private way.
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Music brings it on. She leans into the feeling, &alds it up knowingly. Edwin feels
it too. Father, also. It is as if they have beembwith a piece missing.

The priest understands. ‘Still yourself,” he saysust in God.’

Rosanna wonders if the restlessness is ever inmather. When Eilish isn’t
watching Skelly and the little ones, her eye ishen daughter, earnest as a wedge-
tailed eagle circling smoke. When they first ardyéen 1852, she made them copy
from old books brought from the Woodford Nationath8ol, believing in the
redemptive power of learning.

‘What else can | do,” she said, ‘in such an empaizg? Not even a hedge school.’

By then Edwin had taken up boundary riding withrii@k and begun the
religious working of the ledger in his head. He lwadly ever cared for sums. And
money. Rosanna read the three volumebhaf Macdermots of Ballycloraover and
over, until the pages wore thin and the ink canfiendfer fingers. Mother had come
by the dog-eared volumes by default, when an Bmdgidy with a belly as round and
hard as a barrel of lard, but with such nice masmrserd a fancy wrap, was spied
leaving Walsh’s Inn without paying her chit. Rungpimway, more than likely,
Mother said; she had wanted her gone before a plaadling scrap turned up in one
of the upstairs chamber pots. At first she refusedbooks as payment, then, when
she saw the fierce look of pride in the woman’segreyes, took them with bad
grace. ‘Written by a postmaster in Drumsa, Courgitrim,” Mother said when she
pushed them towards her daughter. ‘What would énpaster know about writing a

novel — she had been wrong about that, for now Mr Trolleyes popular and

famous— ‘and surely it will be dull.’

Every time the priest dropped into Walsh’'s premigsa drop ofusquebaugh
Rosanna’s luck would have him catch her beforefiteewith the kitchen hangers-
on, head stuck in the book. Even the cheese-woruamnsocking in the chimney
corner had an opinion about the ill effects of aeln a girl. Rosanna read and
reread about the troubles of Feemy Macdermot, lawgthout education, whose
abilities were exercised in entirely the wrong diren — reading novels and taking
up with a lover. For years she hid the book fromtiMo, uncertain about whether,
had she known its entire contents, she might renitodvem her daughter’s custody.
Now she reads books brought by Father Woods anlinigeguells her need to run.
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She hears the flap of a fan as her mother coolb#lgies. The persistent buzz of
bush flies and the coughing of Blinnie and HughksRosanna into a pit of torpor.
Everything is loathsome. How she had looked forwardvearing the green dress,
but it has been as unsatisfactory as everything &8 she wants is to die. Father
Woods says that dying is beautiful and he longsmiine has outlived his usefulness,
to be with God. Nothing moves.

Rosanna springs up and uses the kitchen knifeagh st the sleeves of the green
dress, opening up the long darts from breast tstwdhen shamed, she stamps it
into the earth by her bed- stamps out the smallest hope that the dress rbrgig
redemption. Feemy Macdermot’s life is far more riesting than hers. She will tear
the pages, one by one, frofhe Macdermots of Ballycloraand stomp on them as
well. Tomorrow she will go to the gold.

IX: A Paltry Theft

‘Light exercise,” Edwin says, instructing her &efl and work his horse. ‘Just
enough to keep him fit for the race.’ Light exeeciwill not hold her or Lucifer.
Edwin is a devil, too, so they are suited. Shesrbar hands down the muscular
flanks— there is no heat in them now and soft over the hocks, where only a faint
scabby line remains. She flicks at the dry crushwer fingernail. The swelling has
gone. She lifts the back hooves and examines htslike a blacksmith, like Father
would.

‘You're a begger, just like me. You want to go,’esthispers, lifting tack
from a tree branch. If only she hadn’t cut her dréter second-best will have to do.
She pulls the bridle over his head, easing heefisgnto the sides of his lips to open
his teeth for the bit. The big horse sidestepss @aitching, swinging his backside
about, snorting and breaking wind as he swishes fliith his tail.

‘Oh, you.” She buries her face in his neck andatires in his lovely smell. He
blows out to prevent her tightening the girth strf@pe balls her fist and punches him
hard in the side until he lets go; then she tighten the strap. Eilish and the babies
will sleep for hours. When Skelly hears Lucifersels drumming past the stands of
wattle by the track and the indignation of the klaockatoos shattering the air
around them as they pass, he will put down hiscblketok; he will know she is gone
and wish that he was with her flying up the hilhiy& the house. But he will tend to
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the babies if they wake: play games on their tbeeak at their noses, and hold
beakers of warm water to their fat lips. He willyther time.

Rosanna stares up at the unforgiving blue skyrbetiging her reticule to the
pommel. In it she has placed a shilling earned freashing Father Woods’ surplice
and polishing his chalice and candle sticks. The ®eas strong and rich-smelling as
leather. She uses a stump of wood to mount, shiftier weight in the saddle to
encourage Lucifer to fancy-step up into the bit. dteps his head suddenly, legs
splayed, all tug and temper. ‘Oh, you'd like toathrme, you skittish thing. Get me
into trouble with Edwin.” Not that she careshaawneenabout that. Clear of the
house she nudges the horse, giving him his headakés off in a startled canter,
moving swiftly into a gallop on the bridle path di#ag to the ridge and the caves.
Light on the reins, she gives herself up to thehmyof his neck and the cooling rush
of air in her hair. A mob of kangaroos surprisenhCorellas split open the afternoon
hum of the bush, flying up like a tossed hand efilsaHe shies again. Each time he
goes to market she moves her head to one side fasrayhis neck and digs in her
heels. Once he had broken her nose. It is bestigh pim forward when he rears;
even Edwin says so. The sun beats down on her back.

Father and Edwin are miles away, mayhaps restirtigarshade of a swamp gum,
sucking on their pipes and pannikins of greenkeaping an eye on a crazy mass of
yearlings they have driven from the scrub. Fathdéirbe reading poetry. Edwin, all
impatience, plinking limestone pebbles againsea,tor sleeping like a baby with his
hat over his face.

Cresting the ridge she pulls the horse up hatdngaeverything in: the track
winding through the marshy flats, the smoking cheys of the station house, the
looming volcano behind it. It is like a park, shienks, the muted greens of the
stringy bark forests to the east, the remnant pololgater. She intends to gallop past
the Big House where Garrick and Edwin draw theigegmand on to Gambierton,
where wagons pull up, and beyond. She cannot lppdch forever, helping her
mother in a workman’s cottage.

She wipes her eyes and looks behind her. Overhwrder dirty clouds drift to
the coast. The sea is a mere wisp of blue collahegea-tree scrub. She will leave
the horse in Gambierton, and offer her servicea tamily with children, on their
way to the goldfields at Ballarat. She leans bacthe saddle, allowing the horse to

pick his way, sliding and clattering through lim@s¢ rubble at the lip of the ridge.
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At the bottom he bounds and eagerly skids forw&dsanna rides him into the
landscape as if she is entering a painting, rushiogg between wind-bent trees,
praying Lucifer will avoid hidden branches and bpdgles, past a flock of chestnut
teal that splash and leap into the sky with crabfuacks. Perspiration runs down
her arms and back. Black horsehairs and filth dpebler dress where she has
gripped the galloping horse.

After the worst flood, the Big House had been rilmn higher ground. She
cannot resist a peep. At the gateway, she hesitees boldness ebbs. Lucifer,
sensing her lapse in concentration flattens his ead bounds forward along the
avenue of trees towards the house. She hauls argl dtathe reins but the whistling
of a hot and sudden wind excites him further. At éimd of the track, he pitches her
onto the ground. She lands heavily, bouncing onthéin. A fierce pain shoots
through her lower back. Lucifer pulls up at thet lase and stretches his neck to
snhatch at leaves. Rosanna limps forward. Praise &wal is not hurt. She edges
towards Lucifer, managing to gather up his reind @#® them to a branch. A dung-
coloured dog barks. She has never seen a housensoadious and white. Cut in
square blocks of limestone the walls somehow seeputve around the windows.
Behind the house, a small village of outbuildings €ooking, stores, meat and
stabling have sprung up. Overblown roses splaghbi&od against the walls.

Her attention is caught by shifting shadows betwdlea trees. When
Rosanna’s eyes focus she sees Moorecke runninggtitbe yard, with a squawking
bird under her arm. A barking, honking racket essue

A small blonde woman with pale eyelashes and mirag earrings the size of
grapes pitches stones. ‘You brazen creature. lhawve my husband after you. | will
use his gun.” Moorecke is gone, quite likely stingkhome across the mud-crazed
dried out swamps. And Rosanna should be on thetm&hmbierton. The woman
lifts her apron to her pale face then strides to free the dog straining at its rchki
bounces through a phalanx of turkeys wheeling adtws yard. Alarmed they gobble
and break formation springing into the air. The ,diogrce enough to chew the tail
off a bullock, bounds across the grass towards m@savho crouches behind a
spindly cherry ballart. It barks and circles.

Stick in hand the woman marches towards her. ‘r fgau don’'t speak

English, but show yourself, now.” Pale and sweatthg woman holds a stick out in
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front of her as if to ward off evil. The dog slathet Rosanna’s neck and she shoves
it hard away before moving into the harsh sunlighite woman suppresses a gasp
and calls the dog off.

‘Oh...oh.” She looks done-in. Her small round faceungples as she
whimpers. This must be young Mrs Ashby. One wor&dther and Rosanna is done
for. She lifts her face to meet the woman’s eyase Gand on the dog’s collar, the
other pressed for balance against the sky, likataesin a garden, Mrs Ashby smiles
in an insipid sickly way and sways and drops likéelled roo. The dog licks her
face, smells freedom, and scarpers. Rosanna tallet knees beside the woman,
attempting to smooth out her untidy landing, to hiér head and tap her cheeks, to
push hair from her face. She runs to fetch watnfa jug in the kitchen outhouse,
and a cloth. A baby bawls from the dim recessel@house.

Rosanna presses a wet towel against the womanksaret brow and waits.
Almost immediately, Mrs. Ashby revives, eyes rdajlirHer head flops to one side;
she pulls herself up and vomits into Rosanna’s Téqey both recoil. Rosanna takes
the cloth and runs down the slope to the edge efsthamp, where she uses her
hands to sluice water down her front. Holy MotheGod, she is reeky. The woman
struggles to her feet and Rosanna rushes baclksist &gr to the house, where Mrs
Ashby collapses onto a couch in the front room.

‘I am most unwell. | fear it is the influenza.’

Rosanna brings a mug of water. Then she finds dhy,lpink with exertion
after its sudden squall. It whimpers, head dowrtfdoo up, in its fancy cradle.
Rosanna humps it, sodden backside and all, toateen, and prepares to withdraw.

‘Can you not speak, girl?” says Mrs Ashby, over baby’'s head. ‘Make
yourself known. Why are you so dirty?’ Rosannanisaibinding chair. Damn the
bossy English woman, for it is she who threw herakfast all over Rosanna’s dress
which, but for a few horsehairs, was clean enoddte woman drools and faints
again. Rosanna plucks the baby safely from theewtilled shoulder shuddering
against the lounge and takes more pity as Mrs Asbibses.

‘I'll help you for now until you feel well. Unlesthe boundary riders come...
until your husband...” She cannot leave a sicklynao and a helpless baby. One

more day will make no difference.
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Mrs Ashby shows immediate relief. ‘The Blacks hay@ne?’ She looks
around in trepidation, holding her forearm to hacef. ‘You're Irish. Tell me your
name.’

‘Rosanna.’ It is only a whisper. She feels obligiyén, to speak about
Moorecke, but she must not say her name. ‘Shetigeapsome, the black girl.” So
much fuss about one fowl when the woman has flafkgeese and turkeys. ‘She
names this place hen’rado, where you have settled down. And she can get feed
from anywhere.’

‘I have no doubt of that, Rosanna, but this is nugbdand’s land. He has
leased it from the Crown.’

‘Booandik people lived here— before your family came. They work on
stations. Father says they are the finest riders.’

‘You are gabbling, Rosanna. You know this girl?’

‘That, | cannot say.” Rosanna turns her face towdahe ridge, stubbing her
toe into the rag mat.

‘Your mother should not allow you to roam about tdoaintryside. Why do
you not stay at home and help her? Has she otlidreai? Are you a wilful girl?’

Rosanna swings away, deciding, after all, thatvelieset off for Gambierton
and then the gold.

The woman relents. ‘I will pay you a penny if yoanccomfort the baby
while | bathe.’

Rosanna stares her down. A penny will not takefdrer

‘Rosanna,” Mrs Ashby implores half expectant of Hees. ‘My husband is
an affectionate man but he does not understanditbatearth of labour takes its toll
on me, as well as him. He promised me scenic wakissketching parties and all |
do is work. Just this morning | have lost my Irislaid. Please look after the baby

until | recover.’

X: The Big House

By the time the sun is sinking into the western, $kgsanna has worked harder than
all the slaves of Egypt, harder than her motherldvbelieve likely, or even possible.
She has no strength left to make a journey furdlaexy than home.

‘I am going, ma’am. My mother will be worried.’
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‘Let us hope so, for we are living in a dangerond ancivilized place. | will
speak to my husband about the girl. He will loda¢e and make her understand that
she must not steal.’

Rosanna remembers shooting the bullock and is asxtmbe off. It is not the
black girl— her mother shot and killed by settlers who is dangerous. Her first
encounter with Moorecke had been within monthdeirtarrival. She had found her
cowering in the fork of a tree, the sound of distgmnfire terrifying her. Rosanna
had settled down to watch her. After the gunfireddaway— perhaps someone
hunting ducks or geese- Moorecke had emerged, digging stick in hand, wattl
blossom in her smoky hair, lumping her dreadfulllsk®osanna had reached out to
touch her skin, in all its shades of charcoal, echmidnight-blue. Seemingly
oblivious, Moorecke had rocked from side to sideanming and slapping at her small
dark breasts for some time before she seemed &asanna thought her wondrous
good at acting: either that or she was mad. Itheeh the beginning of their talking.
Rosanna tried to mimic her but rued the difficudfytaking her tongue to the back of
her throat, to utter any of the harsh words withdirl’s fluency.

‘Roanna,” Moorecke copiedher quite easily, arching her slender arm to
indicate where the sun rose in the east, and afiveked to the north, south where
Rosanna had seen two brolgas rise like kites dwestringy bark forests, and west
where later, the sun would drop into the sb#rado.’

Rosanna lies to Mrs Ashby. ‘I have never seen 8be will run a long way
and never come back. You have frightened her withr y\shouting. They are fey
people.” In the early years Father had been sehtt@mwork on other stations,
sometimes for a week or more and Moorecke’s pebpbtk camped closer to the
house. If the Blacks approached the house in daylijlish gave them tea and flour,
and they brought her wood, which they stacked agaive walls. Rosanna knew her
mother had feared they'd burn the house down amdpadrolled after dark, in a
heavy coat, carrying a loaded rifle. As a show wérgyth she had shot swamp
wallabies in the moonlight and cut them up for stBiish was as tough as a tanner
when protecting kin.

Mrs Ashby thrusts out her hand to clutch at RosaiW@l you return in the
morning to help me? | am stranded here and unawoest to this work. The

overseer’s slatternly Irish wife rarely gets oubefl to help me.’
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The woman must be daft, insensitive, to speakughs way to a girl from
Galway. ‘I might be leaving for Victoria.’

Mrs Ashby ignores this and sidles towards the wimddn any case, she is
gone, taken away this morning by the police andt@dd/ehl.” She looks out.

‘Oh the poor dear girl,, Rosanna laments.

‘Nothing could be done. She was quite hysteriaéthyf and tearing at her
hair. They have taken her to the asylum in Adelaide

‘| think my mother needs me.” Rosanna says, filketh uncertainty. She will
get into a muck more trouble because Eilish wilub&appy about the orphan girl.

‘I will ask my husband to speak with your fathei’look of distaste plays
across Mrs Ashby’s face as she lightly touches Ruosa soiled sleeve.

Rosanna rides through the late afternoon heat andlevs why she should
consider helping a strange woman and her baby.eBétt take Skelly to the
goldfields as she has promised. Wages might afferca coach from Portland. But if
she works for the English woman her parents willeheo know; they will forbid it.
Father will be furious that she rode so far on fercin the first place. Her head
muddles with conflicting thoughts. ‘Mother Mary nekne a better girl’, she moans
quietly. Every so often, she thinks of the Irishl ghackled in a wagon, travelling
across the mallee desert to the city.

On the far side of the swamp she slides off Luciied leads him to slurp
water at the reeds while she gathers swan eggspeaae her mother. It is a simple
matter to chase the pen off the nest. Leaving séeggs behind, just as Moorecke
has taught her, Rosanna backs away. The cob ttressathe water, hissing fiercely
at her, wings outstretched, feet ready to clutahbaek if she turns. Lucifer throws
back his head and whinnies, dropping his head wtha water. The swan skids to a
stop, bugling like an infantryman. Rosanna quickiyunts.

On the spine of the ridge and near the caves trsehmicks. Two swan eggs
catapult from her bonnet and crack open at his fdest front hoof pulverises the
shells. ‘Such waste, now.” Swinging his gre#&iin against a tree, he kicks out again.
Rosanna sits down hard in the saddle. When shs lesek to run her hands over his
rump, he dances, jumps. Her hand is sticky, wet bibod. He has cut himself. ‘By
the deer, you're a wild one.” What will Edwin say?
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XI: An Offer of Employment

At dusk, Rosanna rides into the yard, her hair masiith on her shift and swinging
a bonnet full of swan’s eggs yet no more mutintas tif she has been to the pond to
catch little crayfish for their dinner. She smilshem and shimmies off the horse to
pass the eggs. Skelly knows Mother plies her rosaty his sister takes notice. It is
not for lack of seeing that Rosanna is in troubl@o soon they hear the clatter of
horses telegraphing Edwin’s and Father’s return.

Mother spits at Rosanna, ‘I have been been wosigdabout you. Hush up
now. Your father is home.’

‘I'm truly sorry.” Rosanna trails her mother as sherks, picking up the
babies who push at her like puppies. ‘Sometiméinktl am dying. My head is full
of bad things.’

‘Hold your tongue, you foolish girl; it is a mortain you’ll be committing.’
She squeezes her hand. ‘You're not dying, youchfin.’

Rosanna bites her lip.

Edwin has brought home a leg of mutton tied to daddle rolls. Mother
breaks the intact swan eggs over a feed of potatodise camp oven. Hugh and
Blinnie act as lively as chickens, after their Iafternoon sleep. Holding Hugh high
in his arms, Father fills the doorway, bending éarsh out love in Eilish’s face. He
kisses her like a drowning man, and then turnsigamldest daughter, plucking her
hand and holding it hard against his chest.

‘Have you been helping your mother?’ He pulls hieser. Like a collared
dog, she ducks her head against his.

Eilish inserts herself between them, pushing hegbeer aside. ‘Garrick, go.
Blather with the little ones. Rosanna and | havekwo do.’

Skelly thinks the worst is over. Unless Father sateethe grog. Through the
door, he can see the men belting fleas from thexidimg spread across the hitching
rail. He surreptitiously watches Rosanna pour wiiten the jug into the bowl on the
box between their beds, and turning her back tdwaasl change her shift. How thin
she looks. He has found the green dress that Maotlagle for her birthday, torn to
pieces and stuffed behind the piss pot under teals. First he arranged it on his
pillow and made a sketch of Rosanna wearing ipiee$he became so sad. Then he

returned it to its place.
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At table, Rosanna is quiet, jumpy and watches @rerySkelly turns the back
of his spoon over the sweet curve of precious afgidOne day he will leave home
and become a famous artist. And he will draw gihgins— whenever he pleases.

Edwin begins to tap his spoon on the tabletop, ljust Father when he is
simmering over something. ‘Rosanna, how is my Hirse asks.

‘He is better every day. The leg is not warm. ThelBng is down. Not one
girth gall.” Rosanna licks her lips, and stareBatempty plate.

‘| thought to ride him in the steeplechase on Sktyrl am set on it.’

‘I know it.” She lifts her eyes reluctantly. ‘He'lie fine Edwin, | swear by my
Granny, who is in her grave.’

‘Well what would the sticky mess on his backsideten?’

Her eyes skim over her father’'s head. ‘I took iana little ride. Just some
light work. | saw a creature near the trees andob& fright and shied away. He
swung his backside into a tree.’

‘A creature?’

‘A native dog, maybe...like a yellow streak, at sfumdown. Big.’

‘For sure, it is a good story, Ro,” says Edwin. tBwu know most of the
dogs are dying.’

Rosanna bites her lip.

Father’'s face becomes severe. ‘By all that's h&gwin, I'm surprised to
hear you gnashing into your sister, after todaylentés.” They fall into an
uncomfortable silence. What has Edwin done thig®m

It is just the older ones around the small dedetabdwin, Rosanna, Skelly,
Mother and Father. Edwin and Skelly begin a dissewabout a dead rat that Skelly
has found on the step. Rosanna shudders, pushirsgooé in, as she begins to gather
up the plates. Hair snarls at the nape of her nebkre she has hastily washed.

‘Rosanna,’ says her father. ‘Don’t be long fussihgiant to hear about your
grand ride.’

Her eyes shimmer with nerves. Skelly begins a gafroless with his father
at the table. All the while he places the worn waro@ieces on the board, he watches
Rosanna crouched on the step, washing crockerysiAlneaks against the pan.

‘Take care. We have no more plates.’ Eilish lookseasy, stealing glances at

her husband as she shifts Blinnie onto her shoulser kisses her small cheek.
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Rosanna bends over the steaming tub, nose tiltetrils flaring like an animal in
gun sight. When Father calls her she ducks her agaidhe pulls hard on her mouth
and she skitters by his chair to wipe down theetabl

‘Sit,” he bellows. ‘Tell us where you've been orthorse today.’

‘Leave it. She’s been helping me since then.” Motkeows about drink
talking, after living in a public house.

‘Why do you defend her when she’s in the wrong?’

‘I don’t want a scrimmage in my kitchen, with Skelecovering and your
daughter tired.’

Edwin fiddles with papers and tobacco. He has lesting for such a scene,
Skelly knows: Rosanna, too. Father hauls on thesdme more, digs his heels in
hard. Skelly makes a foolish move and loses higguEather sweeps up the pieces
with his calloused hand. Rosanna is taking it hard.

Mother wants it over. ‘Garrick, leave her. Shadit ride out again, unless she
asks. Will you now?’ she demands, turning to hergtiéer.

Father rolls his shoulders back, raises his glasexamine his drink, and
places it down again. Leisurely, he fixes his pifp¢ave you not heard, Eilish?
Rosanna hasn’'t enough to do at home. She’s wamtorg with Jane Ashby. Tell
your mother the truth now and none of your lies.’

‘It isn’t exactly true. She was sick. She fell downthe yard and | couldn’t
leave her.’

It is like watching clouds pass over Eilish’s fa&kelly thinks: heavy ones,
lighter ones, then, glimmering sunlit ones.

‘What were you doing at the Big House? Is Mrs Aslall right? And the
baby?’

‘She’s fine.” Rosanna throws back her head. ‘Ambl.. | do want to work
for her. | could ride over in the mornings, withtfke and Edwin. Come back when
they finish. I am old enough. She is offering wages

‘Now, Eilish, you see how it is.” Father stareschat Rosanna. ‘l am to send
my own daughter to Uncle William’s cabinr to slave for his wife.’

‘I want to go. Skelly can help here. He is mostlglvenough and careful. If
only you would let me.” Skelly loses sympathy foodanna and glares at her. She

storms to her feet, twisting the end of her plathviner fingers.
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‘| hate it here,” she says, all stinging vehemence

Father takes it personally. ‘Isn’t it enough thalin and | toil to put food in
your mouth, and to save for land of our own ... adléwe’ve been through?’

‘I'll run then, right away. I'll ask the priest thnd a place for me, in the city
with all those orphans.” Skelly sees that she bagotten her promise to take him to
the gold.

‘It's not the city needing orphans,’ says Eilishnfess you've taken a fancy to
living in the Poor House or the asylum. They're laing sent to the country, into
service.’

‘Mrs Ashby has no help in the house.’

‘What can have happened to the overseer’s littfe?ti

‘The police took her away to the asylum in Adelaitrs Ashby says they
tied her to the cart.’

Eilish stays Rosanna with her hand. ‘Oh Mary, MotbfeGod, the poor girl.’

‘Rosanna, help your mother, now. Forget about thlels.’

Eilish grips Rosanna’s hand tighter and turns tohusband. ‘Did | not help
my mother working in the bar? | raised our passBgsanna can earn money to help
us buy land.’

‘And what would she know about the kind of servibe Ashbys would
expect. You'd be laying her open to criticism.’

‘She’s as good as anyone, and bright. Don't frighter.’

Rosanna flounces from the table and uses a clolift the heavy kettle of
boiling water from the fire. Edwin lights his pipksans back against the wall and
winks at his brother. Skelly knows that he is awdldased by this turn of events. He
is glad to see Rosanna drawing heat, instead of fumonce. She goes back to
washing pots. Skelly notices that she has broughtctucifix threaded on velvet
ribbon around her neck to her mouth, and is bitdogvn on it while she beats the
water with the soap holder.

‘Rosanna.” Mother raises her voice. Rosanna liits head, deliberately
placing her hand against the hot water kettle. [8blds Eilish’'s gaze. Tears spill
down her mother’'s cheeks. Rosanna waits with pseveatisfaction for fierce pain
to fill her eyes. She lifts her injured hand. Theamtinues washing. Before he rolls

his eyes and takes himself outside, Edwin kissesriother, and strokes her hair.
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Skelly cannot bear to watch Rosanna a minute lorgel skedaddles after his
brother into the yard where Edwin is rubbing fomedling salve into Lucifer’s back.

‘Will you be racing him on Saturday, Edwin? If leefull recovered?’

‘| shall do that, God willing.’

‘Where is the race?’ Skelly leans forward to patifer, who nuzzles in his
pocket.

‘At MacDonnell Bay. The steeplechase is my bestnchato win a few
sovereigns.’

‘What will you do with the money?’

‘Invest it in my business carrying goods to the laayg back, as well you
know.’

‘Do you suppose Lucifer can win?’

Edwin looks disconsolate. ‘I sure could use the eypif he did.’

‘Why is that, then?’

Edwin is rubbing tenderly; the horse’s coat gleam&l Father not say?’

‘Nil. Not a word.’

‘I had such bad luck; just when | saved enough mdoe a cart and near
enough for a pair of bullocks. | was mustering arobcattle along the ridgetop. All
of a sudden they charged and broke the line. Mihtdigd-Mighty Ashby, more-n-
likely, set them off himself. Two dead. The pepnadtto come from my wages.’

‘By the crass, Edwin. That is hard on a man.’

‘Then, when | had to butcher them up for the Bigubt® kitchen, not a shin
bone did he offer a poor lad trying to make his waljfe.’

‘You should not complain. Every day things happeryou that are better
than my dreams.’ If only Edwin would talk to Fathabout taking him boundary
riding.

‘Lucifer’s the best horse in the district. Even @amn the poet says so. I'm
thinking | might sell him for a lot of money,’ safswin.

‘I wish | could help you in your business.You're lscky, Edwin.’

‘I am, and I'm Irish.” Edwin lifts his eyebrow inifideliberate way.

Skelly laughs. ‘We’re all Irish but we don't feeldky like you. Rosanna tore
up her best dress. Did you ever hear of such g®hin

Edwin sweeps his hand down Lucifer’s hocks andhbwse sidesteps. ‘Get

out of the way Skel, or he’ll step on you.’
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Skelly sighs. ‘Can | come on Saturday?’

‘I'll see about that.’

Skelly is tired and bothered by mosquitoes. A l@us swelling behind his
knee. At least his feet have healed since his teatke cave. Inside he finds Eilish
holding Hugh over a bowl of steam. The boy barkd #mows his head like a seal
pup. Rosanna is nowhere to be seen. He crawldedaand pulls a blanket over his
head, longing to scratch at his bites. When he Nths, Eilish made mittens to
prevent him drawing his own blood. He hears Fathesing his voice in the next
room, Mother arguing as much as she dares, andrdiassto pick out words over
Hugh'’s wails and noisy exhalations at the steamlbow

‘Garrick, | can’'t hold her, not lately. She’s gotna in her brain. | fear for
her.’

Father snorts. ‘Back home, what would we do? Walke ther to the sisters in
Loughrea. Let them thrash a bit of sense into her.’

Skelly is suddenly afraid for his sister. But theme no nuns here. Only
Father Woods. It would not be deemed proper for tartake her, although Skelly

thinks she’d like it; Rosanna says that the piigegbrgeous.

XIl: Rosanna Conceives of a Plan
Hugh worms under Skelly’s blanket, murmuring andee#ing. He smells of
camphor, garlic and eucalyptus. ‘Tell about Cucim/lzhe little boy begs.

‘What about Maeve?’ Sometimes Cuchulain is too miactSkelly, so strong
and brave, leaping like a salmon at the throati®fememies. Rosanna has a better
chance of being a hero than Skelly. ‘Maeve washtrst of the King of Ireland’s six
daughters. She could take any man she wantedhertdausband.’

‘Like Rosanna?’

‘Not quite. Rosanna lives in South Australia, whénere is no one good
enough for an Irish princess.’

Hugh giggles. ‘I will marry Rosanna, when | am grow

Skelly kisses his forehead. Emotion catches ab#uoé of his throat. At night,
his spirits drop like kestrels upon some worrisotheught he has put aside in
daylight hours. Now he has a new fear, fuelled tsyféther’s strictness. If he’ll not
let Rosanna work at the Big House, will she runyathis time? It isn’t a good story

but the worst of bad ones. Surely to God, Fatheod8awill not act the liberator, for
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he is also a friend to Father. Skelly stills hinisgitil he can hear his own breathing,
which he fears will stop when he least expectssitife just a kind of dream? He
touches the part of him which is most responsiveer falls asleep, filled with
mortal dread.

An owl wakes him. ‘Boo-book, boo-book.” Dainty bres push the calico at
the window, lift Blinnie’s hair. She murmurs in hskeep. Mary, Mother of God
Rosanna’s bed is still empty. He is always afraidhfer. He calls on the man above.
He holds his breath while he listens to the owl Hresnorting of the horses. Warm
air presses down on him. He tosses, dreams g §tHets awake again. And he stirs
when Rosanna pushes in beside him, smelling ofcobhmpainted on her face to
drive away mosquitoes. In the moonlight he cantlsaeshe has tried to rinse off the
black marks but they have streaked.

‘Skelly, alannahh | love you so much,’ she whispers in his eashs carried
away with drink? The smell exudes from her poré® as tied a rag around her left
hand, and winces when he moves against her.

He lifts it gently, as he would a dog’'s paw. ‘| rember how you hurt your
hand,” he says reproachful.

‘I burnt it.’

‘But you promised...’

‘Shut it, you great ...’

‘Did Mrs Ashby really ask you to work at the statibouse?”’

‘She did, Skelly.’

‘What was it like there?’

‘It's a fancy house. A lot of rooms for only twoqqae and a baby.’

‘Are you very sad that you can’'t go?’

‘I'll go, whether they like it or not.’

‘Where have you been just now?’

‘I went to the pond. Edwin left me a little drop thle doings. | think he was
sorry, the trouble being entirely his fault. Mocke heard the birds and came to me
where | was sitting on the stones, dabbling my feehe water. A great moon as
pearly as the inside of an oyster shell lit evanglup as bright as day. Do you think
it is the same moon, Skelly, as the one in Woodford

‘I'm thinking it is, but it seems unlikely.’
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She laughed. ‘I wish | was Edwin riding out on Lfeciwhenever he wants.
Some days | think I'll turn into a lunatic, stagtimg dirt and run at the walls, take all
my clothes off and fall down screaming.’

Skelly jabs her in the ribs. ‘They’ll be taking yta the Adelaide asylum, to
be with all the other mad girls.’

‘Oh you.” She ribbed him back. ‘Moorecke lit aefiand we smacked down
little pond crayfish on hot rocks. They were cookecho time. | brought two home
for Mother.’

‘Why do you hate it here with us so much?’ Ske#lglé overwhelmed by her
sadness. Is it a kind of cleverness? He can readasewell as she can, but Rosanna
always knows what to do: since they first came s run barelegged in the bush,
and brought home wonderful surprises. She knowsutaback-salting eels and
smoking them on leaf-strewn coals beneath thegstrimarks, about turning them
until the oil runs into the heads- smoking ducks toe— and hunting lizards. She
knows how to steam a long-necked tortoise and hidea. And she is beautiful. Is
that why Father keeps her close at home? She samalidastes like honey. Adult
breaths are reeky with tobacco, bad teeth, and grawpt Rosanna’s. Her breath is
always sweet; her skin always warm and smooth.isSags brown as a mulatto.

‘It is because | don’t belong here.’

‘Why not?’

‘I was born in another country and | remember itny dreams.’

‘But | was too, Rosanna. Tell about Ireland again.’

‘We came in a ship, just Eilish and Father, and iBdamd me.’

‘And me, Rosanna.’

‘And you, of course. | was just making sure thatl yemembered. After we

landed at Portland, in the colony of Victoria, Msl#oy met us— he'd been buying

cattle— and he took us on a ferry across the river. Themdart over the border.’
‘Was it a big river?’
‘I don’t know if it were as big as the Shannonwis wider than the River
Rossmore. There were high cliffs beside it and ssrd at the mouth. Mr Ashby and

Father swam new cattle across. They rode togetieitadked about the wages and
the work.’

‘Were you afraid you would sink?’
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‘I was. The water was dark and dirty, and it waereg way to the bottom.
Even though it was a cloudy day | saw eels and msatakes. After we were safely
on the other side, Father heard a story from Mrb&ghat once the ferry went down,
and all the people drowned. It chilled me to thaéab

‘Tell me again, about the murder.’

‘When Eilish heard that, | thought she would tuboat. Head straight back
to the port, and get on the next big ship for indlaShe was that frightened.’

‘Tell, tell.” Skelly hugs her close.

Rosanna drapes her arm around his shoulders aseskmss cheek. ‘Firstly,
there was a ship went down in the bay. It wedgext ¢ the reef. The captain
stopped on the boat to guard the stores, whilsthallpassengers were rescued in
lifeboats. Some ruffians from the station camengddown on their horses. They
rowed out in a little boat and slit the captairisotat with a razor. Like this.” Rosanna
slides her fingernails, along Skelly’'s neck, earear. ‘They stole money and
galloped away.’

‘What happened next?’

‘One of them went to jail. The other one took tladigeman’s gun, stole his
horse, and rode away.’

‘Did Father know those men?”’

‘Of course he didn’'t. We had only just arrived hetcolonies. Mother was
shaking and crying, wishing she was home agaimirvitlage’.

‘Tell me about Ireland again.’

‘I'm damned tired, Skelly. I'm going to sleep.’” Skesses his forehead and
wriggles out of his arms. ‘It is green.” She yawns.

‘Are there volcanoes?’

‘No.’

‘Caves?’

‘No.’

‘Wild animals?’

‘No.’

‘It doesn’t sound much good. What else did you gdhe pond?’

‘| listened to Edwin and Father, rowing.” She mowes head in the direction

of the window. ‘Father pushed Edwin in the chegg this.” She drums her finger
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into Skelly’s solar plexus. ‘Lurking about in th@oonlight, they were, like a pair of
great buffoons, and | heard them say my name.’

‘Tell me what they said.’

‘Shush now. | want to sleep.’

‘And if | stroke your head, what say you then?’

‘Great fools they are.’

Skelly reaches up to smooth her hair back from foezhead. It is her
favourite way to fall asleep.

‘| say, | have a plan. I'm going to Portland, be&fdram trapped by the wet,
when even Father Woods has trouble making his twaugh the swamps. Then T'll
travel on to Little Belfast, to Geelong, and to bmlrne. | don’'t know why we
bother with Adelaide at all; it is so far away frawerything.’

Skelly extends the sweep of his fingers from haktland tangled hair to the
hollows in her neck.

She flicks him off and rolls away. ‘I'll take youith me, Skelly, maybe not

straight away. Now shut it. Close your eyes.’

XXI11: | Only Knew One Poet in my Life
Edwin wakes Rosanna rudely hauling on her quilathiér says get up and help
before you go.’

‘Before | go where?’

‘To the Ashby’s. We need the money.’

Rosanna feels a stirring sense of injustice. Is tuhat they have been
fighting about the night before? Is she expectedlawe for nothing and hand over
her money, just like that?

By the time the sun throws pink rays over the eashdls, Rosanna rides
astride behind Father, skilly cake clutched in hand, Eilish’s plaid cloak tied
around her shoulders. Edwin and Father do not speathey canter up the slope
behind the house. But there is nothing uncommomnitatbat. It is a grand adventure
to be riding out with men and perhaps she will @fidvappiness. On the way to the
Big House she rejoices in every sound: the jingbhgpur and the creak of leather;
the clump of hooves over hollow earth; the slapeds on the horses’ necks; the
piercing scream of a swamp harrier attacking p8he imagines the hawk gliding

through pale grey skeins of clouds in the cardegl $ken returning to drop a

46



wriggling morsel into the beaks of its chicks wagfiin their platform nest above the
swamp.

At the station yards mucky with the prints of ha;s&arrick upright in his
saddle, all pride and assertion waits for WilliarshAly to come to him. Mr Ashby is
hunkered down beside a stockman carping with & atia slow fire and frying duck
eggs. Meanwhile, Rosanna slithers to the groundcluing her cloth bag and cloak.
When he stands up she sees that he is the gianthaih she saw on the white horse
the day she shot the bullock. He is taller tharh&atfair, like his wife, with a fine
blonde beard and anxious penetrating blue eyes.

‘Rosanna, you look a good strong girl and smadugh. My wife slept
poorly and is indisposed. On Friday house-guestgeafrom Melbourne. One is a
famous actor from the Melbourne Princess TheatheyTeave Little Belfast this
morning. Will you help her prepare any way that gan?’

She nods. She has never met an actor, only thgtedters and musicians
who frequented Walsh’s Inn. Tears of joy swamp déyes. Her life is opening out
like pig-face flowers in the sun.

As she moves towards the house she hears her faptervoiced,
remonstrating, ‘Just for the moment she can heisaRna will make right Edwin’s
loss of the cattle.” It is like a piece of grither eye.

From the back door, Rosanna hears the baby wailn@ storm and once
inside she scoops it up on her way to locate itshiglo Mrs Ashby’s face is pale and
piteous— peevish, Rosanna thinks, like a survivor of a whgek, bobbing on the
surface of her high bed, in a froth of white quilt& jam preserving pan lies beside
the huon-pine chest. Jars of smelly creams andamgupot pourri, and lavender
water, commingle their scents with the pervasieach of vomit. The room smells
like an old biddy’'s breast. Mrs Ashby impressesRmsanna the urgent need for the
house to be set to rights by Friday when the hqasts will arrive from Melbourne.

If Rosanna can clean the house, including the &itabut-house, and bring the baby
in for feeds, her mistress will rest a further @and then, recovered or not, she will
do her duty. While Rosanna jiggles the baby andhgsvher head about in curiosity,
Mrs Ashby composes a great long list of chorestaed, eyes beseeching, subsides
upon the pillow.

a7



‘Don’t break things, for it is hard to replace tmen such a place as this.
She turns her face to the wall.

Rosanna imagines her composing a letter to henyaiite Irish serving girl
has cracked the vegetable tureen and is workingwssr through the entire dinner
service. Scarcely worth keeping for wages. Thereoihope for me in this God-
forsaken place. | daresay you are heartily sick h#aring my grievances
Nevertheless, Rosanna feels optimistic; she haemicut to meet her fate; she has
left the stultifying boredom of her own house ahdres; the English baby is curled
against her neck and gently snuffling. Her profferi$ about to begin.

Mrs Ashby remains in bed the entire morning. ORosanna has fed the
baby and changed his linen, he falls asleep. Shibscthe kitchen table and stews
green apples for his dinner. She stokes up theezagopd boils the vomity sheets and
towels that she finds lying putrid in a basketrst bedroom door. Even this can’t
dampen her mood. It is a grand house and Rosackkegats surfaces with damp
cloths and enthusiasm. Mr Ashby and the Lynch nearehidden out and won'’t be
back ’til dusk. Holy Mother of God, she hopes tivdt Ashby will soon forgive
Edwin and that she can pocket her own money, leaat a bit of it.

The house is almost silent, apart from yellow-thitdgack cockatoos gnawing
and scraping their beaks on the wooden shutterat\Whmess they make and she
will have to clean it up. She beats her knucklgl@window then she hears a faint

sound. Is the baby wailing again? Why doesn’t tbeman feed it herself?

It is not the baby crying but Mrs Ashby, who hasem and is sobbing her heart out
over a photograph. House silver is strewn acraosslthing table. She thrusts a cloth
into Rosanna’s hand and runs from the room. Whateawrong? Rosanna bends to
her task, rubbing the black stains from the findecy until it gleams. She sees
herself indistinct but eminently present in the ®wf the largest spoons. When she
looks up she is also present in the mirrors ofrtisewood sideboard and the marble-
topped credenza by the bay window. If she livedhis house, she would check
herself a hundred times a day. Then she would Koowsure that she existed.

It puzzles Rosanna that Mrs Ashby is so unhappyoddh the window she
can see the great red gums and the house catdmgriaeneath a mottled sky. She
holds a spoon against her cheek and sighs, the@pit and polishes some more.

Does Mrs Ashby have the longing for another couhts/she not happy in her big
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station house with her husband, who is arrogantikeitas not, kind to someone of
his own class. Everything in the house is elegénis a mansion stuffed with
beautiful things: furniture, cloths, china, silvend polished wood. There is meat
aplenty. The cellar holds flagons of port wine, drukes and tins of every kind of
provision. Has Mrs Ashby’s white skin soured likélkmin the hot sun, her body
shrunk from feeding her baby? Rosanna imaginesabfa fine lady, a pastoralist’s
wife, riding out on her horse each day. Preparorghbuse parties is the only work
she would do.

For the rest of the afternoon she labours overtsraed pickle jars, tureens
and vegetable platters. She lays her head on tile tand stares dreamily at her
reflection in the polished surface of a silver ®amoticing that she has touched her
face and blackened it. ‘Look at you,” she mouthas,dour and privileged as the little
Queen of England, sitting on a balloon-backed ¢haisuch a grand palace’. What
would she be doing, back in Galwayhelping in Walsh’s bar, getting married? She
is, after all, seventeen. Seven years she hasibeedle. It is such a thrilling word:
exile. It is not a word that Father likes for itsent’ he hears, not ‘intent’ and ‘went’.

‘Exile! Don’t be blathering, Rosanna. It is a neife lwe are making for
ourselves,’ Eilish had berated her once, ‘and noentiban a calculation. You make
us sound like the Israelites rushing across the &l We more resemble geese,
flying to all the corners of the Earth, with a kinticompass in our hearts. When the
wind is right, and the seasons have turned, therdt prosperous flocks will fly
home. People have been doing it for centuries. My dather went regular to
England for work, cutting the harvest. And his atoes came from Wales to mine
the iron.’

‘Why do you fill the child’s head with such nonsengilish?’ Father had
said.

‘And what of your mother's name ... Spain? I'll wageer family did not
come from Peking,’ Eilish had retorted.

‘I'll not be going back. We are family enough oar@wn.’

‘Garrick, no.” Eilish kissed her cup and offerednéirto him. ‘We left our
dead behind. Pitched like sea biscuits in the Ptmuse ditches and under the yew
tree in the church graveyard beside our inn. Dony@iuremember how | visited them

every day?’
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The kookaburras had started up as Father stormay aleng the pathway to
the creek.

‘Shut up your gobs, you heathen jackasses,” Edwh ellowed from the
rough bush table where he worked plaiting leatHer grinned at his sister. ‘Exile!’
he ragged.

‘I had to bring your father away. People were dyifglish said. ‘Now he is
hard on himself and on everyone around him.’

‘He doesn't like to talk about dying, Mother. Itnsorbid.’

‘It is exile then, if we don’t bring the memory of ourade | like to think of

them, especially Granny Walsh.’

‘Rosanna,” Mrs Ashby admonishes her from the d&iop your dreaming. |
am feeling better now and there is so much workgaone, | dare not think on it.’
Slight and bony as a bird cage, Mrs Ashby is swggin her feet again.

‘Are you wanting me to come?’ Rosanna looks helleat the unfinished
silver.

‘No, | am recovered. Thank you. | will bake the eakPlease clear away the
silver before you go to the stables at five o’cloBkit first, gather me some eggs.
Hurry, | had quite forgotten about them, and thely e ruined by the crows, or
lifted by black hands. Why it is only a week sint@at girl absconded with my
Sussex.’

Rosanna hurries to the nests beneath the treessurhdips in the west; the
hens squabble as they roost. Every day wil be adgday now she decides as she
prances between fallen perches like a sword dafidenk before you go flying off,’
is what Eilish always says. Rosanna gathers tweggs in her hat and tries not to
think at all. She sinks them in a pan to test tlfi@shness. Only three float. Mrs

Ashby is a small soft woman. She could not harm idoke.

XIV: A House Party and all Manner of Diversions

Each morning, without complaint, Rosanna lifts ierary body from her bed and

swings up onto the horse behind Edwin or her fatioeithe ride to the Ashbys.
‘Perhaps it will be the making of her,” she ovenseaer mother telling

Father. ‘Work brings a kind of happiness.’
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Although she feels too tired to plot right now, dies not given up on the
idea of running away. She will not wait long. Theblg is needy. Mrs Ashby is polite
enough as she begins the great preparations fevdbkend’s house guests. Rosanna
runs ragged fetching and carrying: linen from tsin& make up beds; bacon and
cheese from the cellar to the pantry. She sweastbe blazing fire, turning sides of
beef in the roasting pans, cutting and mincing,akliveg and rolling, working knobs
of suet into weevilly pastry until her arms achd &er body slumps.

On Friday she waits as usual in the stable forfarer. Next week he and
Edwin will camp away for several days and nightd &osanna must find her own
way home. Taking up her mother's shawl she shapemound her head and
shoulders lying full length on the stable floor.eShkes the smell of hay and
liniment. A small bat swings from the joists, itangs folded around its body.
Rosanna feels like the bat, in her shawl, toestpdinstaring up at the inky sky:
suspended in time. She does not want to fall askeagpsome part of her seems to
know that Edwin and Garrick will not return for heuand Mrs Ashby, pressed and
stressed by the demands of hospitality, is notrégponsibility. That is the beautiful
thing about being Irish, she decides. Mrs Ashbyhocapush her.

While the sky turns oyster dark she thinks of Quaim slinging stones—
killing Maeve’s pet bird and her marten nestling lwer shoulder. Even then things
were hopeless. And remembers Eilish’s stories alfmite’s gifts: embroidery,
chastity and hunting through the night. What casd®dma’s gift be? She draws her
arm across her eyes. Is it nodding off that setdipg twitching, turn her limbs to
liquid, cause her to hopelessly flip her hand Bkkooked fish against her thigh? Do
dreams keep her alive- being the only vivid parts of her life?

When she hears the clatter of hooves outside thklestshe starts and
clambers up the ladder into the hayloft where sire safely observe the horses and
their riders. Through a small wall aperture big wgtofor a rifle barrel she sees that
it is not Edwin and Garrick come to collect her lbab strange men, one tall and
thin, the other small and plump, and that they haw@e some distance: foam sets
like chantilly around their horses’ mouths. The nhead their mounts down to the
swamp to drink, walking like pregnant women, li§fitheir heavy legs from the hips
and clumping their feet down. Baby on her hip, Mehby appears at the gate. Will

she send them on their way and return to sippingeita by the fire, loaded gun at
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her side. She has told Rosanna how she shudderstaies told by the Arthur
brothers, and the Leakes, their homes attackedargudingBooandik

When the men return they spring forward and hb&ldate for her, remove
their hats and point away down the track to PunadRizading to Nelson. Hand
outstretched, Mrs Ashby directs them to the stalitlesn takes her hand to her
forehead. Is she perpetually giddy? Rosanna cemuchthe semi-darkness listening
to snippets of conversation wafting to her in thi la spring cart and a broken axle,
not far, south. One of the men will take fresh Bero Mr and Mrs Brigstock, who
wait resting beneath a river gum. Men will ride eairly in the morning and repair
the wheel. The other man, eyebrows meeting likeisgicaterpillars in the middle
of his forehead, clutches his belly and shakedhé&l. He rushes towards the privy.
Mrs Ashby disappears into the house.

The taller man leads the horses towards the staRtesanna darts away from
the aperture. His boots crunch on the compactdaflestimor and leather creaks as he
secures the horses and removes their saddles &itthéng rails. ‘Alright. Wait.’
The horses thrust their heads towards the lofttestdoy the smell of chaff and he
climbs the ladder. She shrinks into the shadowssinf) her eyes while he sweeps
hay into his arms. On his second climb, she snddl®mp wool, perspiration, and
tobacco. To her surprise he suddenly crossesdbe pushing back her head with his
hand. She opens her eyes in fright to find himirsglamto her face. Even in poor
light she notices his well-shaped head and delieatires. How can a tall man be so
pretty? Will he hurt her? He lowers his head andges his lips against hers. Her
mouth responds to the strange warmth of an uneggekiss. Why had she not
screamed— immediately? She imagines Mrs Ashby slapping hed hacross the
face. Or Father. The man’s hands smooth her Ste.pushes hard against his chest.

‘If my father were here he would knock you dowshe hisses, struggling to
stand up.

He laughs. ‘What is his name?”’

‘Garrick Lynch.’

‘I am rehearsing a play about a Lynch father amsdsbn. | play the son.’

‘And why wouldyou be taking the part of a Lynch? I'm sure that yoowk
nothing about them.” She brushes down her dress.

‘The play was written by Mr Edward Geoghegan, rishinan.’
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‘I don't believe you.’

He raises his eyebrows. As soon as she has letdtas go, Rosanna wishes
she hadn’t. It is not her place to argue with Asghgsts.

‘They are Irish Lynches— the father and his son, in the play,’ the actgssa

‘I am an Irish Lynch, from Galway.’

‘Then it is fair that | show you the play for MreBghegan tells me that it is
based on a Galway story. Would you like to seepthgscript?’

‘I would.’

It is a raw feeling to look up at a grown man am@ snoonlight dancing
through the dormer window onto the tiny yellow Baspiled against his collar, to see
him looking back at her, his fingers all the whiteoving in delicious rhythmic
motion on the inside of her wrist. Over her heatlshe hears the plonking sounds
of frogs. Oh it would not do, if Father came now.

‘Can you read, then?’ he asks.

‘I can, of course,” she throws at him. ‘I know albbdhe abolition of slavery
everywhere in the British Empire excepting Irelaabput the Zulu War, and the
Afghan War as well.” Her eyes shy away from hisutiéal teeth, the white of his
collar. ‘Say that you will read me some, tomorrowoh. If you want to know
anything about me | will tell you.” She sounds madnnered, desperate, a boundary
rider’s silly girl.

‘I will bring the play here tomorrow.” He backswio the ladder.

Mr Ashby and his men arrive home and Father lifts&hna into the saddle behind
Edwin, who is always in a desperate hurry to gedyaw

‘Did you see a man, Edwin? Riding out when youerow?’ She stretches up
to shout into his ear.

Edwin grunts.

‘There were two men— the advance party of the Ashby’s house guest®’ Sh
says ‘house guests’ like an incantation. ‘Theit baoke down.” The sky is clear and
cloudless; the Pleiades sparkle over the volcahao men rode ahead. One of them
was ill. The other is aactor.’

Edwin snorts. ‘Aractor’’

‘What do you suppose an actor looks like?’She teadter fingers to her lips.
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‘He’d be a great lunk of a man with a red cravat a beauty spot.’

Rosanna laughs.

‘He’d have a massive chest like Lucifer and myghings. And he’d be full of
horse droppings.” Edwin rises in his stirrups, &eahs forward to pat his horse’s
neck as he urges him over the rise. ‘All right ohey] we’re almost home.’

‘Edwin, | don’t mind going to the Big House at.all

‘Well stop blathering and tell me about Lucifebid you look to him before
you left home this morning?’

‘He’s full recovered. It was nothing just a wee graze on his rump. Felt like
a mosquito bite to him.” Rosanna warms her has@i@WEdwin’s coat and croons,
‘Edwin, alannahh,! could ride him tomorrow; there’s a ladies raderaluncheon.
Remember you told me that | might, that day we g@thgwordfight among the
grasstrees.’

‘My boots need cleaning. I've been chasing Ashbytleathrough the
swamps.’

Father draws close.

‘I will do everything you say, if you let me ratshe says. As they turn the
horses south to face the sea, salt wind stings thees. ‘And Lucifer is grand.
Didn’t the poet make you an offer for him after last race?’

‘You're not thinking to sell that horse, man?’

‘I don’t want to, Father, but | might need money.’

Rosanna rests hard up against Edwin’s shouldemeg lurch to a stop
beneath the wattles. ‘If only | could buy him witty wages.’

Her father turns to dress her down. ‘By the holygifi and Saint Patrick,
what wouldyou be doing with a stallion? Shut your flighty gobgdago inside to help
your mother. Edwin and I will tend to the horsesilyou’ve learned some sense.’

‘But what about the race?’ Rosanna gathers hewlsés@und her shoulders,
and savages him with a look.

‘Go inside. Edwin needs to stop lommicking abood anaking promises he
can't afford to keep. If it weren't for your gregtamogof a brother living so hard,
bringing trouble on all of us, you wouldn't be glay at the Ashbys; you'd be
helping your mother at home until you marry.” Hagkes into his pocket and takes
coins from a leather pouch. ‘Take your earnings gind them to Edwin. The only

racing he’ll be doing tomorrow is past the debtexibr.” Rosanna fingers the shape
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of the coins, then dismounts, before she flingsntla¢ Edwin, and turns on her heel

for the house. They rile her when she can leastdts it.

XV: Race Day

The sky breaks open the colour of eggshells wdkk cclouds looming on the
horizon. The season will break, perhaps today.w@ep of chill wind shepherds his
sister from the privy, along the walls of the hauSeested pigeons rattle beside the
path where they sit like pomaded Chinese gentleiméangerine slippers. Even the
birds know that Rosanna is out of sorts: her maogray as the morning ash that she
carries in a metal bucket to the toilet pit. Shayngo to the races to buy fresh
produce for Eilish from the carts, but is forbidd®nharangue Edwin about riding
Lucifer.

Skelly watches her sullen efforts to make purctas¢he day: pulling on her
second-best gown, braiding her hair and fasteringth a bodkin at the nape of her
golden neck, attaching Granny Spairgladdaghbrooch between the tips of her
starched linen collar. Blacking polish used on Edsvboots rims her fingernails
and stains the palms of her hands. Happily, Motherspare Skelly too, for Hugh is
well again and Blinnie has cut her tooth. As healedi his sketchbook into his
knapsack, he stares back at the house with alieitiinties. Rosanna’s intensity
wounds him. In his mind’'s eye, he paints the blod meat-fat yellows of bruises
beneath his skin.

Single file they follow théboreenover dips and rises to the bay, the mood of
the group subdued. Edwin makes no comment abouifdrisc tail, plaited and
threaded with coastal daisies. Skelly carries thégavater bag, a pumpkin, and jute
sacks for Eilish’'s produce and he sticks like ar horRosanna’s unresponsive back.
His sister slouches on Glorvina, a mare of tweptychased because she was solid
and reliable enough to be left at home for Eilislhe event of an emergency. In the
early days they had lived in terror of emergenciékalf way to the shore Lucifer
spins about, nipping the mare on the shoulder.s§heals, splays her legs and drops
her head to mouth the wound.

Rosanna raises her crop to him. ‘What’s got into, you useless thing?’ The
sea breeze catches her scarlet petticoat, expd®ngatched stockings. Edwin
whistles in his irritating way, in much the sameywaat he taps his foot beneath the

card table; he is focused on his race-plan. Seags dgo he had ridden to the bay,
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ostensibly to sell his skins, but at the same timkelp the other men who frequent
Miss Lallah’s to clear away the bush, using rogesdt up fallen logs as jumps, to
build a dry-stone wall at the half-way point of th&ce circuit, and to mark a
finishing-line. It is only a picnic race meetingyt Skelly has heard from his father
that the stewards have raised eighty sovereignthésteeplechase and that the poet
will ride a young horse named Ivanhoe.

They cut across the point and around the last carvéhe track to the bay.
Alongside them surf crashes against the rocks; wsjrdys them with salt. Skelly
ignores the pitying glances of the lady-folk asythde in. Edwin stalks away to take
a drink, perhaps to lay a wager with his friendarn@here Miss Lallah dispenses
punch from her cart in front of a pair of spindlyndblown trees. Skelly finds a log
on which to sit and watch the men sauntering pakbeoughbred marked for sale.
At the same time he keeps an eye on Rosanna. Wsgs#d her dark hair and she
pushes it from her face to glare at Skelly, theRdwin and his friends. He sketches
her woman’s shape as she leans her hip up agaieget’s side to plait his mane.
He supposes that her eyes are casting aroundédast#ition party, hoping that they
will offer her French wine and snipe pie! Skellynaices the fine hats and elegant
habits of the ladies, the way they strike light mghon the ground. And he imagines
theirthdins round as wombat heads, beneath their habits.

Rosanna looks redder than her dress, he decideslySher heart must be
smarting at being denied a chance at the saddite pffered to the winner of the
Ladies Race. She feeds Lucifer a coddly apple,enbile adjusts his halter. He
refuses her, spraying skin and juid@ooandikpeople sit cross-legged under a stand
of trees, weaving rushes into baskets. Even wigspm-skin tied around her body,
Moorecke looks thin. Two of her cousins, coats dnag in the mud, cabbage-tree
hats askew, slide between the horses of their grapgdrom Curratum Station. Old
women, smouldering pipes resting in their stragiggards, sell boomerangs and
woven mats and baskets to passersby.

Father can be seen with a pannikin in his handcking back the raw liquid
he purchased fair and square, above Lallah’s m#kesiunter, and the policeman
from the Gambierton station stands nearby. Whehefaind Edwin return Rosanna
pounces. ‘Well, look at you both thinking you're gand. Leaving me here, like a

damned stable boy.” Her eyes flash up at Edwind ‘®ou put me down for the
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ladies’ race.” She leans up against Lucifer’'s wish@bstructing Edwin’s efforts to
tighten the girth strap.

‘Give over, Ro,” Edwin blusters, pushing her astdespring up into the
saddle.

‘I hope you’re enjoying yourself.” She folds hemes and digs her heels in.

‘Hold your tongue. Don’t shame us in front of thaten people.’

‘ShameWhat about your promise? | cleaned your boots.’

‘You won'’t get within a chaff bag of my horse theayvyou treated him you
cailleach You might have ruined his chances galloping almuthim before he’s
healed. Giving him a new injury to boot.’

‘And bad luck on the day I got a brother like you.’

Skelly sees that Rosanna is spoiling for a fightregah gum shoot strangled

by her family.

XXVI: The Turf Flies

Edwin rides away, shoulders hunched, canteringfeuto the starting line. Turning
up his collar against the cold Skelly follows him foot. The wind keens. Predacious
clouds threaten the day. At the starting line, adsame barrel-chested bay goes to
market, kicking out at a chestnut stallion pullimgp place behind him. They both
jump sideways, crashing into the judge’s dray, teciaty boxes and papers and
bumping an official as round as a scallion, dowrhanback in the mud. Unnerved
by the whinnying of the horses, the thump of theioves on the turf, and the grim
lines of the mouths of their riders, Skelly reteetd a safer observation place where
his father joins him.

The first jump is a fallen blue gum propped at end. The second, twenty
yards in front, a tea-tree brush fence bolsteredsdplings, while the third is the
stiffest jump of all: a dry stone wall, stacked lwlimestone to an alarming height.
Jesus, Mary and Joseph, if one of the horses tligkey’'ll all go to God in the
falling stones. But Lucifer will sail over the remang six. The poet rides away from
the saddling place, waving a dismissive hand akivakers as he passes. On the
starting line, lvanhoe, his horse and Lucifer mtygether like two boats in choppy
water at the dock.

‘Mr Gordon likes stiff timber,” Skelly murmurs. ‘Haon on that horse at

Guichen Bay, but | fancy Edwin’s chances.’
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‘Gordon will win,” says Father. ‘He is fearless.’

Edwin is just as reckless, Skelly thinks. Why stk Father believe in his
son?

‘I'll end up carrying the boy home.’ Father spigsmid makes to turn away. All
show for the Ashbys.

The starter’s flag cuts through the hazy afterncamg they're off. Edwin
takes the log easily, the horse stretched out lleraa like black silk as he pounds
towards the tea-tree brush. The poet, close bdhimdleans back in the saddle like
a lunatic swept into Hades, head thrown back inpg@suliar fashion, one hand
outstretched as if to balance the horse’s spitiresy his own. They wheel around
the trees, four horses bunched in the lead, thedsai the drumming hooves
drowning the crash of the surf. They soar over fmare jumps. The poet’s horse
moves out strongly, and then a length in front.

On the second lap the small crowd chants: ‘Gor@wordon. Bravo Gordon.’
But Lucifer looks steady, striding out with com@edase; he has not put himself out
yet, even for Edwin. Mr Gordon’s horse approacties gtone wall, a beat out of
rhythm. It hesitates, recovers, and throws itslb the ascent. The poet stands up in
his stirrups as the horse leaps. In mid-flight tbiyy the wall, setting off a cascade of
stones. Skelly’s fingers clasp his face in hortarcifer comes down behind Ivanhoe
like a dancer picking gaps between swords, leagsnalys, thrusting out his back
legs like a spring, and takes off again. Behirghrtha horse falls into the stones, its
squeal piercing the heavy thudding sound of hooVes. rider rolls to safety and
jumps to his feet, striking his whip against hidesin disappointment. Lucifer and
the poet’s horse tear down the straight neck acll,iewards the finish line. Lucifer
edges out in front and Father’s eyes well withgear

Lucifer wins by a nose. Grinning at Skelly Fathandes a proud jig on the
spot. The horses pull up yards past the line andskhdon reaches over to lay his
hand upon Edwin’s arm; then offers his hand to shakave they forgotten their
boxing match at Miss Lallah’s that Father saysstied in the horse trough? Gordon
rubs the twitchy bits of Lucifer’s ears ‘well done, old cock,” he says- and Skelly
suppresses a grin. The fallen horse is led limfriogn the track; the crowd remains,
subdued. Father tells Skelly later that Mrs Askisdains to shake Edwin’s hand,
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preferring a fainting fit. A Mrs Brigstock is anneced, from Punt Road, Melbourne,
who looks as solid as the Bank of England, andsbenough to do the honours.

Skelly runs to find Rosanna, cross-legged, and r@bsloin Moorecke’s
nimble fingers threading weaving reeds into thgpstfaa mat.

‘Lucifer won,” he shouts.

She tilts her face to the leaden sky. Moorecke vetbber in the side and
grins.

Edwin leads Lucifer past a gaggle of servant drdsn Sutton Town. Who is
the freckled white-faced girl who steps out to greien and pat his horse? Edwin
loops his hand through her arm and she laughs bpratOh there is no doubt about
it, Edwin is lucky. All rippling muscle and shiningpat, Lucifer picks his way back
along the hoof-carved track, shaking his head disttacted way. The end of a race
is nothing to a horse; all it wants is to stridéoothe beach, lunge into the water, and
swim powerfully past the breakers to the sand bar.

Father strides forward reaching for Lucifer’s gihis expression unreadable
until he leans forward to grasp Edwin by the sherddand kiss him on the mouth.
‘Good, Man. Begone now and deal with the moneyilemteeches.’

Edwin’s face works, and he wipes his eyes withlihek of his sleeve. He
steers his father away from the pale girl who #ddWith the sash of her blue dress
and prinks her hair with wet fingers. Father wadksund the horse, and praises him
as well. Edwin nods pointing in a careful way, tosBnna, now bent over a game of
cat’s cradle with her friend under the shelterh&f gums. They confer. Skelly strains
but is unable to hear their conversation over thedwThey straighten and nod.
Father claps Edwin on the back. He will agree tgtlang now it seems, on this
grand day for the Lynches.

He slaps the reins into Edwin’s hands and retreativin leads Lucifer
towards his sister. Stranded, the blonde girl sviser gimrackery ornamented
fingers and pivots her slippers in the mud. Shesuwn her heel throwing a backward
smile at Skelly. Her dainty skirt moves in two{p&rarmony over the gently
undulating ground. Skelly pulls his eyes awayiinetto withess Rosanna standing
up to her oldest brother, like a small bearded almager collar flipping in the wind,
her body angled towards him. Edwin dangles Lucsfegins behind him like a bribe,
and the horse, head down, is pulling. Suddenlyhinests the reins into Rosanna’s

hands.
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‘By all the swans on Lough Derg, Rosanna, pull gelfrtogether. I'll have
more than you think riding on this race, before $tarter drops his silk,” shouts
Edwin.

Rosanna glances across the track at the fancy theat Skelly is sure must
be the Ashbys’, and steps into Edwin’s hand to mo8he takes up the reins, and
lifts her head as if smelling the sea will clear‘More fool you then, you dirty
spalpeenShow some decency and get out of the way.’

Members of the Ashby house party cast oblique gsnno their direction,
enjoying the lIrish spectacle. When Edwin bends Horten the stirrups Rosanna
shatches the crop from between his teeth and tapsah with the tip. Skelly holds
his breath.

‘Edwin,” one of the racing men calls, and laughB.wager four sovereigns
on the little hoyden in the red dress.’ Fathertstiwards the pair of them.

But Rosanna is away and Edwin is not out of theryg@eag Woods yet. All
his life, Skelly has seen them going at each otlmere minute spitting and
screeching, the next larking and rolling in thedagrass beside the pond. Intent on
winning, Edwin’s emotions rush through him like atec storms. And Rosanna is
never happy; but if her life is dull, Skelly’s isovse. She should spare a thought for
him — always the watcher. She canters Lucifer to theistaplace. The ladies ride
a flat race in a circuit set around the judge’s nawly restored to its wheels.

Head in the air, nose tilted towards the northeilts,hnRosanna appears
oblivious to bystanders casting glances in herctiva. Will Father smack her
down? By turn Lucifer prances, then paws the muiut walks him to the line,
turning him in tighter and tighter circles. Skeilypagines her half-attending to
instructions from the stewards about the courseptoud to wave to Edwin’s friend
sweetly trying to catch her eye and wish her Idakcifer throws a tantrum on the
line, spins, lifts his front feet and considersrie@ The steward brings down the
flag.

Rosanna eases up on the bit, using her legs totsentbrward. Skelly sees
the shapes of words on her lips. Away they go. eghtiake a wide arc around the
swamp gums, bunched together, up to their kneésackish water. Two fall to the
back of the pack. Before Rosanna takes the firatlbshe leans to one side, her

hands following the rhythm of Lucifer’s lunging ecThe horse slips in a slushy
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hole and stumbles forward but quickly rights himfis€&he rider in second position
seizes her advantage and surges past. Rosannaesuwhmwn, pushing Lucifer back
up to the grey to snatch back the lead. It wilthose.

As she takes the bend Skelly watches her facewtle mouth, the quick
eyes darting across the uneven ground, the jutting, the braid flopping on her
shoulders. He knows that she is mad to win, antlingtelse will do. The crowd
roars, and black cloud rolls in from the sea. Eéglet douses everything in silver;
the air is expectant; lightning flashes acrossviater. Rain will fall for the farmers.
Everything is caught up in this electric momentcifer's sides heave as Rosanna
powers down the western side of the track, dropsaof glittering in her hair,
delirious joy painted on her face, her dress smgriaround her.

‘Who is the girl in red riding that great horseskse bolting?’

‘Nein, no, the Lynch girl it is. Ride she can.’

While Skelly knows that Lucifer isn’t bolting, theelis something not quite
right about his sister, her lungs full of vindiciyreedom, taking the lead by three
lengths: is she riding for a fall? He sucks at té$¢. Pounding down the track,
Rosanna flings a fleeting uncertain glance at Edwhio, all cool appraisal, rests his
arm lightly on the elbow of his girl. Not a doubtat it. He thinks the money as
good as in his pocket.

To his astonishment Rosanna refuses the finish, Isavagely hauling
Lucifer at an angle across the track, heading ler dry-stone wall. The crowd
groans. The horse whinnies in surprise. ‘Damn,’lIgkaouths, for it is a grim jump,
and she approaches it too fast. But Lucifer takas his stride and soars, like a bat
across the night sky. In agitation, Edwin brushiésig girl. Rosanna lands, her body
jolting like a bag of potatoes on a dray. She stijpeways but manages to hold her
seat. Lucifer gallops on. Within seconds they avemore than small dark shapes
moving across the parkland towards the trees, tivey are gone. Rosanna is going

home.

XVII: Father and Skelly, Baffled.

Three times Edwin pounds his fist into his handhéTcurse of Cromwell on her.
Why did she not cross the line? The vixen, thehhithe damned tosser. The loyalty
of a death adder, she shows. She damned well viEmwin leaps onto Bran, his

father’s horse and gallops after her.
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Black cloud casts shadows over the course. Men fhemAshby party pack up their
trestles and seats, and their picnic hampers. Tageptation to the winner of the
ladies’ race proceeds through rain splashes. Guids cormorants fly inland, away
from the rising sea and the weather. Malingerirgsiad terns dive for fish. A grey
shape rises and falls between the white-capped smMaggond the reef. During the
ruckus, Moorecke and her people have gone as Wwél.as if they had never been
there, in the space between the trees.

Father shakes hands with station boundary riders;ad them has won well
enough to make an offer for Lucifer. Kow-towingdthers sticks in his craw like dry
cheese. Abandoned, with only Glorvina to carry tHeme, Skelly hopes they will
arrive by midnight.

The old mare plods along the coastal track. ‘Edemmd Rosanna’ll be
scaring the birds out of the trees, screechingamsding in the worst Irish, all the
way to the house,’ his father grouses.

Skelly lifts his head from his father’'s back to ehato the breeze. ‘But no
one will hear them.’

‘Only emus pounding in the opposite direction.’

‘Edwin will thrash her.’

Father grunts.

‘Are we shamed?’

‘Shamed? Not by the likes of them, nor for a petkigh spirit. There’s no
rule says you have to finish the race, just becgosehappen to be out in front on a
magnificent animal and it could save your brothrenf the debtor’s prison. That'd
be far too grand for Rosanna.’

Father's emotions shift like the vast plates beltwve Earth’'s surface,
explained to Skelly by Father Woods.

‘Might be the poet’ll save Edwin’s neck. He hasaod eye and he likes the
look of Lucifer.’

‘Do you ever wish, Father, that | was more useful?

‘You silly gossoon No one could be more useful than you to your moth
Now that Rosanna works up at the Big House shesne@dan at home.’

Skelly sighs. He is taller and stronger now attleas
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‘And what about your drawing, man? When Gambieitoas big as Dublin,
and twice as sophisticated, they’ll hold exhibisaf Skelly Lynch’s work.’

‘l only do paltry sketches around the housgust birds and animals.’

‘Well and won’t that be something to make peopteupi, one day, when all
the birds and animals are gone to God. The dankstbys will have shot
everything by then.’

Skelly laughs. ‘That will never happen, so. Kangarcare hardier than
corncrakes. Moorecke’s people have been killingnther years, Rosanna says. And
you’d hardly know it, to see so many mobs.’

‘Kangaroos, at least, have freedom. Hanging rolmedstations, slaving for
Englishmen can wear you down, kill your spiritcétn bring fearful sickness. We all
need our own land.’

‘Are you afraid we’ll become ill, Father?’

‘No, alannahh People with a bit of get up and go will do jusatt See which
way the wind is blowing and leave. Like we did.’

Skelly lays his head against his father’s shouldérsd what if your blood is
different?’

‘You have to listen harder, to all the voices inuydead. Blood runs in
families. You have to be tough and brave like thegte you came from. Take heart
from being here at all.’

‘I'm not like Rosanna, or Edwin. Mother says | veagkled behind the bar.’

‘She’s a wise woman. | don’t know how I'd live watt her.’

‘And why would you want to? If it weren’t for my awing, no one would
know I'm here at all. | want to work and make myuite, move around like Edwin,
like Rosanna, like the bats.’

‘Rosanna’s impatience will be her undoing. | saw \wégh the Blacks. What
does she say about Moorecke’s mob, lately?’

‘Awful sick some of them’ve been. Did you see tbalss and scars on the old
woman'’s face? Rosanna thinks they won’t stay IdvgAshby’s onto them about
killing a bullock.’

‘A bullock?’ Father’s voice catches. ‘She told yiis?’

‘I heard them by the pond.’

‘Is it another station they’re heading for?’
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‘She doesn’t know. They might go to the lakes.’
‘Like us, Skelly. They’'ll leave when they have to.’

XVIII: Placating the Punters

Dark comes quickly on a moonless night. She hattked her father’s oldest oilskin
jacket from a stable peg, and fled across the bogay, scrambling into the
branches of a blue-gum, from where she had a pesfew of Edwin’s arrival in the

yard.

‘I hate her. Why is she so wild?’ he had shouteBiksh, throwing down his
crop. It was all about her timing; she should nianls down until Edwin settled,
belly lined with food but not too much of the drink

‘You'll regret it, | swear to God,” he had yelledto the bush, and kicked the
verandah posts. She waited until her father’s fanb®bbed past the tree and back
again— long enough for Mother to have swept the hearthananged the chairs for
the comfort of the dead before the fire. When gleetanside Edwin had been asleep
with the others, an arm curved around his heall,vatiaring his dirty riding shirt,
and breathing through his mouth. Rosanna, as coédheag’'sdiddy, placed her hands
on his warm chest, allowing them to rise and fails no surprise to her that Kitty of
Dismal Swamp fancies him, his hair coot-black amdly; his broad face open.
Hauling on a horse’s neck all day has made hineas hnd muscled as a working
dog. When he simmers down they will laugh togetiperhaps tomorrow, and she

will hand over her wages, for a sin nowhere nedraaksas Feemy Macdermot’s.

At breakfast he averts his face from her. Eilishsphrs that creditors may come for
his money and that, as usual, Rosanna has beealishfgirl making everything
worse for herself and people who love her. She drdg just managed to keep
Garrick’s hand from his stockwhip. Rosanna hasshet enough to be cheerful but
her face is pink from the splashing of icy waterd dhe steaming pannikin of tea set
before her. Skelly goggles his eyes at her. Intensoda bread and boiled moor-
hen’s egg she will not say sorry, yet, and Edwinws it. On the way to the station
he rides close beside her, huffy, knocking his @arp against hers amongst the
trees, trying to unseat her.

The day is long and slow. The baby has a loose trand cries half the
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morning, beating the air with his little fists, mkig his knees with gripe. The house
party has abandoned coats and umbrellas and besitdelthe fireplace in the dining
room, and the ladies of the party remain in bedl after noon, while Mrs Ashby
struggles to prepare broth and meat for the mendang cattle. Rosanna is surprised
that her mistress, such a grand lady, has riddemehett dawn from the dancing and
piping at the bay, but not at all that she is dshte as a goanna, especially with
Rosanna. Mrs Ashby chips away at her about ‘dexgrand ‘dignity’, about why a
girl would bring disgrace to her employers and faenily by throwing a race, like a
tinker, and by cursing at her brother in a publiacp, for all of society to hear.
Rosanna is on trial. It is a revelation. She waaksl works until she aches with
tiredness.

In the middle of the afternoon, Mrs Ashby runs olusteam and subsides on
the chaise-longen the parlour. ‘God’s truth, Rosanna, | am at wits’ end, but |
cannot do without you.’

Rosanna drops her head and bites her lip. Shenatilbe rude to Mrs Ashby.
Confined to the kitchen, she bakes lady-finger dotscand fruit scones, which Mrs
Ashby arranges on dishes painted with blue andewgiittures of a willow tree and
oriental people standing on a bridge.

‘Take care carrying the Spode,” she snaps, pusRiaganna towards the
door. ‘Before you serve the tea, check you haveentheé beds, and cleaned the
floors,” she orders, ‘but leave the front room wikie bay window, where the child
and his mother lie sleeping.” When Rosanna is dddes Ashby wafts a
handkerchief before her face and rolls her eyessdRna, wash yourself in the
copper with a rag— you smell.’

Clean and sullen, in a worn gown the pale yelloveafly sunshine, lent by
Mrs Ashby, Rosanna prepares to serve tea. Wheddbe springs open, they both
start. Three men from the house party enter MrsbyXshdomain, in a lather of
excitement about a kangaroo-hunt arranged by Mibpjdbr their amusement that
very afternoon.

‘Why, | do believe we have a champion jockey irr ooidst,” says the
shortest gentleman, his fair but ruddy face algtt interest, as he turns to face his
friends.

‘Jove, it is. The Irish bolter,” says a taller orfes face as diffident as a
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coastal sapling. He fingers his drooping moustaclaecontemplative way. Rosanna
blushes, conscious of the third man with swamp gies and a delicate mouth that
she feels sure must be the actor, now that shecleanly see his face. Mrs Ashby
instructs her to address them as Mr Melvin Brigstea grazier from Portland, who
is the father of the small child Mr Laurence Colyer a lawyer from Melbourne
who wishes to speak to Mr Ashby about buying lanand Mr George Sutherlard
an actor, lately on the Melbourne stage. She namséember exactly how they prefer
their tea. Instead of bobbing, no doubt as Mrs Askwuld prefer, Rosanna
straightens up and holds the actor’'s gaze befadwshs away. It is a powerful thing
to be stared at by a man. Reversing through thewdgoto the hall she half turns,
and catches Mr George Sutherland’s eyes whippingnabdown her back. Surely he
will say nothing to the others about the kiss.

She returns with heavily laden tea trays. As shesgmmilk and sugar in front
of the window she sees Edwin and her father emgdaistockade for the kangaroo
hunt. When she clears the table they have beggindjgits. They will hunt at dusk
when the kangaroos stir from their sets behindsthegy barks and move out to feed
between the grass-trees. Edwin and Garrick Lynais, Ashby says, will be required
to assist with the flensing of bodies and the disgp@f carcasses. Does she think

Rosanna is an orphan or simply invisible?

XIX: George Sutherland and the Kangaroo Hunt
Rosanna retires to the stables to wait for thermdeadng if she can watch the hunt.
The stable bat flitters past, its wings grazing faee. Light from a smoky crescent
moon illuminates half a dozen horses stamping tieeir against the belt of bush at
the back of the house. Father says Mr Ashby nesess of hunting. And the mobs of
kangaroos never diminish in their plenitude. Cresgiwof habit, they move through
the corridors of trees, descending on the swam@glenstation garden at night.

Rosanna watches the horses wheeling away behindctia® and although
she can hear the bark of dogs, the crack of brgakianches, the excited whinnying
of the horses, she sees nothing more for severaltes until hundreds of animals
come leaping from the scrub, down the gradient tde/¢ghe pits.

‘Tally ho,” a fool is crying. Shouts and rifle cie; whistles and shouts pierce
the night silence. Rosanna thinks she smells thgdm@os’ panic as they smack up

against the makeshift walls of the stockade. Moasit where they are shot and fall
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back into the mob, scrabbling for purchase amofajien bodies; some fly over the
rails, veering suddenly across the path of gall@giorses. Mr Gordon stands up in
his stirrups, silhouetted against the remnants sifreset as pink as a parrot. A large
buck swerves and is driven back by the lash of érathstock whip, smashing to
smithereens a section of the stockade. The roavipemongst the broken timber,
struggling to right itself. Rosanna sees it stapdght, claws lashing, blood rushing
from his massive tail. Is it screaming she helaigh pitched whistling? Edwin will
be grinning like a loon, bare headed, tesibeerost in the scrum. Finally, she sees
George Sutherland.

Mr Ashby shouts out to him and waves him rounddeec a breach. But the
main mobs have passed and are bounding away. e8keEslwin take off in pursuit
but it is pointless. The roos will scatter in paalong the edge of the swamp. Some
will leap into the water and with powerful thrusssyim out to wait, the swinging
lanterns reflecting in their eyes, their ears tinggtagainst the sounds of the killing.
Others will leap left and right, deep into the d$xrtollowing the remainder of their
old man mob, away from the smell of blood, in ap#eate race to meet the dawn.
Rosanna likes eating meat but the twitching bosiiglseen her: badess She leans up
against the rain-stippled wall, attempting to at the distressing sounds.

The men complete their work, roping and haulingpses deeper into the pit,
making their careful way around the thrashing limbise station dogs run back and
forth, dropping their heads low to the ground tokbaA small roo jerks its head
around and a porridge-coloured dog is on it, woigyat its throat, keeping clear of
the powerful legs until it sustains a lashing woaedoss its belly. Mr Ashby puts a
bullet in its brain and drags it to one side.

At the end of the killing the men gather like priivés in a circle. Rosanna
creeps closer, sheltering behind a cart, to listethe chorus of men. No doubt
Skelly would like to sketch Mr Colyer, acting suahchampion, one foot on the
largest buck, rifle thrust to the sky. Mr Brigstockipes his face with his
handkerchief. Is he overwhelmed by country hospjtl Edwin is sent to the cellar
for the finest drop of porter and the men raisdrtgasses to Mr Ashby for the
excellent sport he has offered for their enjoym&yhat a fine upstanding occupier
he is, with so many estimable qualities, bringindeo to the land and its inhabitants.
They toast God and the Queen. Rosanna senses My 'Asxcitment, his pleasure

heightened by his responsive audience. But his kagks as soulful as a British
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bulldog’s, as he stands on a rise by the pit. Rengphkis hat he sweeps it upward in
an emphatic gesture towards the Southern Crossirk breeze dances along the
branches. The leaves shiver and still.

‘We will tame this place,” he says. ‘Make it safeis unfortunate that these
creatures, gentle enough, must feed our sport. Khew no better than to tear the
livelihood from our grasslands, cutting out thetleator whom it is intended, come
bounding from the scrub we have allotted them, wivencould hunt them on fair
terms, on their own terrain, give them a fightidgaece, as we would elk or deer or
pig. They are opportunists, marauders. | toast QMeetoria and her British Empire,
and you, my worthy hunters, for your energy andrage during this successful
foray — at least one hundred pesky kangaroos feHadeat for the dogs and for us
all.’

His voice carries clearly across the yard untiishaterrupted by cockatoos.
The men drink quickly; Edwin refills their glassasd, Rosanna sees, turns his body
to swig sly and quick from the bottle. The actoglas his face in the moonlight. He
has spied Rosanna retreating towards the stables.d&een from this distance she
feels his deliberate gaze, and remembers his montiners. She slips into the
shadows of the stables, from where she observe&dtiby drawing her father and
Edwin aside. Edwin ropes two dead roos to the ruofpheir horses. Surely they
will not be required to finish the work at the pinight, covering the sticky flesh
before the native cats and dogs arrive. Rosannes leege howling now. Garrick
squelches across the stable yard, carrying ropesviHbe smarting over the toasts.

He brays, ‘Rosanna, are you theaknnahl?’

‘I am,” she calls back, as loud as she dares. Alliaoches her skirt. She
steps forward, brushing it down behind her.

‘Edwin is skinning the good carcasses to sell atbrt.’

‘Fine then, | will be alright.” Mr Ashby will takéhalf of the profits, she
thinks, and burn the hides not worth huckstering.

‘Stay where you are, until | come for you. Do rait &sleep.’

If she calls, ‘Father, | will,” he will cock his ke, uncertain, for Rosanna is
rarely biddable. She waits, throwing uneasy glamu@sthe darkness behind her.

Garrick forms a solid presence in the doorway, kilag out the moonlight.
Can his eyes penetrate the darkness of the stalblée? are you doing, girl? Show

yourself.’
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George Sutherland’s fingers release hers. Littlesgg bumps trill along her
spine. Through the back door the actor has conth,suich audacity.

‘Whose fault is it that | am waiting and waitinghile men make such a
display of killing that it makes the bile rise inynthroat?’ She will act, and well
enough. But her father is not amused. She rementhatr# is another slight to have
a daughter speak this way in the vicinity of WitiaAshby. ‘It is only Edwin that
you care about or you would not send me here ® tigka living.’

Rosanna smarts over her own stupidity. Recklegshak uttered a truth. She
rushes forward. ‘I am tired, Father. Finish yourkveo that we may go.” Even if the
little queen herself begs her for the sake of thepike, she will not say sorry. Her
father reaches out to strike her, hesitates. Hesvgpweary arm across his brow and
strides away.

‘Why do you creep about like a bushranger?’ sheviisrinto the dark recesses
of the stable.

‘So Miss Rosanna Lynch, all the South-east of Bdustralia and half of
Victoria knows your name, since your ride on Sunday

‘Pft.” He is teasing her.

‘What made you throw the race at MacDonnell Bayput your brother in a
funk.’

‘My brother cares only for the timing. It is noa&your affair.’

The actor moves closer. Glancing up at the ce#ing notices that the little
bat has gone— flapped into the night to feed. At a distance she see her father
leaning up against a horse’s side, lifting its frboof to examine it for stones. He
picks with a sharp stick. As if sensing her sutaeite, he turns his head, and
Rosanna raises her hand to him before moving déejoethe darkened stable.

“You will bring the play tomorrow, while it is gkilight.’

‘If I promise, will you show me the stallion yoade on Saturday?’

‘Lucifer is Edwin’s horse.’

The actor moves to a saddle bag slung from a pegeaches in to lift out a
sheaf of papers, which he rattles in front of hacef ‘I will tease you with an

extract.” He rolls out a line with great inflectiamd claps the pages against his chest.
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She suppresses laughter. Are all actors like thesr voices dark and rich as
molasses, their mannerisms so fey and affected@riRadeels self conscious. ‘Until
now, | have never met an actor,” she says, by viapmaversation.

He slaps the papers against his side in mock esasp® ‘You must have
heard my name? | am well-known in Sydney and inbdetne. | have worked most
recently at the Albert Theatre in Geelong, with Goghegan the playwright of this
play.’

Rosanna is inexplicably filled with longing, for at) she can’t ascertain.

He puffs his chest out like a pigeofhe Hibernian Fathelis to have a
Melbourne run at the Princess Theatre.’

She reaches out to snatch some pages. The sheét®se and covered in an
elegant sloping script. Angling the title page shes to decipher words in the
moonlight spilling over the stable door. She feaks eyes on her face; his hands
come creeping to her waist. He fiddles with hetoyelsash and continues speaking
about the play as if hands and minds are not caede8he struggles to control the
papers slipping through her fingers until he taktesm from her. He leans so hard
against her that she feels a kind of pain. Butrwhis mouth opens over hers it is
more delicious than anything in a book.

‘Has anyone told you that you are beautiful? Thexnihave.’

‘Everyone is beautiful, in their way. | don't like be discoursing about it.’

‘Last night | dreamt that you had the legs of atried two year old at a St
Patrick’s Day race meeting,” he teases.

‘I am not a horse,’ she snorts.

‘Rosanna,” Garrick’s voice booms across the yake, thunder cracking over
the ridge behind the house.

She hurries forward, without a backward glanceairgpy her hair and dress
with one hand.

‘Bring your things,’ he calls. ‘We are done here.’

He waits for her on horseback in the yard, prepmzmiwith Mr Gordon, who
is reading a poem aloud in a monotonous voice. IR@s#akes her father's arm, and
vaults up behind him. It is not the way she caceside, anymore, like a trusting
child behind her father. The wind catches her Nfinen the actor materialises from
behind the stables, she ducks her head. Alereimtbonlight, Edwin walks his horse

between his sister and the man, and subdues hdrrwithed skirt with his crop. The
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actor grins. Mr Gordon recites on and on to hehdgt head high, hand on his
pommel; he seems arrested by the beauty of thesn@idased in the moonlight.
Impatient with poetry, Edwin walks his horse fordiar

‘Wait,’ the actor calls. ‘1 want a word with youBut Edwin ignores him and
moves along the track. It will be about Lucifer,d2ana reassures herself.

The poet tails off his recitation, closes the baokg nods to Father.

They canter along the boggy path beside the wageige, the moon bobbling on the
surface like a Chinese lantern. Does God love ager all? It is a new space
Rosanna inhabits on a sunlit plateau, with a bighgropening out around her, the
old dark chasms receding on either side. She lbakk at the station, outlined in the
moonlight. A pair of brown kestrels hover over tengaroo pits. When she turns
again, a large doe materialises waist-deep in @envbeating at her shoulders with
her claws; drawing blood. Has she lost her baby®aRwa curls against her father’s
back.

‘I hope that you'll get more sense working likegim for Mrs Ashby,” her
father shouts. The horse slows as they bound thrdlwg shale at the crest of the
ridge. Twenty yards in front of them, Edwin takds @an a mad gallop, roos’ legs
slapping against his saddle. Garrick calls aften.HWatch out, or you’ll be losing
your stirrups, man.’” Edwin’s careless laugh frigige possum across the track, and
Rosanna holds her breath as it skitters beneatlindbés of Garrick’s horse. She
waits for the crunch of gristle and bones; but doomeit emerges squealing on the
other side, looking back at them with its aggriegadcer eyes before darting up a
tree. Edwin slows and turns his head, throwingdarous glances at his father.

‘| like working for Mrs Ashby. Could | keep a liglmoney for myself?’
Rosanna asks. When Mrs Ashby takes back the leman,gshe will need cloth for
a new dress. She would never, not in a hundredsybave thought to meet an actor,
and it is all because she is employed at the BigsdoJaysus and the little virgin; or,
is it the grand wild women of Connaught, from Hilsstories, coming into play?

‘I'm not promising anything, when your own mothes making do in a
cottage. But you can stay on for now, until we'a@ed enough for land of our own
and quit your brother’s debts.’

It rankles with her that she is no more than a pawher father's game.

Edwin is lucky to be a man. He will call in his taws, as sure as God forgets her. At
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least Father hasn’'t found out about them sellirgihllock. But now everything has
changed. She closes her eyes, reliving the monfeheactor's mouth on hers, his
fingers at her wrist, his hand on her waist; shedders with pleasure. Has she

committed a mortal sin— worse than running away? She can hardly waietorn

to the Big House.

XX: The Bath and the Goose

In the morning creeping fog blots out any memoryhaf heightened atmosphere of
the night before and Rosanna feels cheated. Shies#ne coal bucket to the yard
where Edwin and Garrick have finished skinning rgesking meat, and burning the
remains of bodies in the pit. Some of the carcalage been dragged by dogs. It is
not a pretty sight. She scrubs muddy and bloody tveads from the verandah, face
averted from the stink of bodies. Skinned roos oeden flies, like clove-studded
roasting meats, sway and creak from the verandtdrsaf the outhouse. Each time
Rosanna attends to chores outside, she feelsdmaash turn, but she is buoyed by
the memory of the actor’s promise to read frommiauscript at dusk.

Edwin and Father wash their flensing knives in titeek and cover the
kangaroo pelts with tea-tree branches then rideyaavaheck on a shepherd camped
near the Ellis’s station boundary. They will rematrhis hut for the night to rake the
coals of his fire for ewe bones. It is rumored thathas taken to the drink and run
off, leaving his sheep for dingoes. The followirgydhey will count the remains of
the flock and check them for coastal fever andstickoday Rosanna will ride home
from the Big House alone.

The house guests set off for Gambierton on busieess to partake of
luncheon at the Farmer’s Inn. Rosanna watchesdbses gathered by the wagon at
the lip of the ford. Overnight showers in the hitlave caused a meagre channel to
rise. Mr Ashby stomps about in the middle of theeat, water rushing past his
thighs, as he determines its depth. He pronouncsefe by raising his hat and then
strides out to lift his wife and baby into the cé8he looks fragile: kept awake half
the night, she says, by the interminable howlingl@gs. Beside her Mrs Brigstock
nurses her own small boy. On horseback and in esifilgl, George Sutherland, Mr
Colyer, and Mr Brigstock follow the lurching catirbugh the water. Rosanna

wonders if it may be presumptuous or familiar torevéhem off.
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Back at the house she wipes the dust from polistmatien surfaces, scrubs
meat-encrusted pans, and washes breakfast dislies beplacing them on the
dresser. She neatens the piles of books and papdvls Ashby’s massive wooden
desk and crushes inch ants between her dustefiotpas as they climb an invisible
sticky ladder up the side of his whiskey glass. Opg shutters, she removes the
bodies of night insects from the sills, polisheg tbrecious glass in casement
windows, and folds linen drying on the racks besiaefire.

Meanwhile, water bubbles in the cauldron on therestand Rosanna hums
with happiness for she has half filled the hip baith cool water from the lagoon
behind the house. A plan is crystallising in hendniwhy should she wait for Mr
George Sutherland to read the play? First, shetaki a bath and then... she hardly
dares to think upon it. She must be a fool to patrgthing at risk— for curiosity.
God’s truth, she can hardly imagine herself boldugh, to intrude on a gentleman’s
privacy — but after her work is done, she has half the afien to read at leisure.
Why should she not read something that rightly bg$oto her family?

First she will enjoy the hip bath. Dare she touble tily of the valley
perfumed soap she has seen on Mrs Ashby’s wasltsBelter to use the old soap
chips rattling in the metal holder to stir somessudo the tub. Everything unfolds in
an instant; each new decadence more exciting tlteneéxt. Should she not wash her
mother’s blouse, at the same time? But merciful Wistother of God, she couldn’t
be getting about the house without her clothes. M@wld she confess such a thing
to Father Woods?

The next thought comes easily, rolls into her cansmess like a soft cloud
on a summer’s day. Of course, she hadn’'t planneletaifling in Mrs Ashby’s
Saratoga trunk, nor her huon-pine robe, her redifhéwuching scarves and ribbons,
and fancy garments- flick, flick, flick — this way and that, drawing in the smells
of French cologne, and dried lavender sewn intolimusags hanging from brass
hooks. It is womanish she feels, and no harm ity 8fee thinks, the moment before
she plucks out a robe the colour of moss, and glips over her clothes, before the
dressing table mirror.

She gazes at her dishevelled face and, for aipteasvel moment, senses
why she has drawn the eye of the actor: the dankgsvof her hair scraped back from

her high brow and braided and looped at the napkeofneck; her strong cheek
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bones; her flushed lips. She pinches her cheekdasit she really exists. She is
having adventures— not just mending and fetching and carrying likéleiDorrit in

Mr Dickens’ book, nor waiting, waiting like Feemyaddermot. She dances along
the passage, one hand unbuttoning her blouse,th®s bolding up Mrs Ashby’s
robe as she crosses the cobbled yard to the kitelteare she has placed the hip bath
beside the fire. After rinsing her mother’s blouske hangs it over the rail of the
cooker.

It is the grandest feeling, she decides, as stk sieeper in the water, pulling
up her knees to rock herself back and forth aldwghtase of the tub, enjoying the
warm trilling of the water around her legs and hipise swirling around her
shoulders. Racketing yellow-tailed black cockatassg from the gums behind the
stables spoil her reverie. Has someone come? t&hddkes the edge of the tub,
snatching up the green robe from the chair. Coratemscovers one small window;
the other is ajar. Dear God, it is the poet passivegwindow, an open book in his
hand. He walks with his head thrust forward likeeanu. He is ever so quiet. And
now he approaches the kitchen, stumbling a littlettee cobbles. Rosanna’s heart
hammers. Pulling the gown tight around her waistdlls out to him. ‘I have had an
accident with hot stew. | was forced to bathe.’

Indecisively, he steps inside. ‘Did you burn yolifse

‘Please go away, Mr Gordon.’

‘I would like some tea.’” Light blue eyes fix on hdwrown curls frame his
face. Up close his face is gentle, lachrymose. ldars/a blue shirt tucked into his
corduroy breeches. Chafing his hands togethertdmeps his knee-high Wellington
boots on the hearth. ‘l am a great admirer of ywother’s horse.’

‘Edwin won him at cards from a drunken shyster &3\ allah’s.’

‘Larking about on your brother’'s horse must be mamgyable than working
at the house. He stares into her face as if thdixfeatures in his mind. ‘I had two
sisters,” he says, and then recites with greansity

For we have played in childhood there
Beneath the hawthorn bough,
And bent our knee in childish prayer

| cannot utter now!
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Had two sistersRosanna feels heartsick. It is rumoured that Isedsgraced
his family. ‘1 will make your tea.” She brushes phsn to the hob to shake tea into a
pannikan and fill his flask with water from the €. If he betrays her to Mrs
Ashby, for taking a bath, they will surely not disshher while so desperate for help
in the house? Has the actor bad-mouthed her bntsie remembers that the poet is
very sniffy about station people; thinks he is & @bove them. Once a pastoralist
directed him to the workman’s quarters and, fos thlight, the poet rode away
refusing to do business there again. This is ortbethings Father likes about him,
and the way he can hold his tongue for hours.

Returning to the door she points to pelicans digfias solid as barges across
the low sky towards the sea.

He cocks his head but is not to be distracted. Yd get a ragging from
your brother when you flogged his horse off thersewon Saturday?’ Again he peers
into her face. She feels his breath on the sideeofneck, his arm pressing against
hers. “You look a strong girl. Are you industricarsd sensible?’

She blushes, easing the door closed between thenust do my work.’” Is

he, after all, a ladies man?

When he turns the corner of the kitchen outhouskcansses the yard her thoughts
return to the second part of her plan. The actsrfbegotten her. She still has time.
She slips along the passageway between the busldon¢he boxroom, which have
been set up with three makeshift bunk beds fomtage guests. Only the Burkes of
Portumna Castle have guest beds enough for langeehgarties. On the surface the
room is neat. She carries the duster to the windo@ swishes it around the
architrave, glancing out; beneath a tree the p@etles his tea and stares off into the
distance. Gathering her robe tightly around hesstyahe tidies and straightens items
on the box shelves a mustachioed cup, a shaving brasthen pokes like a possum
into saddle bags and boxes, seeking to identify theners. Is it Mr Colyer who
smokes the briar pipe, and if so, why has he tdfehind? If not, perhaps it belongs
to Mr Brigstock, who smokes but rarely. She is ataertain the slightly dandified
and foppish embroidered vest belongs to George.

Where can it be? The search takes longer tharespects and she casts
frequent frantic glances through the window to &h#at the poet has returned to

lunging the mare. While patting down a coverlet stubs her toe on a metal box and
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lo, it contains the manuscript. She snatches iedagAlmost in the same moment,
she hears a piercing shriek.

‘Yaki yak Moorecke’s face appears at the open window.

Rosanna leaps to her feet. ‘Holy Mother of God, ¢daacare the skin off a
lizard. What are you doing here? Is there nevéetpeace?’

Moorecke lays a large bedraggled goose on the dvafsre springing
through the window. Rosanna peers into the yar@. gdet is using a long-handled
whip to encourage the mare around the circle. $lBebandikbe wilder than Irish
girls and twice as strong. ‘Not a word have | hefaodh Ashbys about that bullock,
but Moorecke, you should leave soon for Curratutme €Told is comingkoo-na-
maa’

‘Pilfering from the bosses.” Moorecke touches threeg gown with her
fingers and laughs.

‘What about the goose?’

Moorecke grins. ‘We can cook our goose together.’

‘You must be more careful. Think now, what hapmkete your mother.’
Rosanna’s eyes fill with tears. ‘Quickly, go hom8tlie snatches at Moorecke’s hand
and squeezes it. “You must not let the poet see’you

‘Why, so cranky?’ Moorecke’s voice is soft. ShegpRibsanna’s arm before
swinging her long thin legs across the sill.

Rosanna waves; then makes a split-second decisidft Act One, leaving
behind the cast list and the bulk of the manuscaorge will never notice and, in
the meantime, she and Skelly will copy the wordscagdlelight. Will he begrudge
the last clean pages of his sketchbook? She musly.hRunning along the
passageway to Mrs Ashby’s dressing room, she bath@n mother's damp blouse.
When she returns the gown to its hanging placedsheately sniffs the underside of
the sleeves- sweet enough- and tucks the manuscript inside her blouse.

Moorecke stands outside the open bedroom windowrigg Rosanna’s
frantic waves. Winanayon | will not go.” A smile haunts her broad face. rHe
luminous eyes stare back at Rosanna. She hashgegobse around her waist with
dirty string.

‘Go now,’ Rosanna calls, leaning on the sill, then fliesotigh the house
checking every room on her way to the outbuildingse places more logs in the

kitchen stove, and closes it up; carries the batwin the straggly rose garden
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beneath the bedroom window. Little birds start ap,they do when telegraphing
shakes; geese and turkeys join in the chorus — Gear, Moorecke, do not be
excessive. It would not make sense, carrying twavig birds across the ridge.
Something else must have set them shrieking.

A shadow darkens the window as she slips into tilndys Rosanna leans over
the sill to scan the yard. A cloud has covered gte perhaps. She flips through
papers on Mr Ashby’'s desk, but they are coveregahmpsest. Paper is awful
expensive. On what can she copy the words thatthellLynch’s story? Almost
certainly, Skelly will lend hesomepages from his precious sketchbook; he loves
her, does he not?

Rosanna runs to the stables. It will take longemigke her way home on
Glorvina. Edwin is resting Lucifer again — no doyumt to spite her — dare she ride
him tomorrow? What ever would become of him if aditor came? Edwin, with all
his money problems, would have to let him go. Camgealong the edge of the
swamp she sees the poet riding slowly in the opgalrection along the track to
Gambierton, body slumped over a book. Sour smak@ fihe Big House chimney
hangs over the valley. Has she over-stacked thee3toShe sniffs the air. The
manuscript crackles against her skin as she mWhaen she glances down she can
see the edge of the pages frilling the neck ofth@use. Will the play be like books
by Mr Dickens, in which the reader has to wadeuflowords as dense and sweet as
treacle, trying to make sense of them, all the evhélvelling in their richness? Her
mind leaps from one thought to another, images appmaccounted for; she sees
things, but doesn’t see things: an echidna hurryiegide the track: a man and his
son playing chess in a glade of oaks, and a worogaming. Moorecke believes
that the dream of a woman can bring sickness i@ m

Pounding hooves penetrate her reverie. Someoradlasving her. Who can
it be? Miles away, Father and Edwin must be comiinthe end of their day in the
saddle; and the station party returns by the Gamapieroad, from the other
direction. But there is no one to be afraid of. tRollustralia is the most enlightened
of colonies— hardly a convict or a bushranger; well, some afgs| on the lam from
the east. Most camp on the boundaries of the+urshepherding sheep- or live in
rough shacks at the bay. She urges Glorvina oherdusk light. Fierce wind scours
the hilltop. Gulls flap inland, keeping ahead c@dK clouds building on the coast.
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Behind her, the hooves beat louder. A branch sraskshe passes. She startles and
shivers. Her mother’s blouse cools against her back

On reaching the summit she can safely gallop feesé hundred yards,
leave the track and plunge into unmapped scrubn The remembers that the caves
lie just ahead. She will hide there until the sfimnpasses. She swings into a clearing
and dismounts to listen, tying the mare’s reingh® low branch of a tree. Will the
rider look for Glorvina’'s veering tracks? If he di& her rider-less, he will know that
someone hides close by.

Taking off her boots she scampers in her homedahisiocks leaving tracks
invisible to a white man, across the clearing t limestone outcrop which marks
the entrance to the caves. Down she climbs betwaeks the colour of kangaroo
pelts, stained and smoothed by underground watar,hkartbeats matching the
whumping sound of leather and the heaving of adwrsides as it labours up the
slope. She scrambles the last few yards, flattehergback against the walls of the
main chamber where she can observe the entranediliShher face like a goanna at
the point of a stick: shoulders squared, head thrsvard, eyes shrewd but not

accepting.

XXI: The Actor Makes a Promise

The horse treads uneasily over the hollow groumslpdging clods of earth that
shower through the entrance. Rosanna clutcheshheatf swallowing dust as she
watches the lift and fall of fetlock, knee, hockpofi Horses and carts have
disappeared through the collapsed ceilings of caBes she prays, glaring out. She
hugs the manuscript against her body. The chesteuenteen hands high perhaps,
resents the evenhanded tug at the bit, the pebiesg beneath its feet. It throws
its head as it backs up.

The rider wears breeches and a black dress-coawhed he turns the horse
to face the sea she cannot see his head, butishepenething familiar in the way he
holds himself, the impatient way he taps his whgpiast his legs. While he faces
the downward path winding through the hillocks ymth’s place Rosanna holds her
breath and shrinks against the wall of the caveteWarips on her hair.

‘Rosanna,’ the man calls. After all, it is a go@t & stranger, for he knows

her name.
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She concentrates on the voice: deep-timbred, gy practised, with a
small inflection. Her heart hiccups. It is almostrtainly the actor, George. What
should she do? Che shif? Who is speaking?’ Her hands flutter at the edgéh®
manuscript. ‘I am in the cave.’ His horse dancdeways and throws its head in her
direction. Rosanna, poat-like, pokes out her haarkeadismounts.

The actor pleats his brow. ‘Where is your horsed/Bwlive near by?’

He asks too many questions. ‘No,’ she lies.

Knotting his reins over a branch he bounds intoctnee.

‘Why not call out earlier? | heard you flying upet hill behind me and
thought you were the devil incarnate, come to gunig.’

He places his hand upon her head as if she wergdsamd he an angel of the
Lord. ‘I hear a guilty person speaking.” He sweblps from her face. ‘Tell me how
you discovered this cave.’

A shadow of regret crosses her eyes. Is it the tteateholds his interest? Will
he tell the Brigstocks and Mr Colyer? The stati@ogle must know about it for she
and Skelly have seen the evidence: a broken chairEnglish flint, a kerchief.
George places himself beside her — everything hes de deliberate, rehearsed —
hands smoothing down his thighs, head swivellingvonder at the stalactites and
stalagmites, the cathedral ceiling, the gloomy laftg passages, the glistening
stream. Rosanna remains standing deciding whetieest®ould leave. She focuses on
the last column of sunlight, near the entrance, dienmer of fast-moving wings
above her head. ‘I am very late.’

He tugs at her arm and points at the ceiling. ‘Whadll this scritching and
flapping?’

‘Bats,” she whispers, folding her arms across heest The manuscript
rustles against her skin. The actor’'s arm encireswaist, his fingers move swiftly
to the edges of the stolen pages.

‘Father Woods can tell you a great deal about theeg,” Rosanna waffles.
‘He has published papers in Melbourne: “Observation Metamorphic Rocks in
South Australia”.’ She prates to cover the soundhef paper moving beneath the
actor’s fingertips. It is guilt she suffers — heajigite correct= and something else.

‘Rosanna, you have starched your undergarmentstheyi can stand without
assistance in the corner of your sleeping quartdeswalks his fingers to the height

of the paper. The pages slide smoothly past hastsgbefore he lifts them clear.
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Her eyes fill with tears. ‘It is a sinful thing Bkie done, but why did you not
come at five o’clock, to the stables, to read tlyadh story with me?’ Oh, she is
disingenuous. The actor inspects the rims of Imgefinails and she reminds herself
that he is pretty, but a pompous man.

‘Do you know that the author of this play made boé copy to submit to the
colonial secretary, and then two others, for therac How would he view its loss?’

Rosanna quivers, then fires up. ‘And who is Mr EdWw&eoghegan to be
writing about Lynches? Who does the story belongftaot to a Galway Lynch?’
She will lose her job, for sure.

He pulls her down beside him. ‘You are a little geo

Her heart palpitates again at the thought of thesge— Moorecke. She
struggles forward. The actor reaches out to dravbaek.

Rosanna resists. He holds the sheets of manusetyd his back and leans
over her, his mouth but an inch from her own. Sbacentrates on breathing
smoothly.

‘You shall read the play, | give you my word,” heimrmurs.

‘| can take Act One then?’ She reaches behind birgain purchase on the
papers.

‘I'm afraid not. The play is to be performed in @mth. How can | trust you
now?’

She bites her lip in aggravation. Over his shoukler sees the bats swarm
through the entrance to the cave and leap intadtlsk. It is warm outside; bark
blows across the pathway. They will fly out for hguperhaps until the early hours
of the morning, feeding on the wing and returnionghteir young ones. She thinks of
the tiny bones in the alcove. Caves have alwayd betrets, but will the actor,
George, tell hers to Mrs Ashby? She has never ¢diéefore.

‘What are you doing?’ Rosanna jerks her head upealevers her back on
the smooth rock, his fingers working at the buttondher mother’s blouse. He seems
no longer angry about the manuscript. She is acmesd to the sharp smell of guano,
but not to the full weight of a man’s body. Sheldesefrisson of fear. Her mother has
told her about drunk and violent men. She is ndeewalk on the streets of
Gambierton after dark; she is always to be camftihe bay; and when riding out she
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must never lose sight of Edwin. But Eilish can’'tango save her from a man like
George.

‘Mr Sutherland, you would not hurt me?’ Rosannaeigssured by the clever
sweetness of his face, his pale skin beneath tippecl beard which tickles her
throat. Had she ever been so clean that a man wantto run his tongue inside her
waistband? He murmurs reassurances, steadying ¢dy with one hand and
pressing hair from her face with the other, as txeehs over her. When his mouth
covers hers, sounds overwhelm her: water gurgluey the stones on the cave floor,
his horse snuffling in the twilight, thienap, tenapf a cuckle of frogs deep in the
chambers, the scuttling of native rats, the eleityrof the bats.

‘George. No. Do not be rough.” She reaches up tchtdis eyelids; as if to
remove herself from his sight. He presses her apgdhe cold stone, hands and
mouth placating her. A feeling resembling the yeaagrshe has at first light- half
irritation and dissatisfaction— tugs at her will. He strokes her in the place nghe
she touches herself, feathering his fingers achwsdaelkflaps; finding his way
inside. At the same time he clamps his mouth dwees as if he is sucking her
between his teeth. She is dragged by the tide,dikgarfish from a rock pool. Her
head tilts forward and she bucks againstbuoddagh.He pushes harder until she
feels raw. When she gasps he takes her top lipdegtwis teeth as if to transfer her
pain and she strikes at his face with her elbove cennot know that he hurts her.
She relents, loosening her legs, opening them wmease the pressure. Hiin
moves as emphatically as Lucifer’'s straddling Gleevon a sand hill. But he has not
pushed his face into the stream of Rosaniféé$ nor screamed with excitement
when she finally accepts him. Preoccupied, he thrasd thrusts until he sighs and
flops his head onto her neck; then rolling asidaediogs to kiss her knee. When he
looks up at her his face is mournful, comic, ak@nd beautiful as a girl’'s pinched
for effect. He tugs a linen handkerchief from pcket to wipe blood from his
fingers and dew from hisod Rosanna feels shamed by this fastidiousness sAaju
wind swirls through the cave attacking moist traiteoling on her legs. Why had
Eilish not told her about this? It is better th&e thought of dying. The actor must
love her and she is only a girl.

‘I will assist you to find your horse,” he says, d® leaps in a panic towards

the entrance one hand on her skirt, the other mhhe&. Bats swirl around them,
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faster than the eye can see, zig zagging past lieids, swooping over the trees,
their movement not the least like birds. She hdaglap and creak of their wings. A
soft body dashes against her face, drops and riigelé Even after the wicked thing
she has done at the Big House, she is not in eoltysanna touches her fingers to
her face. Garrick and Edwin will have swagged datrthe shepherd’s hut. Only
Eilish waits for her at home.

The moon is rising in the sky when Rosanna desctualsjuickly down the
steep track to the house. She has not once turaechdad to observe George
cantering back along the ridge and over the otlter. She feels damp and loose-
limbed. She has had her way. Tomorrow, George hawmiped, they will read the
play together. She rides with her face thrust wgresy the sky, using the back of her
hand to wipe away tears brought about by bittedwBhe smells the sea. It must be

a mortal sin she has committed but it doesn’t ifeglortant.

XXII: Duplicity Does Not Become Her
Brandishing a stick, Skelly takes her by surprisethe last bend in the track.
Glorvina cat-jumps and spins around in fright.

Rosanna struggles to keep her seat. ‘Skelly, wieatyau doing out here in
the dark?’

‘Eilish is asking the same question of you.’

Rosanna drops her head. ‘Why are you limping then?’

‘| ran out to wait for you and | fell.’

‘Why do you always panic and crash about like am ewth a bullet in its
backside? The Ashbys went to Gambierton. | awdfted return and I’'m not seery
late.’

‘Let me on the horse. | have a terrible bruise gnkmee.’

Rosanna flings out an arm and braces herself el climb up. ‘Skelly, |
missed youamadan' She closes her arms around him.

‘That is so far from God’s truth, Rosanna, you dticae struck down. It is
lucky Father Woods comes to administer the sacrathenFriday.’

Something heavy settles in the pit of her bellythEaWoodscannotknow.
She kisses the top of his head. ‘What would | dinewit you?’

‘Shut it, Rosanna. I'm sick to death of you alleratauling over me.’
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‘Well, that’s grand, and what if it were me thatsadoing the leaving- not
you always threatening.” She will beg the actotake her away with him. He loves
her half to death, already.

‘What about your job at the Big House, then?’

‘| can get another one of those. | have experiemve.’

‘Moorecke has been looking for you. “Long time”,eskaid. | thought you
must have fallen off Glorvina.’

‘God save Ireland. Hold your tongue.’

‘She has brought something to the house for yoaes stuff. Mother says it
is silk.’

‘Did she leave it?’

‘The answer to that question would be no. She’spshmear the still, with
Jack, and | smelled a good smell, like roastingdrds Itis the best place to camp,
like Father says.’

‘Black or white or yellow ... everyone wants to campthe best place, you
daft thing. I'll go to her. Tell Mother | am temd) the horse, and sorry to have
troubled her.’

She hobbles and waters Glorvina, stopping onlyflgrie kiss Lucifer’s nose
and offer him a handful of chaff, before rushingotigh the scrub. Moorecke
beckons Rosanna from a fallen tree beside hergating a blackened hole in the
underside.

‘Green bees?’ Rosanna squats beside her.

Moorecke laughs. ‘Pretty, like green bees.” Shdsduer hand into the hole,
easing out a bolt of filthy cloth.

‘May the holy virgin save me, for all my sins, tdMrs Ashby’s robe covered
in goose fat and feathers? Did you drag it alorgy dhound behind you? Oh my
Croi. Pray her mistress thinks that the robe has gor@ad? Now she will lose her
position. Her head swarms with terrible lies. M@ pirouettes, throwing the robe
out from her shoulders like a brolga displays itsgs, mimicking Rosanna’s pose in
front of the dressing table mirror. She holds Rasésmgaze. ‘That Missa Ashby has
plenty of clothes,” she sing-songs.

‘Don’t speak like that. You sound like a minstréMoorecke has brought the

gown to please her. Edwin will not be the only doefear the policeman from
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Gambierton and his bung bung. ‘You watched me atrtirror?’” Rosanna sighs.
‘Where is Jack?’

‘Bringing kang ngarodfor hismala’

‘You have a feast already.’

‘Take some for Skelly boy, the little booger.’

Rosanna hurries home clutching the grey and oiatrof the goose in a curl
of bark.

Eilish waits in the doorway, arms folded, a smalhpikin of tea in her hand.
She wipes her apron over her face in great relidfhat have you got there? You
smell like a chimney-girl.’

‘Bustard.’

Rosanna attempts to pass between her mother andlabr, but Eilish
catches her by the waist. She splays her fingemsadcer daughter's bodice and
arches her eyebrows. ‘Your blouse is damp and tstabd has a curious smell.’

Rosanna paves the way for the play. ‘Did | mentiesterday that Mrs Ashby
is awfully pleased that | can read and write? Sley fend me some important
documents to improve my mind.’

‘She is a lonely woman, like me, with only her bdby company.’ Eilish
kisses Rosanna’s cheek. ‘Bring the documents ha@né, read them to us while
we’re raking a pot of tea. It will be a treat fokely and me. But now, | need your
help. Make a steam bath for Hugh and rub some Walfts ointment on his chest.’

‘I'll help you too, Mother, | swear. I'll alwaysove you.” The mention of
love sends raw feelings surging through her. Dbesattor really love her? She feels
sweet and ginger, bleak and tender, all at oncefditker must never know. She

wets her mouth with spittle, tastes her breath,iaisdchanged.

XIIl: Rosanna Plays her Part
The guests must have returned in great frivoliyrfrtheir long luncheon in the town
the previous day. Rosanna finds the evidence: ebqities of porter, sticky glasses,
dirty plates and musical sheets spread over th@ftdlpe piano. The Brigstocks and
Mrs Ashby spend the day in their rooms.

Rosanna is instructed in a note on the kitcheretébloring sandwiches and
coffee at five o’clock. At three she sees the Bdgk child and his father walking

along the edge of the swamp. Soon after that MgdBock and Mr Colyer play
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backgammon at a round card table they have cadveadath trees in the garden. The
small boy falls asleep on his father’s coat. Ifyoptopriety would allow her to ask
one of them, ‘And where might Mr Sutherland be?'siBhe thinks she may have
glimpsed him smoking with Mr Ashby in the gun rodont the door stays ominously
closed. Surely he will come before she bites bffier fingernails.

Apart from the occasional cry of the Ashby babyt @asound emanates from
the north wing of the house while Rosanna makegypasashes dishes and folds
linen on the scrubbed pine table, all the whilepkeg an eye on the kitchen clock.
At five minutes before the hour of five she tapstio@ bedroom door with a tray. ‘I
am going to the stables, Mrs Ashby, to wait for Ragher.’

‘Is everything alright? There is no disturbance?’

‘No, ma’am.’” Rosanna has seen her mother sit oight in the dead quiet
of the afternoon, prepared to defend her babiesmstg&od knows what. Living on
the edge of civilisation unsettles everyone. Mrel®y\sseems half-glad to see her and
she struggles from the bed, fastening her robenakrdwer body as she crosses the
room.

‘Come in. | have something. A little paste and glasooch for the neck of
your blouse.” She upends a silk drawstring baghendressing table, pursing her lips
and cocking her head like a curious parrot. Mrs bAsis indecisive in all her
dealings with Rosanna. On the one hand, she issopbung woman with a baby and
in need of her maid’s assistance. On the otherl|cghes half afraid as she shakes out
precious jewellery, perhaps remembering that shpl@m an Irish girl not to be
trusted with anything.

‘Turn your back.” Mrs Ashby’s lips flex and purs&ou are lucky, Rosanna,
to remain in the care of your family.’

‘I am, ma’am.’

‘My father is unwell. | was loath to leave him whiemarried Mr Ashby.’

‘You must write and tell him to pay you a visit.’

‘| fear not, ever. He is too frail to leave Hobdxwn. Turn again. Hold out
your hand.’

Rosanna swings around to face her. ‘I am sorry apowr father. Thank you
for the brooch.’

On the way to the stables, she fears that the aglionot come, is convinced

he will not; but he is already ensconced, leanipggainst the door of the tack room,
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a cheroot dangling from his fingers. Full throatedelfconscious, he throws lines of
script into the musty room, pausing only to drawragrant smoke. She has not seen
him the entire day. He feigns surprise at hewaltriFilled with delicious dread, she
fingers the new brooch in her fingers. What dslkesknow about a man touching a
young lady? Will he speak of what happened in thee®@

‘Such a face, Miss Rosanna.’

She moves away, blushing. Seating herself on &lbsttre openkittle Dorrit
lent to her by Father Woods. She is suspicioustbatas borrowed the book from
the Adelaide Lending Library for the purpose oftinstion. Little Dorrit is very
humble, a much better girl than Rosanna, and tgkeat care of her father in the
debtor’s prison. For the life of her Rosanna canmaterstand why the girl doesn’t
run away. It makes no sense in a book, when Mr @iskcould allow her to do

anything he wished.

‘I am not crabbity at all. You rehearse the play?’

‘Indeed, those harsh and dutiful words with whidréeted you belong to the
Lynch father.’” He lifts his boot, twists it at amgie like an Irish dancer, and
extinguishes his cheroot.

‘The Lynch father sounds so pompous? Is he a waag,tthen...?’

‘Pray no.” George angles his head to make a nxparesive ‘0’ of his mouth.
‘Some Galway people consider him a hero. A paragonoral conviction.’

The actor strides towards her as if she has dispteaim. Disconcerted she
returns the book to her cloth bag. He drops theusenpt onto her lap.

‘| can’t read this,” she flusters. ‘Not while yotaad so close.’

‘And you went to all the trouble of bringing Mr &iens’ book. It is no great
shame, not to read, when living on the edge ofization.’

‘| can read, you ignoramus.” How bold she feef$niy the manuscript from
his fingers and marching to the tack room, where spreads the pages over the
wooden bench on which her father sometimes worgaitieg leather or greasing
saddles. The actor follows her like a dairy cate 8fts a slush lamp from the shelf
behind the door. He takes a flint box from his peEickusses with the lint and cotton,
teasing it up with his fingers. She hears the simigk-nick-sound of his flintlock.

The flame flutters into life, emitting a fatty srhel
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‘The Hibernian Fathein three acts.” Her finger travels across the pagge
stabs down a cast of characters: Walter Lynch, atime merchant and Warden of
Galway; Oscar Lynch, his son; they are the impdrbaes.

The actor observes, seemingly amused as she deheunsrds.

‘Oscar Lynch. You take his part?’ she snaps thestjon.

‘Certainly.’

‘And the magistrate— the father?’

‘Mr Geoghegan pines for his dear friend, Mr Neshitho was famous for the
role in Sydney. Like me, Nesbitt was an extraadynjudge of horseflesh, with a
preference for Irish fillies.’

Rosanna pouts. ‘So he will play the Lynch father?’

‘Sadly no— he died in Geelong before the Melbourne productionld be
brokered. Mr Geoghegan says that Nesbitt madeelpigtation dying on the stage,
and at the racetrack. He was a great tragediamaige the magistrate famous.’

‘Tragedy, please not that.’ It is unsettling, hitways speaking in riddles. ‘I
shall read on; | must.’

‘Read from the beginning, for you cannot understtredfull tragedy of the
Lynches unless you know the historical backgrouRead, while you can,’ the actor
says, leaning up against the door.

‘Oh.” Rosanna sucks in her breath. He would noe téakrom her now. She
places the first page behind the others and reladsl:e&Scene 1: A mountain pass
with views of a sea cavé/ell, it is not Lough Derg, nor our village. A seave, how
wonderful. How grand. Bearnard speaks first. Beanand who is Bearnard?’ She
turns back to the cast lisBéarnard is a pirate she reads,d confederate of Rupert
D’Arcy. Rupert D’Arcy is a pirate disguised as FathOswald You know this
already, for you have been practising your part.iBis confusing.’

The actor grins, places his hand on a feed bintamsts himself upon it,
brandishing his crop snatched hastily from a péte menaces her with his prop,
taking on the visage of a grimacing pirat®n‘a mountain pass overlooking the sea
cave, | plot revenge on Walter Lynchié laughs at her.

It is infectious. She laughs back. How handsomdob&s. She tidies Mrs
Ashby’s yellow dress. Does he love her enough shatcan read the play whenever

she wishes? She reads the pirate’s lines:
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I am Rupert D’Arcy the last descendent of

A race whose name spread terror through the land

An outcast wanderer...a ruined man...

‘Oh he is fearsome. And what reason can there balfdis misery? Can it
be famine times?’ Rosanna picks up a stick andipainGeorge, as if to plabanin
the dock.

‘Were you to ask him, Irish maid, he would say thtla@ scoundrel, who
vanquished his father’s vessel, slaughtered his ared sent him to a pirate’s death,

was none other than Magistrate Lynch.’

Rosanna turns back to the actor, her eyes dark tettbr. ‘Will he kill the
Lynch father?’

George leaps from the feed bin brandishing his,ondppping the air in front

of him, until he brings the tip to rest below hairc
| would not take his life — but would | fairst
Rob him of Galway and of fair repute.

‘He will then, | know it.” She pushes at the croRosanna tastes the actor’s
breath; he smells of apples and tobacco. Time sIblthing is real: not Lynches in
a story; not an actor from Melbourne fingering tbkels of a borrowed dress, lifting
the hem to stroke her legs, long and strong froarsyef running in the bush with
Moorecke; not the wicked things he whispers asdse® off her shoe and kneads the
arch of her foot like Mother might a ball of douglhen she is pensive. Rosanna
curls her foot around his thumb and bucks agairestmall, where he has pressed her,
raising her right knee. She knocks her head. Tiafser eyes and he kisses them
away, increasing the pressure on her foot. He &issms with great deliberation
taking up her lips as if lifting whelks from a shebhe does not like to look at him,
preferring to hide her face. Does she look like ttets of Woodford: liquid
streaming from their mouths, eyes rolling one withitne other? She drops her head
to mouth tiny ginger hairs lacing the inside of gst. He has not pinioned her
below the tack hook. Her legs clutch his waist agtimight hers, or Blinnie. When
he snatches her fingers and places them insidbreexhes she feels alarm but his

skin is soft— softer than the skin of hefochanna— and warm. She touches the tip

of his boddaghwith trepidation, as she might approach a small geature that
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twitches and trembles beneath her fingers, oozlikg kquid. He sighs and shivers.
She hunkers down over a familiar ache in her lolgak that she remembers from
the aggravating few days before she bleeds, wheratt keep her fingers from her
faekflaps. The iron and grit smell on his fingers pagsover her cheekbones and
into her hair belongs to her. She savours it, drapnpushing her chin into his
shoulder. Then he lifts hisod inside her— pressing, pressing- into the beautiful
aching part of herself. He jolts inside her anchtBebsides. Jesus, Mary and Joseph;

she begins to cry.

XIV : Strict Impatrtiality Reigns

‘George, do let us read on...the manuscript... a@idatssed as a priest and
plotting against a Lynch. What a grand story. diging to know what happens.’

‘It seems that you have not forgotten it even vaillhmy soothing.’
‘Nothing soothes injustice.’
‘You’re no pirate’s doxy, Rosanna.’

What has she done? She straightens her gown.

The actor reads at a pace through the next sceméhich the people of
Galway celebrate the Lynch father’s election asdemy with a banquet in the Town
Hall. Rosanna feels transported. ‘It is wondedigdquent you are with your actor’s
voice — quite changed. | doubt that | should tgsi.” Would Mr Trollope say that
passion always prevails and that she has fallenvice. But he does not understand
the importance of the play.

‘It is your decision. You are the mistress of ydestiny.’

Rosanna hesitates.

‘Let us read on,” he says, ‘and | will decide ddn trustyou’

‘George, if you only knew me better.’

‘It is my ambition to do so.’

Rosanna rests her hand on his. ‘What happens naweiplay?’ she says.

‘Act one, Scene four: a ship arrives at the poGafway.’
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‘A ship...” Rosanna seats herself upon a stool,iptatier gown carefully.
‘Who is on this ship?’ She enters the spirit of ¢laene; it is surely harmless. She can
hardly wait to relate it all to Skelly.

‘Oscar Lynch returns from Spain, accompanied lgy $&panish friend,
Alonzo.” The actor raises his eyebrows, his faaaico

‘Huzzah' She claps. ‘Commence.’

‘Oscar is melancholy, his spirits much depressédeé manuscript lies at the
actor’s feet. He glances down, and finds his plezaqy to speak again.

‘George, could | be following Oscar Lynch’s wordshile you recite them
into the air?’

‘You may be my prompt, and more beautiful than atiyer from whom |
have accepted correction.’

He is funning her. Grinning like a loon he swoosthie pages and proffers
them to her. It is all play to him. ‘Better stillet us take the parts together. You must
be the voice of Anastasia affianced to Oscar Lynch.

Rosanna bites her lip. She is not sure that shbewiso play Anastasia.
George’s fingers trail down her nape. She shivérs a prideful thing she has done,
offering to read. Lynches are proud people, Mo#iagrs. They bow their heads to no
one, even God, to their shame. Her eyes dart teméwel door. Dusk gathers. Her
father’s horse can not be far away and they haa® Iitle enough of the play.

‘In this scene Oscar Lynch returns from businesSpain. His father awaits
him on the shore. | will play the magistrate’. Taetor stands tall, using his thumbs
to outline an imaginary regal garment, swirlingutt behind him before placing one
hand upon her shoulders. ‘Hensadh What is that, Rosanna?’

‘Miadh is most awful sad. Is he sore with longing for $os1?’

‘Indeed, he must be. Beside the magistrate staisdsdrd, Anastasia.’

‘They are both in danger?’

‘Neither one more than the other. The Lynch fatisethe newly elected
Warden of Galway. He is plump with pride.’

She thinks back on quarrels with her father. ‘Lygxcistand by their kin, who
are the source of their pride. It is a matter at/sal. The father will support his son
to the death.” She slants an uneasy smile at tioe. ac
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George glances away. ‘You have it in a nutshelt, Ibshall not spoil the
surprise. Do you suppose that on disembarking, 1Osdth pluck a kiss from
Anastasia?’

‘Has he done such a thing before?’

George leans over Rosanna and takes her bottobetipeen his teeth. She
leans away to take a ragged breath. ‘If it is mphay, | may play it.’

The actor laughs and plumps himself up, fingersiatfob, face set in an
arrogant sneer. Rosanna thinks him beautiful fy&mg. She imagines him on stage.

He bows. ‘I am Walter Lynch, Warden of Galway, exahing confidence
with Anastasia, about a dispatch from my son.’

‘The Lynch father is fond of her?’

‘Fond enough. Anastasia is his ward and Oscar’kllebod playmate. The
magistrate is gratified by the mature affection Bhs developed for his son.” George
lifts Rosanna’s chin, in a paternal way. ‘Their niewe isexceedingonvenient.’

‘How does Anastasia respond, then? It is my tarapeak back, to take her
part.’

‘Speak then, lo.” He points to her place on theepag

‘To Oscar..” After all, Rosanna likes the sound of her voigeavering in
the musty stable air. It reminds her of the timles seads aloud for Father Woods,
but more exhilarating.

George softens his stern warden face to play tleabguardian. Rosanna
reads Anastasia’s part and arrivesiatple Irish maidstumbling and blushing. The
actor throws back his head and takes up the gaidevof the Lynch statesman:

And, as the guardian of my country’s laws

I will as zealously discharge the truth

As their unspotted purity demands

Within our courts, corruption ne’er shall stalk.

But strict impartiality shall reign.

‘What is his meaning?’

‘He will favour none, not even his son.” The acpuffs out his chest and
resumes the magistrate’s voice:

| have enough the Roman father in me

Though, in the effort did my heart strings crack
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To seal his doom and lead him to the scaffold.

‘Oh no, he will not. For he is not a Roman fathmert an Irish one, and he will
stand by his son. Oscar is loisly son?’

‘So | believe. No others are mentioned.”’

‘Why does he call on Romans? Do they not protesit gons?’

‘He alludes to Brutus, a Roman consul who, in antyg slew his son.’

‘In Shakespeare’s play?’

‘Shakespeare’s Brutus was also interested in mana@justice but no, it was
the elder Brutus. You know Shakespeare?”’

‘Is it as Mr Shakespeare’s fool you are casting nme,your superior
melodrama?’

He strokes her face, his brow knitted in mock dtotr. ‘Believe you a
father should place his principles before his chilirvival?’

Rosanna shakes her head.

‘There are plays within plays, as you may well \krio

He is wonderful, astounding and magnificent: brghthan a cockatiel. If
only he will stay long enough for her to know thkale play.

‘You must come with me to Melbourne. What a fingress you will be.’
George touches the tip of his tongue on the saitlslow her lashes.

He makes fun of a colonial girl. Everything is sigaated. But Melbourne
— her heart skips.

When she hears the sudden thump and jingle oebka@sd men in the yard,
she pushes him away. ‘George,’ she whispers. ‘Wil not allow me to take these
pages home and read them with my brother?’

‘After yesterday, | am a fool to consider such agh | should have you
dismissed... If | allow you one scene to share withirybrother, you must promise
never to trespass on my privacy again.’

There is something clever about the actor’s lifke=ar trickles through her
veins, and cautious optimism. She blushes. Pettaigsa fool. ‘I promise.’

‘In any event we will play the scene again, tomatr&o quickly now, or the
Lynch father and son will take leads in a differplaty.” He passes her several pages.

‘Place them beneath the stable lantern, the mogmnarrive tomorrow.” She rushes
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from the tackroom, feigning a yawn when she cattteedather’s eye, and bends to
pluck straw from the hem of her skirt.
‘Rosanna.’

‘Here father. | am waiting, waiting.’

XV: Sons and their Duties

Rosanna has secrets now, perhaps as many as Esleod. luck stalks the pair of
them, ignoring Skelly. In the twilight he can jusiake out the silhouettes of his
brother and sister racketing into the yard. Edwinsrwith Rosanna’s bridle towards
the pond and she follows, snatching it back andihglthe reins over her head.

Father yells, ‘Stop your fooling, the pair of yawgw. I'll not have decent
leather spoiled for your nonsense.’

Edwin swoops to pull her down by her dress, tugseathair. He gives up the
bridle and flings it onto the grass, then lifts laeound the waist to dangle her legs
over the water. Rosanna shrieks. Eventually, thesec laughing and gabbing
through the door.

‘Skelly darlin’, 1 missed you.” His sister tries tatch his eye. He turns his
face away. It is all about luck.

After supper Edwin and Father take the newspapdrtheir pipes to the
verandah and Skelly follows. Father reads aboutatein Europe. As soon as he
can Skelly will enlist. The army will not treat hilike a cripple.

Edwin acts so confident. ‘If my business doesmnfip I'll take myself off to
war. Then I'll invest my wages in something grandé looks raffish, his long legs
resting on the water barrel, dark hair curled dusrcollar.

‘I will come with you,” Skelly interjects, and Edwicuffs him.

Aggravated sucking on his pipe makes Father’'s $psecnd sloppy and
careless. His nose is red with drink. ‘Irish boys/é always run off to fight other
people’s wars. It is a mark of their desperation.’

‘The Irish have a reputation for soldiery. | cout¢ a hero. Bring home
medals,’ says Edwin.

‘Who would you save?’

‘Go away with you, Father, there’s action everyvehier Europe. And talk of
a volunteer fighting force from South Australia.’

‘I was once offered a commission with the Britishmy.’
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‘And what happened?’

‘| took a chance on forty-five pounds a year antbre here. Honest labour.
You earn good money here. If you weren’t so caselesing it at Lallah’s you'd
have your bullocks by now.’

‘You only know about slog. I'm planning a differdife.’

‘Gambling eats profits. Don’t come to me for loai®ur mother and | have
saved seven years for land.’

‘If the bullocks don’'t give me a start, | might ilogp cases of Kinahan's
Dublin whiskey. Or port, champagne, claret, colbnvene, brandy, rum, gin and
gineva.’

Father holds out his newspaper. ‘Land is the ordy to get ahead. Listerr
‘the following leases of Waste Lands of the Crowa laeing offered for sale in lots
of twenty-two square miles, in the Hundred of Maobell — Surveyor General’s
Office.’

Edwin takes it from him. ‘Skelly darling, listen tbis. Moffat's Vegetable
Life Medicines: for flatulence and foulness of ttmmplexion ... Shall | order some
for you?’

‘Pog mo tidin.” Skelly carries his sketchbook inside in a hieated at the
table, he takes a cloth parcel from his pocketmfwhich he unwraps the dessicated
body of a bat. He manipulates the limbs, teststgowhere the wing bends like a
hinge. He strokes its tiny head and the seamedrsidéeof the wing and begins to
sketch the bat in sections. So many bats haveinligd drought.

Rosanna slides in beside him. ‘You've been to thee¢ she whispers.
‘Mother won’t be happy.’

He looks up from his sketch of the bat, turns thevelled body in his hand,
and stares into its eyes. ‘If | had not come bable wouldn’t know now,’ he snaps
at his sister.

‘Darling, can you help me? | brought home a wondestirprise.’

He wants to resist her wheedling voice. ‘Is it areg then?’

‘Well it might be. | was hoping, Skelly, that youowld allow me a page or
two of your sketch book.’

He curves his arm around it.
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‘Don’'t be sour. Where did you find the bat?’ Sheokés it lovingly.
‘They're quiet now, for the winter. Only a few camgiand going for food.’

‘A hole opened up behind the cave. | almost fell ifhe little bat flew into
my hand and died.’

Rosanna turns the bat over. ‘Sad. Skelly, the aGeorge Sutherland, has
allowed me the privilege of reading a play. You'dvar guess what it is about:
Lynches from Galway! George plays the part of tihedh son.’

‘Are you sure he isn’t skiting so you'll kiss him?’

‘Please don’t say that in front of Eilish. Look.hhve two pages of the
playscript, to share with you.’

Skelly scuffs the floor with his foot.

‘Spare me a page or two of your precious book. $ure Father Woods
would not want you to act so mean.” She pinches Blyn Reaching across his body
she flicks the pages in an idle way until she Bgigpon the picture in which the trunk
and branches of the buloke tree frame the pagknélv you were there that day,
amongst the leaves — hiding, watchirg quieter than the Blacks.” She moves her
fingers across the shaded pond swarming now wéhtares. She lingers.

Does she see?

She flicks over the next page, clicking her tondWhat does Father Woods
say about your perspective the little animals and giant birds?’ She takespéecil
from him. ‘How can you draw with that? It's stubbignan a koala’s nose. You'll
smudge your work.’

He snatches it back. ‘I'll scrape the point withvia's knife.’

‘Oh no, you're not to. Why risk cutting your finggrhen your sister, who
loves you, wants to do it for you?’

‘Give it back; I'll do it myself.” The first mista& he made was to trust his
sister. Always treating him like a cripple or a pahothing has been the same since
she began riding to the Big House. He is caugle:lmand clutching the bat, the other
hopelessly lunging for his book and pencil. Someghsnaps inside him and he
reaches further across the table, and strikesduer iard with the flat of his hand.
Rosanna’s head snaps back against the dressemnélgh falls open. Her hand
cradles her cheek. To his horror the sound hasunelsal through the house. He
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drops the bat, picks up his book and pencil anthe®utside. Darkness swallows
him.

Father bellows from the verandah, ‘Eilish. Is thiegress in the evening-
fighting and screeching? The boy should go to bed.’

And Mother retorts from the babies’ beds, ‘We’rd 8o poor that we cannot
afford a candle or two or some sperm oil to ligHamp. Your youngest son needs
society in the evenings, just like you and EdwWithin minutes she flows across
the back step and tracks Skelly to where he sitaildkers hunched, head in his
hands, beside the pit. “You must apologise, of seur

Through his fingers he sees that she is severes foiohed; her face creased
with tiredness and worry.

‘Rosanna, bring a quart pot of tea for your brotwed me,’” Father calls from
the verandah.

Skelly creeps in the rear door and slides back tigoseat. In the lantern
light he can see the red mark on her face, moistfram carrying tea. Straightening
a page of the manuscript he begins in tiny scagtdnsfer the words from the play
to the last half a dozen blank pages of his sketkbHe will not apologise. She
should him show more respect.

Rosanna allows armed truce; desperate she seenwpyothe manuscript.
‘Fancy, a Lynch story, a Galway one at that, andwses never told.’

‘Difficult it is to read, in parts, with the ink éang.” Skelly’s voice breaks.

‘Better if you know it well, like George. His eyase not troubled by it.’

‘George?’ He fixes her with a rude stare. She hassés on her neck. ‘I
never heard of a warden.’

‘Nor |, apart from the warden in Trollope, a fustig church mar- not at all
gorgeous like Father Woods. In this story he isagistrate.’

‘Or George,” he mimics her voice. He will see what EattWoods thinks
aboutGeorge ‘The Lynch man will be quite important to therstod

‘Heavens, he must be. The play is named for him.’

Skelly’s head hangs over the page. ‘They are orcliffetop, watching the
boat arrive from Spain. What is the warden saymgis friend Mr Blake?’

Rosanna reads with him. ‘“That they are too oldai@ @bout women.’

‘Have they wives?’
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‘I haven'’t read that far yet. There is only Anastasvho is to marry Oscar
Lynch, the warden’s son.’

‘Are you craving a wedding?’

‘I never thought about it,” she says; her face bsekifty. ‘I'll speak to Father
about organising a few head of cattle, a hundrédegs, and two feather beds.’

Skelly bunts his head against hers. ‘I was wrongjdp you.’

‘Perhaps | forgive you. Now read on. A priest bsirsn on the wedding
crying out to all assembled that Oscar may not ynAnmastasia. And imagine it. The
priest is a pirate in disguise, seeking vengeandade Lynches.’

‘Let me read it. Don’t spoil everything. How coutde?’

‘He is accused of murdering his friend, Alonzo.’d&ana licks her lips.

‘Murder and he is a Lynch.” Subdued, Skelly reads ‘Anastasia expects
him to defend himself. But he cannot. Oscar comfes$ss guilt. Can he really be a
murderer?’ He is aghast.

‘Oh,” Rosanna’s eyes fill with tearsThe scorpions of remorse- is that not
beautiful? Imagine them scorpions stinging his tieGhe leans back in her chair.

Skelly reads and copies by candlelight. He ponddsat she leaves out when
she talks about the play- apart from the bruises on her shoulders. ‘It fedish
play, Rosanna. He wouldn’'t have done the criménénfirst place, but if he did, the
family would all go to the Loughrea assizes anedédthim in their own tongue.’

‘His mother would run to the public house andeascrowd.’

‘Or hire a sharp-tongued Galway lawyer to get biifti

Rosanna eases herself from the table, appeariogl¢alate his mood. ‘Will
you copy the rest for me?’

‘Alright.” Skelly bends to his task. Panicky thouglbreak his concentration.
The play is the most exciting thing that has happethis year— and the beginnings
of a beard. Hair grows in other places teo bound to be the wrong places, for
doesn’t he fail at everything. Edwin will soon leato become a soldier and Rosanna
will go to the gold. Skelly hopes that Father Woedl, one day, take him on as a
geologist’s assistant- perhaps if he peaches on his sister.

When he finishes copying Act One he packs upwask, blows out the
candle and trails to sit on the edge of the beddbdss mother. She sits upright and

grasps his hand. ‘You have apologised to yourr§iderything is fine?’
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He hangs his head. ‘Edwin is leaving to be a soldie
‘Garrick will not allow it.’

‘It is true that he was not in agreeance but Edyaes what he wants.’

‘Let me tell you a story about your father becomangoldier. It is one of the
reasons we came here.’

Skelly nods in the dark, although she cannot see hi

‘Back in Woodford the barracks kept Father busyckdanithing from first
light until dusk. Every day at noontime | carrieobmha plate of food. One day |
arrived at the forge in a slurry of mud and whestoloped to scrape my shoes | heard
men laughing. Through the doorway | could see teade and shoulders of the
barracks’ soldiers, their arms resting on the stélll of a sudden, one of them threw
a coin upon the ground. Garrick was working on essé&gs upturned hoof and his
mouth was full of nailsl could see the temper in his expression. What htfolet
boys rankle him, | thought, for that’s all they wethe tallest just the Tenpenny boy,
flexing his young blade muscle. But you know whatneans, Skelly, don’t yot—
the throwing down of an English shilling?’

‘How would | know? | have no use for them myselflyoto buy Wiggs’
drawing books from hawkers for Rosanna to writedsarets in.’

Eilish pats his hand, refusing to be diverted. ‘@ldger throwing down a
shilling can mean only one thing. A call to armsg ane a widow.’

‘Did Father pick up the shilling?’

‘The answer to that question would be no. If he itlidiould be a contract.
And | would have lost him to the British Army. Gt would have gone to fight in
foreign wars. All because a soldier from the basaevho had nothing more useful
to do than intimidate a working man, threw dowroancYour father is stubborn and
proud, which mostly leads him into trouble, buthis case it saved him.’

‘What happened?’

‘He went on with his smithing. | kicked the goodé my grave and elbowed
past the soldiers with bread and cheddar for hasdlay meal. He dropped the mare’s
foreleg and smiled at me. “Keep your coin,” he daithem. “It is honour enough to
shoe your horses.”

‘Father was clever to praise them like that.’

98



‘| prayed to the Blessed Virgin that he would natise offence. Then | tried
to throw them off the scent. “There has been aatiewi, have you not heard,” | said.
“Take yourself quickly down to the cottages neaari¥let Bog, before murder is
done.”

‘And did you make that up?’

‘It was one of the blessings of running an inn thheard about everyone’s
misfortunes. A runty little fellow with a splash ofd hair and face whiter than a
ghost with the measles nodded to the others. HE SAle’ll need a drink by dark,
Eilish.” And he winked.’

‘What did you reply?’

‘| said, “I'm sure my husband will need a drop asliwit will be my pleasure
to wait on the lot of you.” I held your father withlook that would stone a hare dead
at ten paces. Off to the well I would go in the niog to tie rags around the tree
trunk of the largest oak if they let him be. Aneytdid.’

‘Why then did we leave Ireland?’

‘The thing was still not finished. Every night thepngregated below our
window. But that is another story. Now off to sleggph you. Leave it to your father
to stop your brother getting himself killed on tbther side of the world and perhaps
you didn’t hear all the details.’

‘What about my sister?’

‘Can we worry about her next month?’

‘You do not take me seriously.’

‘| take youall seriously. Kiss me goodnight. | hear your fathemong down
the path.’

XVI: A Melbourne Invitation
Bertram, the Brigstock child, has translucent dike that of an albino. Rosanna has
watched him standing stock-still in the yard, atdigtance from his mother,
completely covered in ants. Once she saw him rgnmto the swamp as if he
expected it to lift him up. He appears to have erse. He will follow a dog outdoors
and up the hill without a backward glance and gedfraid to come to the table for
his porridge.

It is burden enough to work in the kitchen withauchild underfoot. She is

surprised that Mrs Ashby will allow it but the tinuis that she is desperate. Poorly or
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not, Mrs Melvin Brigstock— although Rosanna has heard Mrs Ashby call her@liv
— has gone riding with her husband and George Satitkralong the river. Today
Rosanna feels sorry for her employer. Her facedqmaky, her eyes tired.

‘Have you seen my green silk peignoir? | was surarlg it in the huon-pine
robe.’

Rosanna lowers her eyes, and flushes. Can shetheanbe? So soon.

‘You must help me find it.” Mrs Ashby places hemdaat her throat, retracts
it, and moves towards the door. ‘By the way, the aléer tomorrow my husband and
| have planned an excursion to Mount Schanck, maigit¢ will need your help. Wear
the yellow dress and make sure your hair is bratigatly away from your face.
Nothing is worse than tendrils falling into foodatihg outside will be tedious
enough. Let us hope the weather holds.’

‘Yes, Mrs Ashby. Will a picnic be amusing?’ Shedisinclined to be more
gracious.

‘| dare say it will.’

Rosanna’s heart rises and falls. She has neverdreanpicnic. But she will
be at the beck and call of all the houseguestfydintg George Sutherland. All day
she feels on edge, deciding that perhaps the dots not care for her at all. Well
then, if he does not come at five o’clock, she wadep Act 1. What a fool he was to
trust her. And Mr Edward Geoghegan will have atoawho knows but half the

play.

For at least a quarter of an hour she wait®h.Villain, Villain. Deceitful
Smooth-tongued Villaishe casts at him, on his dishevelled and latgarirough
the stable door.

He grins, as unrepentant as any boy. ‘You have wered the Lynch son’s
crime?’

‘He did not commit it. Of that you can be sure. il be revealed at the
climax of the play.’

‘What and the ship crew in agreeance, and Geraldaithful servant willing
to testify against himHe hath thrown his dear friend Velasquez, son @ngh ...
Overboard’

‘Oscar would never do such a thing. He is rich. Hither is the warden.

Anastasia loves him. It is not such a blighted'life
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‘Ah, but he is yet to be acquainted with her chahlgee, which has ripened
into something more seductive than sisterly aféecti Show me do, how she shall
act to signify it.” George roughly pushes up agaimsr crushing the pages of the
manuscript. ‘Kiss me that | might forget my saddleariness and the prattle of
Olivia Brigstock. Then we can rehearse until yathér and amusing brother come.’

She sees that George is not all sweetness. ‘higdyous you sound and not
sincere at all.’

‘It may be foolish to sacrifice my sensitivitiesrfthe manuscript, Rosanna.
Are they not inextricably intertwined?’

She concedes this, one hand cupping the base sktilis His neck smells of
horses and sweat. She inhales again, nuzzling dfieskin beneath his beard.
Unperturbed he smooths the flesh inside her pamalo So urgent his will, ear
pressed against her own, head ducked over herdarodhat he fails to guard his
back. No one will come. Her hand moves beneatlstii$ stroking his nipples in an
agitated rhythm as if they have become her ownhanbegins to rub against her like
a horse against a tree, only half-attending. Heasuhis hands around hibin and
she rocks her hips against him. If a coach comeshbywill get on without him. But
he makes room with his fingers for the rest of land plunges into her. Her hands
curl like a suckling babe, her mouth loosens arls$ f@pen and she makes little
sounds like Hugh sucking at his mother’s breasuntil she feels she has expelled
her insides. Even love is ridden at a gallop now.

George buttons his breeches and worries his fintpeosigh his hair. ‘Such
tedious telegrams | receive from Edward Geoghefjow he is in lather about
backers. He asks too much. | cannot rush back tbddene before | have concluded
my business here. And he is always unwell.’

‘When | am an actress | will meet the famous man.’

‘Oh he is not so famous. With his disreputable lgagknd, | am sure that he
would like an Irish girl like you.’

Rosanna scowls at him. Love-making does not brirtglee best in him. ‘Let
us act then.’

‘| doubt that you are acting, but have your way. W&y as well rehearse. Let
us read on to where Oscar is as good as dead dlappes father's dungeon.’
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‘A father will not lock up his son?’ She settlesffily on a box beside the
chaff barrel, one eye on the door.

The actor sits beside her. ‘The warden is a mamoabur. Justice is his first
love.’

‘There is nothing just, in that. It must be theapé’'s doing. Is he still dressed
as priest, the black devil?’

‘He is well pleased with events.” The actor stréagis his jacket and settles
his collar.

‘Like you.’

‘It is love, Rosanna, | feel for you.’

‘Oh, you sound perfunctory.” She looks sidewaysiat. Does he mean it?
Can it be true, after all his rudeness? If only bhd not read th&lacdermots of
Ballycloran She kisses him. ‘Read on, George.’

He stops to lick his fingers and thumb back pates. Three, Scene 3: the
Oratory.’

‘What is Oratory? Speech?”’

‘It is the family chapel. Anastasia speaks to heidrservant. She is much
cast down.’

Rosanna takes up the page. ‘Worried she should ak s melancholy, dark
and drear She has felt this way before, | swear.’

‘Like Mr Geoghegan, you have some understandingrisiely, he rests his
hand upon her arm. ‘Listen again. She is hopefilll ind imagery of a fearful
dream, from which yet | may wake to happiriess

Rosanna lifts her face to his. ‘Oscar’s sadnesdrifacted her. It is natural to
feel a loved one’s pain.’

‘But she is serious about wishing she were dead.’

‘Why do you say so0?’

‘Mouth the words, Rosanna. Mouth them sweet.’

Rosanna trembles as she reads. The words cut dsiee her. She has felt
like this but not for love, for lack of it:

Oh Heaven in Mercy snatch me from a life

Where nought for me exists but misery

Despairing wretched days and hopeless nights.
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‘The Lynch boy has caused this storm in her buinust be suffering more.
Perhaps Mr Geoghegan’s unhappiness infects the @lag places her hand against
her belly. Being with George makes it churn so.

‘He bucks against the law.” He takes back the pagekrifles through for
evidence of Oscar's moods. ‘On the voyage back abwv&y Alonzo, his beloved
friend, bears witness to his mercurial shifts ofiper:

But ere five days had lapsed, the former grew

Reserved and sullen, and his spirits lost

Their wanted buoyancy. Absorbed in thought

‘He began the voyage with an unhappy countenamm@sanna interjects. ‘A
disastrous event overtakes him, does it not?’

‘It is not explained, merely that he is despondémtreasingly absorbed in
thought. Hefrequently would pace the vessel’s deck with maadiyness traced upon
his brow

‘Oh it is a terrible feeling, when it strikes. @nMoorecke helps me.” This
irony puzzles her foBooandiklives seem harder compared to Lynches’ in Galway
or the colonies. Rosanna stands and moves towlaeddoor, her face pleated with
sympathy.

‘Moorecke?’

‘It matters not who. Except that she is dear to Wlat does the narrator of
the play say about Oscar’'s misery?’

‘It is his older companion, Gerald, who relates ¢wents on board.’

‘And so? Proceed?’

‘Read for yourself.’

Rosanna returns to her se&nd when at times’ she stumbles over the
words.

‘... attimes, his eye would rest upon,

The unconscious object of his vengeful thoughts

His angry glance would kindle to a glare

Of settled hatred

...jealousy...unconscious thoughts, George! He canbet faulted for
thoughts springing from within.’

‘They come from somewhere.’
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‘Dreams perhaps.’

‘Mr Coleridge believes so. Oft loosed by the poppyreliable. Read on.
What think you now?’

‘A quarrel rose. Alonzo tries to placate his fder©scar. Oh no!” Rosanna
brings the page close to her lips in agitation:

...Unawares, Oscar Alonzo seized

And hurled him headlong in the wild abyss

Of foaming ocean! Unperceived, | stood

Unawaresnote. He is in a dreamlike state, George.’

‘Yet Gerald describes his haughty spirits.’

‘Father is haughty but only, my mother would sayhis family’s behalf.’

‘We shall see what haughty fathers do for sons.ye Rosanna, haughty?’
He reaches over to touch her face, creased withtion.

‘I am not,” she cries, pulling away from him, mogiagain towards the door.

He grins and follows her, holding the pages oubieeher.

‘It is not such a Lynch trait,” she says, ‘but Iveaseen it here at Ashby’s.’
Rosanna turns and skims the words. ‘His father fsde him. Plead his case for
clemency. It was an accident, a young man’s termper.

‘What do you suppose to be the substance of therrgl?’

‘It must be the girl, Anastasia.’

‘You would blame a girl.’

‘I would notblamea girl.” She clasps the pages under her arm ambslthe
crossbars of the stable door. ‘Tell me quickly.eBoAnastasia mourn Alonzo,
Oscar’s friend? | love this playing, but | am swkh fear,” she throws behind her.

‘Read Anastasia’s words and all will be revealed.’

‘Withhold me not — for | myself will forth

E’en to the Council — in their sight I'll kneel

Myself will be my Oscar’s advocate

Will plead for him with love’s persuasive tongue.

My Oscar Mother would say as much.” Rosanna sniffs. Thendoof hooves
startles her. Is Mr Colyer riding out again?

‘Rosanna,’ her father’s voice booms from the yard.
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She jumps down in fright.

‘You must tell no one about reading the play,” Ggowhispers in her ear. ‘If
any awkwardness should arise | shall say thatnigoyou letters for your brother who
| have met on business at Miss Lallah’s.’

‘But you have not.” She unfastens the stable dGmorge melts into the
shadows. ‘Father, you bark louder than an owl. Siautled me.’

‘What are you reading?’

‘Something the poet gave me.’ Oh fool, she thirtksy to God her father is
in a hurry.

He loops the reins over his arm and leans agaiastdrse’s flanks to lift her
into the saddle.

‘Am | haughty, Father? She secretes Act Three uhdeplaid wrap.

‘Haughty. What kind of language are you speakingvne- English
language?’

‘Skelly taunts so,” Rosanna cries. “Hoity-toityhe says. ‘Where is Edwin?’

‘Edwin has business at MacDonnell Bay. He cut attegugh Benara and
south. Take that look off your face or you'll hapeople believing this haughty
toity.’

Rosanna is satisfied that Edwin is once again atd#ntre of Garrick’'s
thoughts, God bless him, and that she is safe inb@nrogation. She leans her cheek
against her father’s back and fingers her mouth.dden feels rough, abraded. Eilish
must not see where the actor has rubbed his beaidsh her tender skin. She feels
an urgent love for him despite his roughness. Wiére be time before he leaves to
finish the play? But now he has offered to takevan him. Has he not said that he
loves her? What a fool she was to tell Skelly alhoon.

XVII: Go Be Damned

Skelly suspects the reason his mother twice senttbithe pond to draw water is
because she wishes to speak privately with Fatheod&/— perhaps about the
changes in Rosanna. He has not completely fordreeand yethe did the slapping.
No one cares about changes in Skelly. It is orrdiigrn from the pond the second
time that Skelly sees his mother has been cryingewtelating the story of the

shilling to the priest.
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Skelly likes the way she uses voices to explaimevas if they are scenes in
Mr Geoghegan'’s play— this morning she has read two scenes with him.

‘Every night the soldiers jostled beneath our vawdand | rose up like a
chailleachto hex them through the curtain,” she tells thiegtr ‘A shilling! | told
Garrick, “We’ll not stay. | have money saved fgpassage to Australia.”

“Who will run Walsh’s now that your mother is deadzarrick asked.

“My mother worked until she couldn’t get down thaiss to lift a bumper of
claret, and my father, spared that horror, dropgedd in the bar, singing Ffion
Murphy’s song about the land wars. We've sufferedugh. [I'll be glad to let
Thomas take the business off my hands,” | said.

“I doubt that uselesscullogof a brother’ll be capable of it. He gets so drunk
he doesn’'t know you.”

“Well now, he’ll have to. How can you talk at allvhen you’re barely
speaking to those left in your own family?”

“l stood by Granny Spain.”

“Huzzah they’ve moved on now to the barracks.”

Skelly is unsure of the point of Mother’s dramsation but the fact that she
has been crying makes him think there must be Bleeonly vaguely remembers
Uncle Thomas'’s tall stooped frame shuffling in anglsuit along the passageway to
the bar, and he doesn’t remember Granny Spain. at al

Father Woods listens with a serious expressioni®race, holding a skilly-
cake in one hand and dandling Blinnie upon his knee

‘Go on, Eilish.’

‘Garrick agreed that life was getting harder. Seee wouldn’t starve while
there was food to buy, and we were luckier than ynaut trouble has a way of
brewing when some families go without. | asked hiBid you hear talk in the bar
about D’Arcy, Burke’s agent?” and he replied, “tdio.”

“Attacked and robbed driving his gig a mile fromughrea. He could have
beenkilt.”

“Good luck to them, | say...he deserved it.”

Mother lifts Blinnie from the priest's arms anders him a cloth to wipe his
hands. ‘I said to him,Thar. | only remind you about the agent to warm youlso

You can make money enough to feed us, and takee gndyour work, but
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something’s eating out your insides. Let Lord Cieamde and his mother have their
way. Every week more people leave for the coloniegant to go, Garrick. | have
put away the money.”

“If you're set on it, | don’t neegour money because | have the offer of a
situation with a Mr Ashby on a station in Gambiertan the colony of South
Australia. Forty-five pounds salary and rationsrdwelve months. He sent our
passage.”

Father Woods begins to nod as if he has placeetheg final pieces of a
puzzle.

Mother carries on, acting out her sorrows. “Whadlya thing you must be,
Garrick Lynch— scheming away behind my back.”

“Bite your tongue, woman, or I'll leave you behirltn a Protestant now.”

“A Protestant, indeed.” Eilish looks across atl&atWoods.

Skelly wonders ihe understands the implications of her confidencdl e
priest be angry? What will she say next? ‘My clellreared as Protestantsover
my dead body.’

‘Skelly.’

He starts.

‘Bring one more bucket of water. | need to scrubttible after Father Woods
rides on to Nelson.’

He lifts the bucket, straining as he moves awapetar her last words.

‘Garrick said, “I feel like one, in any case, wih this taking care not to spill
my precious seed. Not a babe dropped in six yédgish lowers her voice until it
is barely audible to Skelly. He sidles back a steg drops to take off his boot.

“Garrick, what is it you're blathering about?”

“If it is Protestants they need in South Austratiat Catholics, I'd not like to
see them short of a man, when all it takes is titoie of the quill.”

“Never have | heard such bluff and blather. | cdrnvalieve a Lynch would
recant for a recruiting agent.”

“We’'re Protestants on the application, and on tlipmng documents.”

“Widow Spain would be apoplectic.”

107



‘How is a woman supposed to know what is going rside a man’s head,
when he always shuts her out?’ Eilish complaing-&her Woods, ‘A Protestant
indeed!” She begins to cry again and he placesraraeound her shoulders.

‘My husband came through twelve cruel years, hisheoand sister dying of
the cholera, his brothers buried, his father tookén down to apply when they
reopened the road works. In the end, Father, hdaa pistol in the pocket of his
coat,’ Eilish adds, ‘and a note sayi@®p beDamned | was afraid he’d gone to the
Whiteboys, the Ribbonmen of Sleive Aughty, or ame f those angry mobs
roaming the countryside in the early hours of tleeming, armed with pitchforks and
spades and sticks. He denied it, of course. Iftkdoest | could, Father. “A Protestant
Is not the worst thing I've been called,” | saidhion.’

‘Eilish do not be distressed. You celebrated thehaust the moment Father
Ryan welcomed you to Australia. And later, he tsmgatiHugh and Blinnie. Thank
God and Our Lady for all your blessings. May aluyenjoyments be innocent.” The
priest places his hand on Mother’s head and bldsses‘Skelly, hurry now for that
water.’

Skelly moves away. Recanting must be a wicked Bie priest will surely
ask for penance. If Mother and Father are sinnvengt about Rosanna? He makes
up his mind that he will confide in Father Wood$omwill deal withher far more
harshly.

XVIII: A Scientific Expedition
Skelly bides his time. Father Woods is as curiosisaaiewborn about the world.
While they gather rock and fossil samples alongkdrst a heavy sky rolls overhead.
Perhaps the storm will travel quickly and not lingatil the next day to spoil the Big
House picnic that Rosanna is in such a lather athe has ridden away early to
prepare more cakes and jellies but also, Skellgestis, to avoid Father Woods.
‘Describe these tiny invertebrates for me, Skelpd note their resting
place.” Father secures a page of his morocco nokeb8lack coat flapping around
his legs, silver hammer in hand, he examines shandslcanic rock with his thumb.
His leather sample bag lies at his feet. Silver amtigo lights spill through the
clouds; lightning forks in the fringe of trees haththem.

‘We must hurry or we may be caught up in therstor
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‘| can take you to the bat cave. It is only a shaalk.” He will show Father
the bones and then talk about Rosanna.
The priests’s face lights up. ‘What a pleasure th#l be and the storm is a

passing one. See the clean sky beyond it.’

To Skelly’s satisfaction Father Woods caressesdee smoothness of the stalactites,
cups the dripping water and tastes it on his fitigerHe is full of wonder. Thunder
rips open the sky. Pounding rain sends rivuletsvater rushing over the lip of the
hole, cascading over the roots of the trees bsitrgghe cave walls.

‘Last time | came here | was sick for days aftnme. | dreamed terrible hot
dreams, that | was covered in blood and my clotherg saturated with it.’

‘| also dream about blood but Our Blessed Motlmnforts me.’

‘Mother told me that the blood imy nightmares is true. When | was a baby,
a linen-maker threw his drinking glass into my ¢eaaind it shattered on my crown.
She said that when | am sick, memories flood mydmitth blood.’

Father Woods places his arm around Skelly’s shesiderink can be an evil
thing. How cold it is below the Earth’s surfacee®k’ He shivers.

‘Come and see the bats. Last time | was heread hotter than the furnaces
of hell.” He crosses the main auditorium duckingptigh an archway into the second
largest chamber. Father follows him, holding adkanchief to his nose. The smell
of guano is palpable. ‘Is it warm enough now fouyBather?’

‘It is very ripe.’

Skelly stoops to pick up a tiny body splayed acras®ck. ‘This one has
crashed. They do not like to fly low.” Tenderly, beadles it, fingering its woeful
snouty mouth and pointy ears, its fine leather skirilining fine blood vessels from
membranous wing to ankle. Candlelight illuminates bat's changing colouration:
golden lights on the fur of its back; pink limbsdagar holes.

‘Look at the little ones, Skelly.” The pups puksatheir thin feet clinging to
the limestone dome of the ceiling. A small whité $@ands out like a cabbage moth
against the dark fur of the bumping humming thrdB8ge how they pet the albino.
He is curiously well accepted.’

Skelly strokes his specimen. ‘I don't suppose éslknow about colour.
Father, it is fearful hot in here. | am sweatiriglia horse.” He wipes his face with

the back of his sleeve. ‘Rosanna loves this ca¥e.faises his voice over the din.
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‘She should not come alone.’

‘Once she brought a houseguest here.” He clapsdns across his mouth
and looks away. Rosanna is not the only actor.

‘Do not further breach your sister’s confidencevill talk to her. Perhaps |
shall write her a letter about teaching little oaemy school,” says Father sharply.

‘She cares for the actor at the Ashbys more thanWi# you ask her to
confession?’

‘All in God'’s time.’

Skelly feels guilty satisfaction.

‘Other people’s lives are never as simple as theym. Think what a fine
zoologist you are. You know the creatures of theesathe ponds, the sky, and the
bush around you. | could not wish a better assistémw long will it be before these
babies streak across the night sky, feeding omwthg?’

‘Perhaps they go now, riding on their Mother'ska’ Skelly laughs and the
tension between them dissolves. ‘They grow quigklg month or two.” He strokes
his specimen. He will sketch the parts and labelmh- phalanx, forearm, tibia,
metacarpals anpgenisin English, as Father prefers. More than likelg priest will

confront his sister. She will be sorry.

XIX: Secret Letters and Sin

All morning Rosanna has sole responsibility for Bregstock child. It is the last day

before the picnic. At ten o’clock she takes himthg hand to the stable yard to pet
and feed coddly apples to the horses. Mrs Ashbighgeeach request: afraid

perhaps that a silly Irish girl is likely to runfah the middle of a chore, never to

return. True enough, but at the moment it doessodther. At dusk she hopes to
read the play with the actor but has not set egdsm the entire morning.

The boy lags and she coaxes him with scraps dfypasager to feel the sun
on her face. He drags on her fingers, head dowking his way behind her. As they
cross the yard to the horses, he wipes his fingesgactedly, on his silly frilly shirt.
She will not pick him up. He is a solid child. isa new tooth making him so
crabbity? By eleven o’clock he has fallen asleep dappled pool of sunshine on the
chaise and Rosanna is once more unencumbered. &ks an. After the dining
room clock chimes twelve she hears voices in thid gad she makes her way to the

window to see the actor returning from a ride viithand Mrs Brigstock.
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Mrs Ashby has cheered a little and relates to Rusathe many
entertainments available in Hobart Town, and thelgpef her journey to South
Australia. She is excited about the picnic at théano. It is always diverting to
have society, particularly in a place of scientsignificance. Why, it is from the
vantage of Mt Schanck that Mr Ashby and his fatlagred by park-like heaths and
lush stringy bark forests rolling to the sea, m#ue decision to purchase the lease
for the station. She tells Rosanna about her glanthe picnic. The party will travel
by spring cart and on horseback to the small cratehe base. Only the men will
proceed on foot to the top of the volcano. ‘Youlwéke care of my little man,
Rosanna, and serve refreshments. If Mrs Brigsteekell enough to accompany us —
Mrs Ashby raises her eyebrows and then retracta taéand indeed, | hope she will
be, for it is for her benefit and entertainment the excursion is planned, you will
have the care of Bertie, as well. Since her illnesshas been difficult to quieten.’
Bertram sleeps on, serenely, fist in his mouth.aRoa enjoys this irony and smiles,
as she considers the plan. Mrs Ashby holds thelsphdler back and tentatively
smiles back.

All this Rosanna hears, and more; Mrs Ashby’s t@nguns on at astonishing
speed, while they roast mutton, beefsteak and shahkangaroo, assemble Scotch
eggs and shortcrust pies, bake cakes and custeds.to the cellar with steaming
victuals for their jaunt, covered with floury clathshe is disconcerted to find it
occupied.

‘It is not safe, Mr Sutherland.” Rosanna soundsdeHer voice reverberates
around the room. Her face works in strange ways sisful thoughts have broken
through her skin. It seems she cannot help buteagr@almost anything he suggests.
Has he lain in wait for her? Now Mrs Ashby callbsa of items over the ballustrade
above them. Rosanna’s shaking hands shift eartlrenWwawls in pretence of
searching for preserves. Fingers wet with spittle,seeks her breasts inside her
bodice, ducking his head over her shoulder to &iteé fondle, moving at the same
time against hethoin until the shelves rattle and she turns her headirds the
staircase thinking that she might faint. He laugshe sweeps up her skirts and
manoeuvres her in clumsy fashion to the floor; tsinests her tongue into his mouth
to silence him. Life is no more than a game to ni&win acts the same with his
fancy girl. Rosanna had once observed them partBesed by trees behind the store

at the bay, wind whistling over any sounds the gatl made when he stooped to
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burrow his head beneath her riding habit. But sur&eorge’s feelings are
excessive. Rosanna feels hot. Is her face red?

‘What can be taking you so long, girl?’ Mrs Ashliyapes the rickety cellar
gate across the stone steps.

Rosanna raises her head in fright. If only the baliybawl.

George stares, unblinking into her eyes, as gs#eks a goanna disturbed
while feeding but then relents, kissing her bredésisk into her bodice, pulling her
onto her unsteady feet.

‘Bring a jar of pickles and some cheddar’, Mrs Aglaalls.

Will she descend? Rosanna twists away from Gedmgeshing cobwebs and
filth from her gown as she rises. She straightemisdpron and rushes across the
room to the wooden shelving to gather food andyhuerms laden, up the stone
staircase. When she glances back, she sees Géoogeycas a ghoul in the darkness
at the base.

Mrs Ashby sets her to work squeezing the juiceeafdns into jugs of boiled

water.

At five o’clock she waits and waits in the stabtesorays to the man up there
— fearing that George will not come to read the g@tigr all.

‘Miss Lynch, | have a letter for your brother,” lwalls, unnaturally loud
when he finally ducks beneath the lintels.

She hesitates, looks up; how strange that he tmsybr Mr Brigstock with
him. She gathers up her shawl. ‘A letter?’ shedsssMy brother is working at
another station.’

George passes her a note sealed with ruby wax. éRdy@r our previous
discussion about delivering this to your broth&te holds out her hand to take the
note. She had thought the letter no more than e farstheir playing in the stables,
but it is, after all, written and sealed. Theiryptaading will have to be cancelled.

‘Come, George, we can bag a duck or two befork, daegs Bertie’s father
appearing in the doorway.

‘| shall be with you shortly, Melvin. Fetch someebd and wine to carry with
us. The air is cooling rapidly.’

‘Melvin..." A voice calls.
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‘Go to your wife; | wish only to speak with Miss hgh about the importance
of delivering this letter to her brother.’

The man is torn. He hesitates and overturningrbstifation hurries off.

‘How many acts and scenes are in your play,’” skesbiSaddled and tied to
the hitching rail by the stable door, Glorvinaditter feet against gusts of cold wind.
Rosanna shivers.

George opens his mouth over hers, and holds hdrdgainst the wall. The
stone abrades her skin through her thin dressfl&ibens out her back, then softens,
and like a water snake moves her body in sectimnaccommodate his fingers. He
lifts her higher. He cannot get enough of her, ustrbe love.

‘Sir, Mr Brigstock may return.” She curls over thiesad to whisper.

‘Do not fear, Rosanna. You may take the next seatieyou, when you go.’

His chin rests on her head. She slides her hamsildeirthe neck of his shirt.
The feeling with George is not unlike drinking Fatl potoin She wants to resist,
most times, but once she feels it under her tonthee,smoky taste of it moves
swiftly into her veins, and she is helpless, ladglaughing, not herself at all. It is as
if she floats disconnected from her troubles bwtendor long enough, before guilt
comes seeping in.

Rosanna slides down the wall. Straightens out &icpat.

George disentangles himself. ‘I will check on Btirk.” He hurries away.

She is a bad girl that is certain but must not gmilke Feemy Macdermot in
her book— dead. Within minutes, George returns, bouncingchtg against his
thigh. ‘Mr Brigstock is captive. William regalesriwith frontier tales, while Jane
packs victuals and fetches a lantern for his hgnéixpedition. | swear he will be too
terrified of Blacks and bunyips to depart.’

Rosanna rifles through the pages of the manusdrgrstexpression implores:
‘Act Three: Scene Four.’

‘Ah, the Council Chambers, where events of consecgi¢ranspire.’

‘George, do not forget your promise. You will takes with you, when you
leave.’

‘It would be most unseemly.’

She raises her eyebrows. ‘Pish. | will ride outrwybu at break of dawn or
fall of dusk.’
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‘On Lucifer?’

‘It might be so.’

‘You havefinished with the Lynch drama?’

Rosanna eyes him, speculatively. ‘We shall bringith us.” She holds his
gaze. After all her criticism of Edwin, she gambbhath his horse. “You are just like
my brother— self-absorbed. | will not allow you to rile me. W/ is present in the
council chambers?’

‘Oscar and his father, attended by his friend kBlaHe stands beside her,
crop under his arm, peering at the pages overhwarder.

‘I know Blakes. It is a Galway name. How fares Q@8ta

The actor helps her find the page. ‘In anguish.i¢ierying out to God.’
George loosens his collar and throws back his head.

‘What then of his father? Does he not weep with ‘HifRosanna runs her
finger down the page in great anxiety.

‘He is convinced that God has laid before him asurmountable trial, but
quite determined that he will do his duty.’

‘It is a Christian story. In the end, good willumph.” Her nervous smile
belies her lack of conviction.

‘The father rocks his face in his hands. He gria@ely.’

‘Oh..." she croons, thinking of her father. ‘And Wweuld, of course, the poor
soul. Men can be so stupid? Do you suppose thail#ysvright’s father would be so
confused? Read his words, now.’

‘How ungrateful you sound, saying such outragebusys.’

Rosanna blushes. George only half attends herintisest lies in his own
performance.

Enough proceed we with the case —And now

The father in the judge is wholly merdael recites.

‘No.” Rosanna sucks in her breath. ‘Sure he abasidos son to the courts,
but he is Irish. There is more to it, rest assured.

‘Oscar confesses his morbid jealousy of Alonzo.tBhomeward voyage,
he has heard his sleeping friend call out Anastas@me. Rising in agony from his
bed, he presses his dagger against Alonzo’s throat.

‘But he does not kill him.’
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‘It is but a brief reprieve.’

‘Oh the fool, when Anastasia lovéem.” Rosanna begins to pace, pages
fluttering in her hand.

He tugs at her hand, smirking with satisfactionsc@r pleads guilty.’

Rosanna takes her hand to her mouth. ‘It is a thogistory.’

‘The warden’s friend begs him to retract his plea.’

‘The warden will listen to a friend,’ cries Rosanna

‘Read for yourself.’

Rosanna holds the page up to the lighted doorwdyskims the text. ‘It is all
repentance, guilt, ando mercy. His son has one week to prepare for dédib.
Lynch father is torn between his love of justicel éms son.’

George takes up the father’s part, breaking hisevoi ghastly sympathy:

But yet remains one task to be fulfilled.

Support me heaven in this last dreadful strugdde staggers across the
stable floor pressing his hand to his heatrt.

‘George, it does not bode well. Tell me if the Liineoy can be saved. You
have read the whole; you have seen it played.’

‘Throw yourself at my feet and beg for mercy,” heaks. ‘This is what the
play asks of Anastasia.’

Rosanna looks askance, calculating how many mimftéight remain. She
must go.

‘I'll not beg, George.’

‘Ahah! Then you have not loved.” He ducks behind beandishing the page.
‘Read on, then. Take Anastasia’s part.’

She snatches at the page, and lifts her head asguime attitude of an
imaginary actressHe is your son.You will surely kill me tooRosanna feels
overwhelmed by admiration for Anastasia. ‘How bitgnghe acts, standing up to the
Lynch father. She goads him:

Tis not Justice rules thy stubborn heart

But reckless Stoicism — and haughty pritican hardly bear to read on.’

George lowers his lips to tease along her shouliddees.

‘How can you be so distracted, when it is a yourgnis life at stake?’

Rosanna stamps her feet and moves away.
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‘Never fear, for Anastasia will enlist the assistarmf the Viceroy. He is her
father’s friend.’

Rosanna holds George at arm’s length. ‘I must g. rhe take Act Four
Scene One, as well. It is not so long.” Oh she esidiim, but God help her, he
allows it now.

George does not demur while answering Mr Brigsteckill from the yard.

‘I will await your brother’s reply tomorrow.” He sitas benignly and lifts his

hand. As if he is no more than one of Edwin’s haremies.

XX: Picnic at Mt Schanck

Rosanna is not afraid to make her way to the Bigiddoalone. She has been
sleepless with excitement about the picnic. Thecarod looms in the distance,
arresting pink rays scattering the plain. Swammg poke their twiggy fingers into
the sky: gnarly-skinned hags up to their knees Btew peering through their
dripping hair. Rosanna ducks cankerous boughs.wihd blows drifts of cobalt,
splotches of grey, and banks of dirty wool-colouckzlids over her head to the sea.

It is a full three hours before the gay stationtyp#s on its way: women and
babies on the cart, men on horseback. Mrs Ashbyesnat her husband as he
converses with the men. Mrs Brigstock’s pale faeeps from her voluminous coat
and hood. Rosanna balls her feet to grip the boafrdise cart, one hand steadying
the food hamper, the other on the Brigstock h&aby Ashby sleeps in a Moses
basket at his mother’s feet. Happy in their seeaeds, the men throw courtesies at
the cart, swinging their faces, back and forth,ween the mountain and their
companions. George makes reconnaissance forayteriognahead and back, eager
and impatient. If only Rosanna were free to galiopss the plains with him. If only
he would look at her as if she were a plate ofror@@stead of avoiding her gaze to
pay compliments to the ladies. She feels the drihie affection. He does not
acknowledge her in station-company.

They follow cattle-crushed rutted trails to the mtain. The men shoot an
emu running near the cart. The Brigstock heir, uably dressed in velvet and soft-
shoes, laughs with delight at the bedraggled badsimg by the track. At the lower
crater the men unpack hampers and boxes beneashd¢heoaks. Mrs Ashby passes

a canvas water bag amongst them. Rosanna usesllabsanah to sweep clean a
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picnic place and they spread rugs and cushions, which Mrs Brigstock subsides
like a collapsing parasol. A fire is built for théackened kettle. The men shade their
eyes preparing to climb the steep path to the stirpanitly obscured by spindly
wind-bent shea oaks clinging to the crater sides.

Bertram whines, softly tugging at his papa’s bresctBertie go?’

His father brushes him off. ‘Olivia, he must stajthwyou. Keep him, do.
He’ll not manage, and will be such a pest.’

‘The maid, surely, may take him part the way.’” NBisgstock turns to Mrs
Ashby. ‘Do say she may, Jane.’

Rosanna turns her inscrutable face to her emplayer bows her head. ‘I
will serve tea to the ladies until you return wilertie.” His confidence has much
improved, Rosanna thinks as she takes the chilahslhHe pulls away from her as
soon as he takes to the path in his ungainly waor@ and the men are already
striding away and soon it is only she and the ¢Hiddlowing in their wake, their
echoing voices winding up the steep incline uritédyt become quite faint like the
gurgle of a distant spring. Within a hundred yatti®, boy breaks away from her,
running up the grassy track pressed down by the @erprised, Rosanna tails him,
intermittently calling his name. But soon he is hvadlead of her and deaf to her calls.
The path steepens and she lifts her skirt to htoryard. Subsumed by guilt she
glances frequently behind her. The dark eastermsvedlthe lower crater resemble
the walls of a house, its roof long blown away itie big sky. The women have
settled like cabbage moths beside the shining lake.

‘Wait!" she calls, startled by a fall of stones abder. ‘Stop at once or I'll
take you back.” Her threats waft away on breezafptng the shea oaks. She wipes
her brow. The little beast is as slippery as a mate How much trouble will afflict
her if he slips and falls? She labours then, émesal minutes, halting only to listen
over the drone of insects, for Bertie’s childisiminag.

‘Bertram,’ she calls again. With some of Edwiniel, just a wee drop, she
will overtake her renegade without alerting the méa will tire: such a weakly boy,
to be cantering up a mountain, like a goat or aypoRosanna’s yellow gown is
drenched with perspiration; her heart beats liksodhran at a wake. A formidable
rock-face lies before her. Pigface flowers riotogerits surface. At first she focuses

on the solid and immediate: silver grass, igneouisbtes in the rock face- the
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traces left by volcanic gas. She traces a whotth \wér fingers, a pine-shaped hole;
then she lifts herself forward over the dolomita of the crater. On the far side the
men march around the rim like eager Lilliputiansieif voices have ebbed away.
Singing and carrying flags, they should be. Whéa&dftie’s little body lays splattered

on the base? Holy Mother of God let him be safelscped on a ledge.

Her head spins when she finally looks down, seatrcthe red rings like the
contours of cut gum that encircle the unbroken svaif the crater. A wagtail
aggravates a flock of swallows, resting on theistand diving off, riding invisible
currents over the startling void. Not a flutterabdthing. Father Woods and Skelly
have long conversations about the Pleistocene ghevidien molten lava cooled
forming the solid parts of the South-east landscape great seas retreated leaving
behind corals and small crustaceans. Moorecke didsRiosannaBooandikstories
about gianCraitbul’s cooking mound, for that is whahecalls it. Now the volcano
has taken a small boy. Rosanna sobs. May all ihesgarotect him.

What will Mrs Ashby say, about her deplorable sthgr windblown hair, her
dirty fingernails— and Bertram missing? A skink runs out of a rookvice. It
blinks and stares, slides away like mercury. Anetldsy a hardy bush, she casts her
eyes every which way, then past the north rim of tholcano. She shakes
convulsively. If only she were in Gambierton boaglia coach for the goldfields.
She thinks of people climbing in and out of thergpfed cave by the policeman’s
hut, walking past Mr Crouch’s store and the telpgratation— not one of them
concerned about Bertie.

The men look up. The shadows of two kites suspendéie shimmering air
darken the rockface; will Bertram Brigstock be thmiey? Their black shoulders tilt
as they glide in a wide arc away from the cratat smwards the sea. She takes off
her hat and waves it in the air. Oblivious, the nmpeogress around the rocky rim;
how absurd they look, like gambolling boys. Her ésmeuiver. Light-headed she
turns away. Molten mud has risen up and taken &ewtihat a dafgjommachshe
was to let him get away. Perhaps he failed to réaelsummit and, playing along the
western scarp, hurtled like a cannonball to theb8&e shifts her gaze over chains
of swamps and forests to the east, follows theyflmze line of the ocean to the port.
He cannot be far away.
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Rushing down the mountain path, eyes dartingaledt right, she prays to the
Blessed Virgin for the littlananeen Surely, she will find him and haul him back by
his pudgy arm. She imagines a happy picnic reutietween mother and son;
George selecting meat for her plate, whisperinigenear, ‘I saw a yellow bird upon
the summit— too small to be a honeyeater perhaps a wren or a European thrush.’

‘Cooee’, she cries at intervals, tearing aside lehdprushwood to clamber
onto large rocks overlooking the lower craterin vain. Breaking from the last stand
of shea oaks, she pants towards Mrs Brigstock, n@blnes against a mimosa.

‘Where is Bertram?’ Mrs Brigstock jerks uprighthdn scrambles to her feet
and taps her finger against Rosanna’s shoulderalik@other bird might an enemy.
Within minutes of her screaming the men come rupmown the path. ‘Melvin,
Bertie has disappeared.’

‘We must all search. The boy cannot have wandexethis father says.

‘He ran ahead. | could not catch him,” Rosannascrie

‘You have been here, beside the water? He hasetwnhed?’ asks George of
the women.

At this new terrifying thought Mrs Brigstock swindeer head towards the
lower crater.

‘We will work our way up the path, fanning out hetsides,’ says Mr Colyer.
‘The Irish girl must retrace her footsteps.’

‘Oh poor, dear Olivia, do not grieve. He will beuhd, your lovely boy.” Mrs
Ashby holds her friend upright.

XXI: The Lost Child
At dusk they return to the house. Something tesriids befallen Bertie and it is all
Rosanna’s fault. In the station yard, as stiff @angper as a coachman, George helps
Mrs Ashby from the cart. Mr Brigstock half carries wife in his arms. Mr Colyer
sets off for Gambierton to raise a search party.

‘Go home, girl. There is nothing more you can d&hamed, she jumps down.
Mr Ashby has lost his hat. His face is sunburnt distressed.

Rosanna canters back and forth in the scrub omnvéyeto the volcano. She
dare not follow Mr Brigstock and Mr Ashby, who hareturned to the lower crater,

where they will work their way to the summit onenmmdime. Resigned to changing
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feet, Glorvina trots left and right. Bertie couléver walk so far. He must have
fallen. The gloomy braying of the bittern will siydrighten him. The light is fading.

A mile from Mount Schanck Glorvina stops dead arabdhna is hurled onto her
neck. Hand to her forehead, to block the last dagzftays of the setting sun
bouncing off the lagoons, she sees two figures walklong the shore: one tall, one
small; one light, one dark. Moorecke has knottedlanket around Bertram’s

shoulders. ‘God, Mary and Patrick to you, and wdrat you doing with that child?
His parents are distraught,” Rosanna barks at her.

Anger flashes like summer lightning across Moor&leges, and she drops
the child’s hand. Bertie continues sucking atexreiof tuberous grass-tree root. She
pushes against the small of his back, and beginsatch away.

‘Moorecke, I'm sorry. | was wrong. You took me hyrgrise. Where did you
find him?’

‘He walked a long way, poavunine-wuning

‘No, that’s not correct. He has a mother.’

‘He fell down tired in the swamp. | shook him aslgook him. Make him
cranky enough to cough up all the water.’

Bertie begins a soft whine, holding his arms uRtsanna. Moorecke turns
to lift the child into the saddle in front of her.

‘It is a miracle you saw him. And he is alive. Weush take him to his
parents.’

The boy places his thumb in his mouth and curle m#r body. Moorecke
scans the horizon, her face hostile.

‘Get up, behind me, please. You're wetter than a@n We must take him
back to the Big House and then go home.” Mooreekgctantly clambers up beside
her.

‘Bertram you frightened us. How did you walk so feom the picnic? Now,
Glorvina will be dancing a polka around the wombales, in the dark. All because
of you. You don’t care abouny mother waiting at home, nor about Moorecke’s
killed by squatters.” The boy droops against hieest. A chill settles on their
shoulders. When Rosanna sees the Big House chismeke she is filled with
apprehension. Lantern lights bob along the path sdredcan faintly make out the
shapes of horses and their riders. The boy whimgeethey canter down the slope to

the house. ‘Shush now, Glorvina is like a rockihgic. And it is all your fault.’
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Mrs Ashby stands by the stable doors, a shotguechexl against her
shoulder. What is she waiting fer Red Indians with a ransom note? It is difficult to

ascertain who is frightenadost Moorecke quivers. Rosanna imagines her friend’s
eyes widening with terror, her fingers twirling Irer springy hair. Does the gun
trigger terrible memories of running for her liferdugh the buskh— of her mother
struck down from behind? It really is too much. 3&epeople. And this time
Rosanna is to blame.

‘Olivia, Bertie is back,’” cries Mrs Ashby over h&noulder, holding the barrel
steady. ‘He is alive.’

Mrs Brigstock runs from the orchard. ‘Jane, wasaken by the Blacks?’

Rosanna affects a composure she does not feel.

‘Let him down. Let him approach his mother so sha be sure that he is
unharmed,’ orders Mrs Ashby. Rosanna turns Bergshbulders and lifts him free of
the pommel. The boy runs to his mother and begiterréble wailing. Uncertain,
Mrs Ashby throws venomous looks at Rosanna and &tbda: She lifts the gun.
‘You, girl. | remember you,’ she flings.

Rosanna feels as if something delicate has rugtufeonly shehad found
the boy. ‘No, ma’am. Stop. Bertram walked into thwamp near the volcano.
There’s bound to be a story about following buttesfor hopping mice. It is lucky
someone saved him when his lungs were full of was#re backs Glorvina into the
bit and swings her around.

‘You know this black girl, then.’

Nails dig into Rosanna’s hips. When she turns sssarance, Moorecke’s
eyes remain fixed on white-faced herons wadingnsdyethrough pools of water in
the yard. She will not speak to Mrs Ashby.

‘We must go,” Rosanna says. ‘My mother is homaealwith little ones.’

Mrs Ashby gestures with the gun. ‘First ride outtéd the men. Mr Ashby
will want to speak with you, and with this girl,m@rrow, after the child has been
examined by Doctor Wehl in Gambierton.” Jane Asisbyn her high horse.

‘Light a fire behind the house and they will comBosanna suggests. Her
mistress will rush inside, take her own child iher arms and almost squeeze the life
from him. She digs her heels hard into Glorvinal tvey take off at a jolting trot. It

seems an interminably long time before they sadea cantering towards them. The
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rising moon lights the shape of the dark monolighibd him. When Rosanna turns
her head she sees that Jane Ashby has done assmsidgested. Flames dance
behind the house. Smoke carries on the breeze. $hby has seen the fire and
turned for home. She calls out to him over the wiffting the surface of the swamp,
‘The child is home, safe with his mother.’

‘Thank God,” he answers in a rasping voice and tisedack of his hand to
wipe away tears of relief. When he notices Moorebleestiffens.

She kicks Glorvina'’s belly.

He fires his gun in the air, three times, and taare riders arrive.

‘The fire?’

‘To get your attention,” Rosanna says, turning @loa in a tight circle
around him. ‘I cannot stay, sir.’At that momentlbeks uncertain and then, buoyed
by relief, he hauls at his horse’s mouth and gallimpvards the station. The men ride
after him. There is no knowing what the stationgeavill make of Bertie's rescue.
Jane Ashby will think it one more trial to endust the very least, she will
admonish Rosanna for losing a child and then fasoding with Blacks.

On the ride home, Moorecke is silent and unrespengefore they reach her
camp she suddenly slides from the horse and, witkaying goodbye, walks away
in the opposite direction.

‘Wait. Where are you going?’ Rosanna calls.

‘To catch wombat.’

‘For your dinner?’

Moorecke nods, impassive.

‘What were you doing by the mountain in the darkRefé was that old man,
Jack?’

She hangs her head. ‘We started a growling andftgkting. Jack hit me. |
wanted to kill him and have his fat. The policenmraiGambierton gave me blankets
and food. | stayed with owrualsuntil late. But | came back.’

Rosanna extends her hand to touch her shouldérs:a8 grand that you
saved the boy. Tell Jack you are a hero, when gkel him his tucker.’

Moorecke shrugs. ‘Mkoongealso lost. No morenoorongal

Rosanna stares at her, swept by a sudden wavergrebension. ‘You lost
your child in the cave?’

‘“Yanang-al am going.’
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‘You did not pinch his nostrils?’

‘Yaki yak’ Moorecke begins to slap in a fury at her thiest. She shoves the
horse’s neck away and turns on her heel. Screedvagher shoulder at Rosanna
she turns back to thrash at the horse’s rump. @Glarstartles into an untidy trot.

Rosanna is immediately filled with self-loathingheSis worse than the
Ashbys. Twice she has betrayed her friend. ‘| amysoshe calls after her. ‘Please

do not walk near the station tomorrow. It may nethfe.’

XXII: Snakes and Narrative Surprises
The light at the skillion is a welcome sight. Biligzaits tight-lipped on the doorstep.
Creases in her face have deepened in the hot Aastsan.

‘Where have you been? You took your time,” she s&gdore retreating
behind the hessian curtain to put her little onesed.

Skelly looks pale, weighed down. Rosanna gulpsonustew straight from
the camp oven.

‘Why do you eat like that...?’

She swings her head in surprise. ‘Shut it. You'tdanow what | have
endured today.’

He flushes miserably.

‘If you ever betray my confidences | will beat yaith a poker until you
wish | had left you back in Woodford to drown inuyaown blood.’

‘Worse thanan cailleach you are. Father Woods wants you to make
confession.’

‘Confession. | have been to the volcano. | havekedmll day. The Brigstock
child almost drowned. Moorecke is in trouble fovieg his life. Why?’ Lately she
feels older than Methuselah. Like Feemy she witloig her priest’'s advice. What
would he know about love?

Skelly bites his lip, glancing uneasily in the diien of the bedroom where
Eilish is singing an Irish song. ‘I sketched aulttéal snake.’

‘Well now, that is good, if you were careful.” Siepes her hands on her
dress and ladles water from the barrel. ‘Show ma.th

He opens his sketchbook to the page.

‘Holy Mary, Mother of God. Why did you place it bds the babies’ bed?’
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‘They were not in the bed but down at the pond vitbther. | drew the
shake as it passed me at the table. | heardeaditind, like a shiver.’

‘You could have been bitten.’

‘| did not shout out in case Blinnie or Hugh rarside or it turned on me. |
watched for an eternity until it passed.’

‘You drew it while you observed it?’ Rosanna sldygs forehead, her eyes
wide with amazement.

‘Only a few strokes of the pencil. Then Mother caamel took the pitchfork
to it between the beds.’ Skelly’s face is damp pim#k with shame. ‘How could [ kill
the thing— with my pencil?’ Now he looks close to tears.

‘You did right. Father saigiou should never kill a snake.” Rosanna hugs him
and strokes the hair at the back of his head.

He ducks away. ‘It is late for a brown snake.’

‘It is not and you know it. They move about, ménan people think.” Skelly
should know this; he is bluffing. Rosanna decidestell her mother about Bertie.
Perhaps she may try to keep her home.

After the children fall asleep, the three sit clbgethe fire. Of late there has
been sewing from the station and Eilish bends tegrneedle by lamplight. More
and more, she has become fascinated with the pldyer face lights up as Rosanna
relates to them the developments in Act Three.

‘The Lynch father has cast his son into the dungesays Rosanna.

‘No! Eilish ceases sewing.

‘Skelly, let us take turnabout. | will first re@shd you write. The first scene of
Act Four is set in a rocky place beside the rivd&sin a cottage.’

‘Much like us.” He laughs with deep pleasure. Skadlgrowing tall and thin.
His bony face more like a man’s every day. He nhestelieved to be alive after his
ordeal with the snake. Rosanna knows he looks falwso much to her
homecomings that she wants to cut herself witht.g8ibon she will ride away with
George and then where will Skelly be? Even tlike ldnes will pass him by.

‘We need to purchase paper. | have four pages left

‘Write tiny, like the water snail.’

She begins to read aloudllonzo appears.
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‘Alonzo!” squeals Skelly. ‘He is the murdered Sigdfriend, on whose death
the whole play hinges?’

Rosanna checks the line. ‘By all the goats inw@g| it is so. Fancy Mr
Geoghegan misleading us. There we were, worryirogitah murder that has never
happened.’

‘None but an Irishman could do it!" says Eilish.

‘When Oscar pitches him overboard, Alonzo keepshbied above the water,
struggles ashore and is rescued by a fishermads Rdsanna.

‘He is alive,” says Skelly with satisfaction. ‘Tiday can end well, after all.’

‘Perhaps he is not himself, and he will die, b same’ says Eilish. ‘Read
the verse, Rosanna. We do not know for how longh2dochas been waterlogged and
sorrowful.’

Anastasia stood beside my coudgds Rosanna. ‘Poor Alonzo has visions.’

‘He is raving mad,’ Eilish concludes. ‘I fear foim.’

‘Fear for the Lynch boy, Mother, if Alonzo doestrove. In his dream,
Anastasia calls on him to save the life of Oscar.’

‘I could not blame him if he does not wish to, ahém the mother of
Lynches. After all, Oscar hurled him overboard.a&en Rosanna.’

‘The fisherman reveals to Alonzo that Oscar hasfessed his murderous
act,’ cries Skelly. And then, much cheered, ‘Huzzslbnzo wishes to go to Galway,
straightways, and save his friend from the gallows.

‘He is a good man, this Spaniard.” Eilish rolls tine sleeve of Mrs Ashby’s
gown and snaps off her Loughrea thread. ‘Your fashenother was a Spain.
Common enough in Galway.’

‘The journey is to be a perilous one,’ cries Skeliiescending along a craggy
path to Galway town.’

They read and exclaim into the night until Eiligte$ of reminding them of
their beds and goes to lie with the little ones.

‘We must finish the scene, Skelly.” Rosanna tutine page and crosses
herself. ‘“You read and | shall write more swiftlyhe gloating and vengeful pirates
plot to capture and kill Anastasia, who tramps theuntain paths, on her way to
petition the Viceroy for a pardon for her lover.€eThirate boasts that the beautiful
Anastasia ofpeerless charmsand witching lovelinessis in his power. He is

distracted from his vengeance on the warden.’
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‘He will attack her, of course,” calls Eilish fromer sleeping place. ‘Mr
Geoghegan has written a most exciting melodramairdbtous pirates, fathers as
hard as granite, mountain passes and evil priestghat would Father Woods think
of it? We must use my sewing money to purchase moigng paper, Rosanna.
When is the actor expected to leave the station?’

Can Eilish see Rosanna’s face bloom in the larhf2i§vVhat might she think
of her daughter acting the part of Anastasia onetbburne stage? She turns her face
from the lamp. Her voice catches, slows in the irepe- refines itself. Tomorrow,

she must find out from the actor how many scenesie

XXIII: Good Lynch Girls from Graigh na Muiltelarainn
At ten o’clock she slides beneath her mother’s beeis and turns to face her, raised
up on one arm.

‘Where is your brother?’

‘He finishes copying Act Three.’

‘He is fine?’

‘Oh Mother... | suppose so. | cannot stop thinkimghe snake between the
children’s beds. Tell me a story to calm methe one about the week before your
wedding.’

‘That old story?’

‘You know it is my favourite. About putting trmomedheon Father.’

‘I made thecomedheiposy to enchant him. Do you think your mother would
be so bold?’

‘I do not know how you met Father or if you knewrhwell.” Rosanna wraps
her arms around herself. Mother must never know.

‘God’s truth | do not remember where we met. Wedivn the village. We
knew each other.’

‘Tell me about the wedding. Do.’

‘You're a good girl. | said that once to a soldier.

‘That he was a girl?’

Eilish laughs and strokes Rosanna’s hair behincehes. ‘That | was a good
girl. Two of them stepped out of Barracks Lanegdims on their shoulders. | knew
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them both from the inn: the Connemara man bouncmdis bandy-knees; and the
other, taller with a pock-scarred face and missasgh.’

‘What were you thinking?’

‘| thought they might detain me.’

‘Detain you like...’

‘| was saved by the sound of gunshot which semhthenning to their horses.
“Hup,” | heard and the drumming of their horses’olies as they wheeled into
Upperforge Road. | dared not turn my head to w#tem crest the rise.’

‘What did you do then, Mother?’

‘| stepped along the street in the opposite dioegtpast the church where
within a month | would marry Garrick Lynch — oh,tthe was wild then; he could
cant and gammer with the horse traders. Every rightirank with us at Walsh'’s.
Every morning he was back at the forge, pumping#i®ws and hammering iron.’

‘Was he gorgeous then?”

Eilish laughs. ‘Well, he was tall and dark, andost for his scant rations.
Praise God, a Galway man, with Norman and Sparsbdb coursing and cursing
through his veins. When he bent to lift a glasslafk, his eyes bored into me. At
the June Fair — after the Solemn Novena and nisaries — he swept me off my
dancing feet as easily as he would an armloadrohliwigs. Powerful | felt. It was
one of the reasons | waited three long years for, ielping Granny Walsh in the
bar. In famine years we village girls wed older.’

‘So you ran away from the soldiers?’

‘Up Barkhill 1 went armed with a blackthorn cudgeDn my way to
Derrycrag Woods on the last Saturday in July. Taygor a peck of luck for my
marriage.’

‘| love the way you tell it. What happened to ttoddsers?’

‘I would face them soon enough. Once the banns wpreight and proper,
there was no doubt where my loyalty taywith a Woodford man.’

‘I cannot marry a Woodford man.’

Eilish touches her daughter's cheek. ‘On the wayhe woods | heard a
corncraic. Scarce they were, so it had to be lutlyicked up my heels and ran
through the blue-eyed grass to the Holy Well.’
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‘Tell me about the flowers again, that you pickddng the way. Not a
banksia among them.’

‘| picked a grand posy: Sweet William from cracksthe dry stone walls,
sword ferns and pink foxgloves from the glades,cintas and tiny daisies tangled
beside the pathways and fuchsia from the hedgerdhe.woods were beautifut-

what was left of them.’

‘More beautiful than bush?’

‘Not so. | sat for a wee while by the shrine, sunstat my back. I tidied my
nosegay and sneezed a lot because the air wasvitipenew-mown hay. Catkins
landed on my head. Rooks cried from their oak néstsard the scuffle and slide of
creatures in the grass, pine martens perhaps. bentnought about when Garrick

laid me back in the fleabane and asked me to beifes— after | put thecomedher

on him. | crossed myself and laid the posy at ady’s feet.’

‘What is a shrine again?’

‘A mound of consecrated stones. A statue. | saig fiathers and five aves.’

‘Do you believe in magic, Mother?’

‘I do, and | believe in God and the Blessed Mother.

‘And then you did the ritual?’

‘After | rucked up my petticoats and skirts and tlwed them into my
pantaloons.’

Rosanna laughs.

‘The skin on my shins was blue and battered fromyoay pig buckets, but |
was not prepared for the pain. Down onto my knegsrit and crawled forward.’

‘I don't like to hear about how you hurt your legs.

‘Three times | crawled around the well my head aillprayer. At six times
three, | muttered “God grant me good luck.” My keeeere covered in nettle welts.
At nine times three, blood was drenching my pettisol limped to the well to wet
my skirt and squeeze cool water through my fingemsoaned and cursed.’

‘Then the soldiers came.’

‘First | heard gunfire, perhaps deer hunters.itkjy turned my jacket inside
out— for good luck. Four more shots rang out beforan from the well, dodging
branches, slipping and tripping in muddy badgeesoktriding as well as | could

with my poor sore knees towards the MountshannadRo
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‘| love this part.’

‘A horse exploded from the trees, thundered pastknecked me sideways.
| got up and ran back into the woods.’

‘Soldiers?’

‘Only one. Riding low over the horse’s neck. Heneacrashing through the
undergrowth and hauled on my arm as he overtook‘Wait,” he said. It was the
Connemara lad. “State your business,” he shoutdtavee been to the Holy Well,” |
said.’

‘I would be so angry,” whispers Rosanna, claspiegrhother’'s hand.

‘| was, of course. “Alone?” he shouted. | crossegsetf. His eyes darted like
birds scared from a hide. He was just a boy. | mggeny mind to resist him. Up |
stood, tall and steady as a dancer. Out of the wowdlked, towards the village. He
did not bayonet me, the fresh-facgzhlpeeri

‘If only | could be so brave.’

“There are men meeting in the woods,” he calléswear on the Bible you
were not with them?” | turned and faced him, higsgtill scanning the forest for
torch-bearing scoundrels. “I am a good girl,” lledlback. | would not be blamed for
the flushing out. “Do | know you?” he shouted. “Hahiould | know, unless | stir
your punch at Walshs™?” | replied. It was a gresief to me when he turned away. |

had diverted him long enough- for them to get away and their meeting to be

abandoned? Perhaps they had a lookout and sawwiaat safe. Perhaps they didn’t
care two figs for me at all.’

‘For who to get away, Mother? | don’t remember theést.’

‘We never talk about secret societies. Garrick’snogvandfather watched
from the top of the hill when the smoke and flardesoured Portumna Castle. When
riders brought the news that the house of the @artte was burnt to the ground,
everyone in the village cheered. But | feared @krendangered our wedding plans,
with his secret meetings.’

Rosanna pulls at her mother’s arm. ‘In my book, nimea secret society hack
off a man’s foot with an axe. Why did you nevet taek that Father was involved
with them ... but the soldier let you pass?’

‘The answer to both questions would be yes. Yoargrown girl now.

Behind the low stone wall on the far side of theeri— do you remember it,
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Rosanna?— the barracks loomed as gloomy as the winter coftsattle. As |

passed the gatepost | saw a splash of cetear dusty bedraggled bird with beads of
blood at its throat. Who would fling down a phedsanless their life was in danger?
| picked it up and whisked it home through the bdofr.’

‘And where was Father during all this shemozzle?y\Wid he not take care
of you?’

‘He arrived late to take his usual place at the Wwdh the old men who
congregated in back rooms and doorways, and whedtate in the woods. They
came down to the village one at a time, passing3akvay Tribunefrom hand to
hand. | enticed him with a plate of pheasant eftundry gates in the yard behind
the inn, and | snapped at him. “Were you in the d#oat sunset?” He showed me a
pamphlet, by way of explanation. “By the crass,r@ky” | said. “You’'d vex a saint.

A fine marriage we’ll have with you cooling yourdis at the barracks, or drawn and
quartered in Galway town.”

“If there was trouble in the woods,” he said,wbuld melt into the Sleive
Aughty Mountains. I'd toss my weapons into Lougleitk on my way, and soon be
over the border to a safe house in Clare.”

“And what if | told you that a soldier kissed metie woods?” | said.’

‘Were you not afraid you would make him jealougimat he might chop off
someone’s foot?’

‘Of course, your fatheis jealous.’

‘And what did he reply?’

“I'd fight him at the Loughrea Fair,” he said. YAl I'd kill him.” He lifted an
ingot and struck it down upon the foundry gatesthrowing sparks, and making a

fearful harsh high note. | took the plate from hamd said: “He did not kiss me. |
was only afraid for you.”

‘And then on Saturday you wed?’ Rosanna searabeesdr mother’'s hand
beneath the covers and squeezes it. Dare she lafther about Ribbonmen?

‘We did and one day, I'll dance gbur wedding.” Her mother seizes her
daughter’s face between her hands and fiercelgkibsr.

‘Will you help me put &omedheion a man?’

‘| will not. Now hop step to your own corner.’
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Sleep comes slow. Her mind darts from George tofdiber, to Moorecke
and back again. Will the Brigstocks see sense @ rttorning and reward the

Booandikgirl for finding Bertie?

XXIV: Moorecke and Anastasia in Danger

Edwin arrives home in the morning, as grumpy asear.bRosanna watches him
snatch up food and the actor’s letter before héasiaway to the Suttons’ station
from where he will carry goods to the port. Fathaives minutes later, cursing his
son for had not Edwin lit out for Miss Lallah’s tingght before, leaving him to roll
out his bedding alone?

Rosanna works unsupervised at the Big House uiditlay when Mrs Ashby
runs from the bedroom to the yard to greet Mr Bagk and his wife, returned from
Gambierton. Rosanna follows, holding out her aronigttBertram down and kiss his
downy head. Mr Brigstock passes two brown papekgges and a wad of letters to
his wife. The women duck their heads togethenoperally glaring out at Rosanna,
like native bees from a honey nest.

‘What is Doctor Wehl’s opinion?’ Mrs Ashby asks. dMBrigstock withholds
her reply until Rosanna carries her child awaythéswee boy sick, after all? Has he
taken swamp-water into his lungs, sucked in dreddeldtid? Rosanna carries the
mail to the diningroom table. The women retire.eAfseveral minutes she opens the
door to offer tea. Mrs Ashby walks back and fordidoe the fireplace, her nose red
and her eyes streaming. The Brigstocks look up ftbeir conversation by the
window.

‘Please knock before entering a room,” Mrs Ashlpplds, inelegantly
sniffing as she dabs at her forehead \iigu de CologneA curtsy seems politic and
Rosanna does this hovering in the doorway. Whatbmamwrong? Is Bertie dying?
Her employer follows her to the kitchen to instrbet about cakes to serve with tea.

‘Imagine if my child had been taken,’ she says,ging uncertainly at
Rosanna’s arm. ‘It was only a matter of chancéhleavasn’t. Oh, | cannot rest easy
after what has happened.’

Is Jane Ashby mad? ‘Can Bertie be having a relaggd®oks so well.’

‘The boy is fine. The doctor has given him a cl&éahof health. You must

care for William if | leave.’
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Rosanna purses her lips over the chaotic conversathile arranging cups
and plates on a tea tray. Has the woman been dgfki

Mrs Ashby leans into Rosanna’s face. ‘News hasecby telegram that my
father is gravely ill in Tasmania. In truth | catrear much longer to be alone in
this dangerous place. | must go to him.” She hasewwvered, she reminds Rosanna,
from her dose of influenza, but she must put onaakrof gaiety until she farewells
her houseguests. Then she must make preparatioleave as well, perhaps for
several months. In despairing tones she descriregléns in detail.

Will George Sutherland leave as well? When willrhake arrangements for
Rosanna to follow him to Melbourne? Events unfaddgsiickly at the Big House.
How will she read the last pages of the manuscripkelly must finish his
transcription for Eilish to read, and for the éttbnes, when they grow older.

‘I hope my departure does not bring William Iofer he takes things very
keenly. The money he owes his father for the Iarek unreliability of labour. The
scab and the sheep ticks. The Blaekalthough now, there are fewer of them.” Her
eyes bore into Rosanna’s face. ‘Oh.” Mrs Ashby dhes handkerchief over her
mouth as if she has been indiscreet.

Rosanna digests this.

‘You must make this house a haven for my husbamnd.yBu will not go to
the cellar alone, for | know how you Irish likedank.’

‘I'll take your husband with me to the cellar, maia Rosanna feels rage
boiling up inside her, ‘if that would suit you bett She thinks of George and
flushes.

Mrs Ashby takes the linen square to her brow ao#daskance at her. ‘Do
not speak like that. | will return with at leastawgowns, suitable clothes for you to
wear in service.” She tweaks at Rosanna’s blousle eistaste. “You will do your
best for Mr Ashby. Each evening, you will returmie’

Rosanna turns her back to spit into the teacupréepassing it to her
mistress.

‘Mrs Brigstock tells me that she has seen thekotad in the town making a
spectacle of herself in a green robe with gold endlery; it was quite distinctive.’

Rosanna senses hysteria and tries to move away.
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Mrs Ashby tugs at her skirt. ‘Would you not say,sBRona, its description
resembles that of my missing gown? The very thowghthat girl touching my
clothes...” She turns her head to one side in distres

‘I doubt it could be yours, ma’am. In the town.eHskin feels clammy and
despite the heat, she shivers. She must warn Mk@rec

During the morning the station folk act tired améyspy. Bertie is confined to
the house but no one speaks of Doctor Wehl's asgggs Rosanna is caught up in
the bustle and preparation for the impending joysnevashing and drying, listening
to instructions about the household and advice tabansorting with Blacks. After a
late luncheon is served and cleared away, shermsifped to take her pick from the
table-scraps, before feeding the rest to the ppoultight rain falls. Mrs Ashby
sneezes a great deal and dabs her nose with hateddeandkerchief. When the
ladies retire to the morning room, Rosanna takesbw! of food to the stable. The
actor has taken to leaving his manuscript in an box, two feet by two, in the tack
room and she cannot resist stealing a few momentepy Act Four: Scene Two.
She has taken one last sheet of paper from Mr Aslu®sk, it being an emergency.

Rosanna writes as quickly as she can. Anastasteamsping through the
mountains on her quest for a Vice-regal pardon kwhidl save her fiancé’s life,
when she is suddenly accosted and kidnapped byittiked pirate, Rupert D’Arcy.
Oscar Lynch’s life is more than ever in peril. Agdt lo, hope comes from an
unexpected quarter. The next scene opens with ®dbaee young Galway friends
plotting to storm the castle and rescue their &tfen Huzzah How frustrating to see
their plans stymied by arguments about guilt arellgw. She feels the magistrate
father’s pain, but how can he be so cruelly intigerst, when the life of his son is at
risk? How can a parent’s instincts be so confused?

Rosanna will trust in God, as Father Woods hashtatgr. The play will
work out well, of course. Even in the books shelsedhe authors try their best to
terrify the readers. Plays are written to tormemt £motions of the audience,
following an unlikely sequence of events decidedabglaywright. Mr Geoghegan
would be a bleak Irishman to dash an audience’d fareresolution. As well as that,
Lynches are lucky. Despite floods and fires andlexpics, vicious snakes and
felonious lags, Eilish has never lost a child. Hdwas his carting business, and

Garrick will have his land. Rosanna will becomeaatress. If not, or if she does not
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fancy it, she will take care of George, who worshigr skin, her teeth, her hair, her
smile— other things as wel— and is forever kissing her to death. He has nisser
to her like Feemy’s Captain Ussher in her novel.

She writes in tiny hand-cramping script, on and wmtil her arm aches and
the last two pages are covered. Palimpsest is damgeshe will not contemplate.
Skelly will never follow it.

‘Rosanna.’

She starts. Guilt swamps her and she lifts hertpegaze out into the rain.
She has never been a good girl; nor a bad githaei

‘Rosanna.’ The voice belongs to Mr Ashby boomirapirthe doorway. He is
a big man, not unkind, but often diffident. His syhip over her in a precise way,
as if checking an inventory.

Rosanna is startled, most particularly by her epasudden materialisation
in his eyes, as if she now exists in some moretanbal way than she did before.

‘What distracts you from your duties in the house?

He has been sent to look for her. She is relidyethis thought. He cannot
know that she is loved by a houseguest. ‘I wasingia letter to America,’ she lies,
with equal equanimity, gathering up her paper shaatli moving towards the door.
‘| have finished.’

‘Sit down upon the blacksmith’s stool. | wish fgegk with you on matters of
importance.’

Rosanna finds that she can not do this thing: |dvegself to the ground and
have him tower over her. In this she is her fathddughter. Some things stick in her
craw. ‘I am employed to help your wife, Sir.” Has hot remembered that she came
to replace the orphan girl?

‘Fine,” he says. ‘Stand, as you wish. You knowt tNas Ashby is shortly
returning to Tasmania. | must surmise the speedesf plans is connected to
Bertram’s mishap. Doctor Wehl pronounces the baynpetely well, and we must
thank God for that. My wife, however, has lost ¢daehce and made herself
susceptible to yet another infection. | blame yiou,not keeping a closer watch on
the boy.’

Sympathy lighting Rosanna’s eyes is swiftly extistyed.
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‘I hear from the policeman in Gambierterr and it seems he is acquainted
with your brother— that choice cuts of beef find their way to MacDelhiBay.’

Rosanna bristles. Father would forget about satandand and knock him
flat. ‘I doubt it would be your beef, sir. Edwinllieme that you keep excellent stock
records.” Compulsively she seizes her own wristfaets her pulse betray her.

Undeterred, Mr Ashby glares into her face. ‘Thiglso a consequence of that
black gin camping on my land.’

Rosanna’s fear takes a new turn. It is not EdwinhNboiorecke who is at risk.
‘Sir?’

‘My wife has seen the black girl on two or threzzasions. There has been a
matter of poultry, several bullocks, and some itevhglothing. The girl has been
seen in Gambierton wearing, in ridiculous fashmsjlk robe of my wife’s. | cannot
rule out that girl enticing Bertram from Mount Sal&.’

‘But she saved Bertie from drowning, after he wered off alone.’

‘Well, we shall never know. Nevertheless, | find unsettling. The girl
belongs to an old man who has made himself a ncesanseveral stations.’

‘They are married, Mr Ashby.’

He dismisses this with an imperious wave. ‘Asaér,pthey seem curiously
healthy. It is only a question of time before sdme&j worse occurs. Tell me where
they camp. Mr Colyer has agreed to ride out withimsearch of them.’

Rosanna is stricken by this detour in the convensa’'Moorecke belongs on
this land. It is hem’rado, Mr Ashby, but they are rarely here. Her husbafidno
works at Curratum. Perhaps they have gone.’

‘Is their camp near your hut?’ He says ‘hut’ astitould be expected that
Irish andBooandikpeople could be relegated to the thin edge ofization.

Rosanna grimaces; then tries to transform her phgsny into an
arrangement more benign. ‘They use several canggendiing on the weather and
the game. | am sorry but | cannot help you.” Sh#s@s. It is a great actress she has
become, for she has one more line left in herhtow him off the scent. ‘It is rare
that | see the Blacks, now that everything is séttYou know how they walk about.
| would be thinking of asking the poet, Mr GordorObsequious tones have
infiltrated her speech.
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‘My wife will leave soon; nothing is more certaiind theBooandikgin will
be the cause.’

‘I am sorry, sir.’

‘It is disappointing that you see fit to withholdformation which could
render our home safer. It brings to mind my initddubts concerning your
employment. During my wife’s absence there will llitle work to do about the
house.’

Rosanna looks at her feet. He threatens her, lmdrétke is more at risk.
Men are dangerous creatures when thwarted. Whetoske up, he has gone. Rain
drums on the roof of the stables. There will bergloearsal this afternoon and she
must speak to George but she dares not leave aStdenraps a page or two of the
play in her mother’s shawl. First she must warn kg&e. She hurries inside.

‘Rosanna, what is this? You are not composed.’

‘I'm sorry, ma’am, but | cannot stay. My mind waard to my mother sick at
home. | did not like to mention it this morning. das well, my brother has taken a
turn for the worse; he suffers from a terribleelss. If | could go now, it would set
my mind at rest to see them both alive.’

Mrs Ashby continues feeding her baby. The littimghlooks up at the spoon
arrested in its flight to his mouth, and smilefigtmother. Immediately smitten, her
face softens. Rosanna sees weary lines around/égrand she reaches out to stroke
the baby’s pudgy hand.

‘Is he not delicious, Rosanna?’

Through the morning-room drapes, she sees Mr AslmoyMr Colyer riding
towards the ridge, rifles scabbarded to their ssldShe nods. ‘All babies are
delicious, ma’am, but if | could take the buttooséw at home, | could also tend my
mother.” She waits.

Mrs Ashby waves her hand in a desultory way. ‘Goy¢ar mother. God
knows, she is not my responsibility.’

Rosanna stoops to kiss the baby’s fingers and pullsy. ‘I beg your pardon,
Mrs Ashby, and God bless you.’

XXV: The Import of a Second Letter
What a fool she is to believe that she can warnrglde in time, when the men have

ridden ahead of her. Only their unfamiliarity withe location ofBooandikcamps
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reassures her. The rain eases as she reachesttihdlteek before her ascent. Rain
does not bother Glorvina as much as wind and sheages something close to a
gallop across the ridge. Mist drifts through tbe Ihills, settling in the trees like a
snood. A slippery track means Rosanna must befisdtiwith a long loping canter

through the back hills. If only she were riding ifec. At the last fork before their

house she urges Glorvina east through the scrugreTib not a puff of smoke. But
three gunshots explode nearby. No one shiBotandiknow.

‘Moorecke’, Rosanna’s voice catches in her thr&lent rain drips from
leaves, heightening the scent of eucalyptus andosamThree horses swing out as
she crashes into the camping place. Mr Brigstotksitidily at a trot, plump belly
overflowing his shirt, jowls wobbling above his eat, unused perhaps to dealing
with refractory servants and Blacks. Is he rudayrfrexertion? Mr Colyer mops his
face with a yellow kerchief and reloads his doutéerelled shotgun. She glances at
the camp behind them. Timgoorla has been ripped asunder, its tea-tree logs piled
onto the fireplace; its cutting grass thatch pittheound the camp. All that remains
is an untidy pile of bark and branches, little-ud®avls and crushing stones. In the
old days, Jack would have stood up to these meakeshhis spear and threatened
their horses. Now he is old and fat from white nsanicker. His creased old face
hides behind a wild black beard but he can’t makmidcke’s babies stick.

‘Return to the station, girl,’ Mr Ashby gesturesieohand steadying his gun
across his horse’s neck. His expression is severe.

‘Sir, you must go. Bertie’s signal fire has reiguit Mrs Ashby fearing it
burns towards the store house sent me after you.’

The men shift in their saddles and nose the damgtas a poor diversion.
She should have burned down the store before $heRlesanna pulls her head in
like a tortoise, manoevering Glorvina out of theiy, as they canter off. A wattle
bird rattles in the near distance. She eyes thébsdRun. Run. Inspecting hoof prints
carving up the desecrated campsite, she finds ladkukkull. Moorecke always
carries flint and digging sticks, baskets and hatew vessel. Jack would take his
tools and traps andatum catumShe finds no evidence of these. She waits. Calls.
Nothing stirs.

At home, Rosanna finds her mother attempting tolidhgn squares over a

smoking stove.
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Eilish lifts the kettle from the fire and pours té®#hy are you home so
early?’

Rosanna seats herself, her head flopping on tHe. tAlboorecke has gone,’
she ejaculates.

‘To the harbour?’ asks Eilish. ‘It is bitter cold.’

‘Mr Ashby and some men on horseback came aftewtierguns.’

‘Go to the camp and suggest that she and Jackret@urratum.’

‘I have been there. The men have wrecked the céimp.as quiet as the
bottom of a sink hole.” Rosanna sobs.

‘More than likely she is driving a feed of mallarai$o a net strung between
the trees, and Jack is waiting in the water tottttisir necks,” her mother soothes.

‘I wish that it were true’. She imagines Mooreclaftway up a large gum,
smoking out a possum, her slim back leaning wayfrom the footholds scored with
a small axe, thrusting a smoking branch into thée hai the first fork. Possum
screams rupture the air; blood sprays like red-gmssom from its ruff. Moorecke
springs from the tree to neatly skin and peg the pack is a law-man; his young
wife fitter with powerful arms and legs. They wgikt away.

Eilish untangles Rosanna’s hair with her fingeh&nt reaches for her brush.
‘I am more concerned about Edwin than Moorecke.’

‘He is so lucky, all his life. Why would you gnagbur teeth over him?’

‘While he lines O’Leary’s purse for his connecsoat the bay, his nerves
jangle in his head. Night after night, he goesatiah’s, making good his debts. |
would not like to get in his way if he loses thating business. He has set his heart
on it but your father cannot lend him another penny

Rosanna sighs. ‘Edwin is like winds along the coldstwill change his tack.
He will becalm the gobbity Mr O’Leary and then, Wwél blow him off his feet.’
Moorecke has more to fear.

‘Your brother would not see you shamathnnahh’

Rosanna feels colour suffusing her neck. ‘He hagifen me throwing the
race but he was no saint himself.’

Eilish exchanges the hairbrush for her rosary baadsbegins to finger them.
‘| pray for you all, especially your father.’

‘Do not waste your prayers on me. I'll be fine. kydike Edwin. Pray for

Moorecke.’
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‘l love to watch you riding off to the Big Housetiithe men. | am envious.
| am. Work has lifted your spirits.’

Rosanna shrugs. ‘Will Father ride home tonight?’

‘Tomorrow. Edwin too. He has business in Gambiettdfilish moves
swiftly to the dresser and passes a note to Rosavima blushes. ‘It is from your
brother,mavoureen She eyes her speculatively.

Rosanna reads quickly, her eyes filling with teg@d, the fool, he is— the
daft oinseachi She beats her hand against her head and starfdset the back door,
through which she can see the horses feeding.

‘What is it? What has he done?’

‘He has been dilly-dallying at Miss Lallah’s withe actor who is houseguest
at the Ashby's.’

‘No harm in that. Why should you be jealous? Yoadr¢he play with Mr
Sutherland, and Skelly enjoys the drama of it\wWhy would you want to have him
all to yourself?’

Rosanna runs crying into the yard and lays her &geénst Lucifer’s.

Eilish pants behind her. ‘What is it then?’

If only Rosanna could gallop away. ‘Mother, why dgiou not tell me that the
actor had made Edwin an offer for Lucifer?’

‘And how would | know? It is men’s business the imgyand selling of
thoroughbreds.’

‘Mr Sutherland has bought our horse to resolve Bndebts with O’Leary.’

‘Oh, alannahh no.’

Such fuss brings the children running from the bustigh coughing with
exertion, Skelly clumping along beside them camgya bucket of mushrooms.
Blinnie, winsome child, tugs at Rosanna’s skirt #mdws back her head, to read her
sister’s expression.

‘And what shall | do about Moorecke?’ Rosanna cefesh. Lucifer backs
up, bunting his head against her waist, kicking luatback legs to catch the tree to
which he is tethered. She pulls down his head aied ito his face, traces the soft
vein on his nose, and his whiskery lips, and rubswiitching ears.

‘Rosanna, do not upset Lucifer; he’s mighty flighdaiready, without you

keening in his ears. Come now, and tell us whatr@g.’
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Blinnie wraps her arms around her sister’s neck emes along with her.
Skelly’s face strains with anxiety as he digs the ¢f his boot into the mud.

She takes the folded letter from her pocket andsetagain. Fresh tears
spill. ‘I am to take Lucifer to the bay, where taetor will inspect him and give me
the money. | am to count it. Then | am to handwgroto that reeky turnip, that
gombeenO’Leary, at his shanty by the bay.

Eilish kisses her mouth. ‘Go then. It is better twobuild up a head of steam.
You are upsetting the children.” Eilish wipes Hugliace on her apron and lifts

Blinnie onto her hip.

XXVI: Love, Pride and Lucifer

It is a great pity that her last ride on Luciferlivae at a paltry canter. How her
gradgrind brother can bear to part with him shd méver understand. Setting out
from the house she sees two trading vessels arttlaongle out to sea. On her way
criss-crossing swamps and water-courses she thindst his business; he hopes to
cart wood, tallow and home supplies from the lightéf it is successful, that is if he
can keep his axles out of the bog to the nortthefltay settlement, he will not be so
dependent on his boundary riding or the sale aisskThe building of a lighthouse,
and a causeway over the low-lying ground near #w port, will help everyone.
Now Edwin takes only casual work with Mr Ashby, Wween his runs to the boats.
Already she misses him.

His letter relates how Mr O’Leary takes forty percéor all the goods he
carries from the bay to Gambierton and the statitins a deuced large cut, and one
that Edwin can ill afford, until the year is outdatihe bullocks paid for. She sniffs the
salt air. Soon, his letter reminds her, he will éaegular customers, more than he
can shake a stick at, and perhaps a business parénieaps a wife.

She rides south towards tBeoandiksummer camps in the sand hills beside
the sea to look for Moorecke. All the clouds areving in the same direction as if
God hurled them in a hissy-fit or blew them ouséa. Lucifer likes the warm sun on
his face; he steps out nicely. Leaping across bogspools he tugs at the reins. If it
weren’t for poor old Glorvina hog-trotting alonghyed he would kick up his heels
and gallop to the shore. Instead he wends his waynd sandy pathways between
the tea-trees and over the smooth tracks of coppdrBnakes until she reins him in

hard. The mowed dowBooandikcoastal windbreak pains her. They have been here
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too. Rosanna shivers. The sun disappears behihdgtieaks of yellow striating a
sky like potato skins or one of Skelly’s bruises.

George waits at the back of the wheelwright’s g#teShe lifts her carriage,
sitting up tall. They act like a pair of dogs. Wil snarl and lunge, and who will
give in and roll over? He need not think that shé hucifer do not belong together.
She turns the stallion sideways to show off hisubi&d flanks, his coat as glossy as
a seal’s, and the great orbs hanging between hlslbgs.

George tips his hat. ‘Miss Lynch.’

They conclude their business on the ground, Geoogating the money into
her hand, she concentrating, not wishing to cordtdmim in a public place. He takes
Lucifer’s reins and attaches a lead rope to hisdvegd station horse. Rosanna thinks
the contrast between the horses heartbreaking.

George touches his fingers to her puffy eyes.s'laigood solution for your
brother, Rosanna. And perhaps you will see Lueifgin, before too long.’

Her heart lifts as he leans in to kiss her. Outdlte shipping office Mr
O’Leary slowly turns his head towards her, likel@albed toad on a mud heap.

George moves away from her.

‘| have to take a message to Mr O’Leary, for mytbeo,” she enunciates in a
clear loud voice.

‘| will wait for you at the point.” He waves hisap.

‘French’s Point?’

She jerks her head. Mr O’Leary has risen from k&t $eneath the sagging
verandah to bark orders at a young man rowing fé tbliity yards out in the water.
By the time she arrives at his door he is seatdisalesk and she can smell his fishy
unwashed skin. If she were a fly she would alighthis bulbous head and enjoy
good pickings.

‘Where is your horse?’ He looks down on her stagdincertain on his step.
She lifts her head and points to Glorvina, tetheredr the pathway. Does he know
about Lucifer? He has struck the first blow. ‘Myotirer is in Gambierton and would
have me make good his debt.” There is no doubtitlaat Irishman is on a spit over a
fire, another can be found to turn it.

‘Place it on the table then, and we will see.’

She leans forward to count the money out in frdnion. His chair creaks

and she can smell his yellow crapulous breath.
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‘Where is the rest, girl? Have you been buying lpritrinky things from a
hawker?’

Rosanna stiffens. ‘This is the figure agreed ugédwin wrote it down. |
counted it. | am following his instructions.’

‘You Lynches are all the same. Don’t think | dokitow about you. | had
money on your horse at Racecourse Bay.’

‘I am sorry about the race.” She lifts her headheet his eyes and thinks that
she may asphyxiate.

‘Your brother owes me for goods | disposed of a th@go— a little matter
of some meat.’

‘I will speak to him. It is nothing to do with m&Jr O’Leary.” God forbid,
but it was. ‘| would be obliged if you would makeyrarother a receipt for the money
| have brought you in his stead.’

The toad shifts his weight. She has gone too fidis eyes linger on her
neckline; his hand hovers over his ink pot. Outstte lad calls out his name. It is a
thick and dirty sheet of paper he pushes at haysacthe desk, on which he has
scrawled the additional amount. When she noticesraer lifting on the paper, she
carries it carefully, using both hands, to her faxeead. A page is stuck, one beneath
the other. Rosanna is exultant. O’Leary noddlesthilbous head over the desk
drawer in which he places Edwin’s money. He licks fmgers, lifting a piece of
fishing line from the drawer, before ushering hat and locking the door behind
them both.

‘Tell your brother he has two days. After that lllwake evidence of our
previous transactions to the police at Gambiertbh.am not mistaken the brands
were sliced.’

Pride is a sin. She folds Edwin’s receipt and tthéiteonal sheet of paper into
her reticule and sweeps forward. Gaining an exagemn which to copy Act Four is
a small victory, compared to the aching loss ofitancand the terror of O’Leary’s
threats. No brain at all, has Edwin, dealing wittr@ok, who is never satisfied. What
will her brother do about the remaining guineasWhiall he get about the district
without a decent horse? And now it seems that he Iz the victim of blackmail

because his sister put an animal out of its misery.
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Making her way along the boggy track to the sea t#® Glorvina to a
stunted blackwood tree beside George’s splay-tdatios horse. From here she
observes the antics of O’Leary on his way to that§oshouting across the water at
his boy. Bent over his oars the lad lowers his headved by the man and the
choppy swell. Rosanna feels equally subdued byitie George and Lucifer come
galloping along the beach and stop before herflarey of sand. She brushes down
her skirts. They make a pretty pair, she thinkshe blonde man and the black horse
— until Lucifer, in a fit of exuberance, ducks hisad and snorts into her lap. A tear
comes to her eye and she dabs at it with the slefever jacket.

‘Rosanna.’

‘It would have been grand if Edwin hadn’t left ntedeal with that loathsome
man filling his jowls with clean sea air and turmiih sour.’

‘He was disrespectful?’

Rosanna shakes her head. ‘No.” George would newarstand.

‘Shall | speak with the cur?’

‘I'm alright. You think | don’t know anything,” sheays.

George dismounts falling to his knees in the sand.

‘How comic you look.’

He bounces up playing for a laugh, settles for seryasmile.

‘You are a handsome fool.’

‘Act Four: Scene Three. Let us begin.’

‘You have the play?’

‘It is a great scene— full of drama. Alas, | do not carry it with me, tbu
know it well. I will guide you through it.’

‘Indeed?’

‘I will feed you lines. The scene opens on a mdomight, with Anastasia
unconscious, insensible on a mountain path, avgaigacue. Lie down, dear girl.’

Rescue, indeed. Rosanna flicks him a look usuakenved for Edwin and
settles back against the slope of the sand hik. $ecluded enough. The bruised sky
rolls over her head, so swiftly she fears that shenoving also, in the opposite
direction, and that she must close her eyes torb&a balance.

George crouches over her. ‘How beautiful Anastimés.|’'m thus bereft of

sensesays Rupert D’Arcy.’
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‘The pirate?’

‘Indeed.How lovely... tis indeed a prize

Rosanna is lulled by George’s worshipful face,iaads unravelling her hair.
‘How can she save her beloved Oscar?’

George slaps her face, as if to bring her aroustir, ‘Anastasia, wake.’

Rosanna gasps. It is just play. She flutters hetashes and struggles up
against him. ‘Will she defend herself?’

‘Recite Anastasia’s words, Rosanna. Say them afeer

Say what means this dreadful violence? If your paepbe
To Pillage, you your object have achieved.’

‘Is Anastasia to your liking, George?’

‘She is only as good and virtuous as Mr Geoghedares will allow.’

‘What happens next?’

‘She begs for mercyRelease me and permit me to dep#rtansom be his
object, she will support a generous payment. Saflscar is uppermositay me not
for on my haste a life most dear depehds

‘Rupert D’Arcy has no heart.’

‘There is more craft than heart in melodrama, wherde will have
murderous revenge and the girl as well.” George Kosanna’s hand and kisses it:
‘Thy lovely self alone the object of our enterpri3ée pirate gloats over his
possession of a prize

‘In melodrama, does the poor girl die?’

George leaps to his feet and plucks a piece ofwdrdd to make a show of
swordsmanship.

How can she resist him?

‘Thy puny minion, Oscas nothing but a pawn’, he infers, and that shghi
be a Pirate’s chosen queetheD’Arcy’s bride’. He lunges behind her, mouth at her
ear to whisper.

Rosanna repeats the lines into the wind:

‘The D’Arcy! Gracious Heaven and am | then withivatt Monster's power
whose wiles,

Have brought such dread calamity to all | dearesih
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George scoops her into his arms. She winds her aroumd his neck and kisses his
eyelashes, thumbs the delicate tracery of veihssaemples, mouths the lemon hairs
below his ears.

‘Rupert curses her and mocks her then. He will Hesteanywayhis slave
his captive.. Lady such thy doo¥n

George is rougher with her than any pirate, sutdlg.touching brings on a
raw, sad feeling. ‘I don’'t know what Father will yssabout my acting, Mr
Sutherland.’

‘Tell him that I love you.’

‘To what effect? Can Anastasia escape that deslilicches?’

‘She has offended him.’

‘I have not offended you, George? What thinks Aasist about such
captivity?’

*Oh villain, villain... It is gothic, Rosanna. Whisper back to me.’

‘Oh villain, villain,” she whispers against his $ipThey taste of salt and sweet
wine from his silver flask.

His arm frames her face as he shifts his weightsaaces into her eyes. ‘The
audience will be wild with confused desire,” he sayouthing her ear. ‘They will
boo and hiss and stamp their feet. They will thitbeir black silk hats into the air.
Gaslights will flicker. When Rupert D’Arcy seizesrhand drags her to a little boat
set upon the stage, they will erupt with joy.’

‘Oh George, | want to go with you to the theatré tat in the little boat. Tell
me again that you love me.’

‘Who could not?’

‘Is Anastasia doomed?’

‘The audience will swoon when in one swift momem: gxposes a dagger in
the bodice of her gown.’

Rosanna mimes this action, raises an imaginargkabbve his head.

He stays her hand.

‘She will defend her honour against this swilD’Arcy and his men?”’

‘Sadly, no. Say these lines, Rosanna, with desperat your heart:

Life hath no charms for me at honour’s cost.
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My fate is sealed - or | depart from hence.
Free, unimpeded to pursue my way

Or rather than be subject to your power

This dagger in my heart should find a sheath

Rosanna is on her feet. ‘Mr Edward Geoghegan pteysfor a fool. What
point in disposing of a girl like that? Then whdlsiave Oscar Lynch?’

Something impels her to cast her eyes along thehb&athe store where
O’Leary and a police trooper stand on the verangaimting to a lugger at anchor.
Now wouldn’t that be right, the little wart consog with police, and Anastasia
dead. Injustice swells inside her. She raises beev‘When | meet Mr Geoghegan,
| shall ask him why he dealt so harshly with Anasta

‘Perhaps you will. He was once an Irish doctor wlad bad luck in business

— criminally bad luck. Not unlike your brother.’
‘I have to go.” She darts to kiss Lucifer's noseattering mountain ducks-
chank chank— camoflauged against the rocks. ‘George, tomombthe Ashby’s

you will tell me how it will be with you and me, iMelbourne.” She feels as

desperate as Feemy Macdermot.

XXVII: Arrests and a Pitchfork
Skelly hears them going at each other from the nmbrEelwin arrives home two
days after his sister delivers Lucifer.

‘Rosanna, did you not pay that corpulent bag &, RiLeary?’

‘I did, of course,’ his sister shouts, ‘but he wethimore. How could you sell
Lucifer? Even in debt up to your lumpy neck. Whg gou let him blackmail you?’

‘For the privilege of using his contacts on thetisda

‘You did not mention the spear?’

‘I may yet.’

Skelly takes perverse pleasure in their cussing sapping the verandah
posts, their marching towards each other and bgaiin

‘You're just a girl. What would you know about geg ahead in the colony
of South Australia? All men carry debt. Only wonsave pin-money. | want to take

risks, forge ahead.’
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‘No doubt you will and leave the rest of us behibdt don't forget my
money saved you from the debt collector. And ydurtee to deal with that Barbary
ape, O'Leary.’

‘I will buy another horse— better than Lucifer.’

‘Lucifer wins races now. He'll sire champions,stsister sobs. ‘He is worth
more than gold, and useful. He’'ll bring you luckh&¥ will people say about Edwin
Lynch, so successful he cannot afford a deceneRors

‘I'll buy him back before too long.’

Mother drops a basket of dirty linen at Rosanne&t,fand points to the pond.
Skelly sees that she is sorely tried by their rgcku

‘You'll never be rich enough, ever, to be happygdanna shouts.

‘Shut it. You're got so sour you could pickle cudmens.” Edwin kicks a
clump of mud whistling past her head.

‘Rosanna.’ Eilish’s voice is cool and tough, as seers Edwin into the
house.

Skelly helps his sister carry the basket of washmghe pond. They kneel
beside the water. Rosanna’s reflection is dark wiikery and worry: lips down-
turned, hair dishevelled, skin sallow in the palmlght, eyes large and swollen.
Why does she bother to quarrel with Edwin? Evenniie is losing an argument, he
is ferocious. Skelly peers at his own reflectiordismay. Just when he had thought
to make some progress with his beard, his facetelike a lava field. He breaks up
the painful image with his finger®o not pick at your faceThis is the kind of
advice Eilish offers. And advertising leaflets fravir Crouch’s store’A Book for
Young MenWritten by aPhysician, For the Public Good and the Suppressibn
Quackery He gingerly touches his face and moans.

‘Thar...,” Rosanna croons stroking his arm. ‘You'll growtoof your bad
skin, unlike Edwin, who will always be selfish.” &hirags wet linen up against the
wash board and thumps it down, glancing behind tupea mother digging in the
potato patch.

It is not long after this that they hear the bekBpproaching hooves, and
finally, the jingle of spurs. Even from the pondke8y recognises his mother’s look
of consternation as she rises above the greenesyp® her face on her apron, and

walk slowly towards the front of the house, wherélack-suited man reins in a
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splendid barrel-chested grey. Rosanna drapes aisderoross a slab of rock and
backs up on her hands and knees.

‘Is Mr Edwin Lynch at home?’ the man calls outislta rude intrusion on an
isolated outstation. Screened by the black-wooest&kelly creeps behind his sister
towards the house. Edwin and Father appear indbeady.

‘I am assistant bailiff to the local court.” Theamthrows out his authority, by
way of introduction.

Father stands rigid on the step, food in his beayds glittering like snakes.

‘You are the defendant, Edwin Lynch?’

Skelly sees that his brother has clenched his distshe feels a rush of love
for him. Alarmed he must be- much more than his face shows. The dark suited
man, gun at his side, is as fat as a turkey cock moympous looking, his jowls
wobbling over his collar, his purple hands buncbaedhe pommel. He looks like a
renegade from a boxing tent.

He creaks forward in the saddle. ‘Edwin Lynch, V&a warrant against you
for debt and the theft of two bullocks.’

‘It would take a better man than you to arrest nelvin steps forward, fist
raised, tongue belligerently thrusting againstiéifischeek.

Skelly gasps.

Rosanna pushes her fist against her mouth. Songetimpels her forward.
Father scans natural detail in his vicinity: theday track, the corridors of trees, and
the pathway to the privy. Edwin bounces on théshal his feet, looks poised to run,
if necessary up the walls of the house and ontedbke What is to become of him?

After the expeditious issuing of his warrant, themseems surprised by this
resistance. He shifts in his saddle, lifting hghtihand to flick an imaginary insect
from his cheek. "You will accompany me to Gambiarto

Father takes three strides, seizing up a pitchdoded against the side of the
house. ‘Leave now- before | pitchfork you off the place.’

The bailliff loosens his left rein and circles therse in the mud before
putting him up to Father. ‘You Irish are nothing nouble.’

‘Get off your horse and say that,” says Father,ceding nothing, and
brandishing his fork.
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When Rosanna comes walking from the trees, draggiryoken branch
along the ground in a loud disruptive way, theiffalvings his head, uncertain. He
glances back at Edwin. Skelly grins, watching histler, cocky now, hands in his
braces like a Whiteboy, back swayed, belly anddmotsticking out. Father lunges
forward to restrain the bailiff’'s horse. The hojeeks its head; a bewildered boyish
expression darts across the law-keeper's face.eldsserts his authority, swinging
his legs to the ground, and leading the horse dvway Father to lay a hand upon
Edwin’s shoulder. Edwin throws it off. Father slashthe air with his pitchfork.
Skelly feels inexplicably excited. Will his fathetaw the seat of the policeman’s
pants and catapult him to Mount Schanck?

But Mother rushes between her husband and thefbalacing the flat of
her hand on her husband’s chest. ‘Garrick, leave it

He stabs the air once more with his pitchfork, g Mother a look that
would throw a man on hihoin.

The bailiff backs up, one arm slung across thedisnmseck, and feels with his
other hand for his stirrup.

Skelly and Rosanna step out from behind a blackvires

‘Look at yourselves. Coming out of the woodslike Fenians.’

She appears to take offence at this and pitches pipce of limestone, then
another, aiming for his head. Skelly feels halfystdalf apprehensive. The bailiff
ducks the hail of stones as he throws his leg thehorse, and retreats. She throws

unlettered lIrish after him and his horse: ‘...Nothwgong with Fenians or Finn
Macumhail. Don’t come back or we’ll cut off youglé

Skelly feels faint with terror.

‘We're in trouble enough, girl,” Mother admonishlesr and turns towards
her husband who is steering Edwin towards the still

‘The darling boy,” Rosanna sobs, staring after Exgvaat pulled down, shirt
riding up, an arm around his father’s waist. slimy fault for upsetting O’Leary.’

This will not be the end of it, and Skelly knows Rosanna takes her
melancholy face back to her drubbing over the pofdwroughout the afternoon,
Skelly hears his father’'s low serious voice andasamal outbursts of vehemence

from Edwin. Eilish cries in the potato patch. Sheves up and down the furrows
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between the beds, pulling weeds, straighteninghteclc Rosanna at the pond and
wipe her face with the back of her hand.

It is not until the weak winter sun is half waythe sea that Edwin and Father
return to the house, just in time to greet theitbahd two policemen, cantering in.
Seated on the verandah Eilish throws her headdcskly, then eyes fixed on the
intruders, continues to lightly beat her fists ongH’s back, using her knees to steer
his head over the steam bowl. Rosanna has disaguhgaerhaps to the cave to look
for Moorecke.

The lawmen stay seated on their horses to delheemext decree. ‘Garrick
Lynch and his son Edwin Lynch are called, uponnmiation, to answer a charge of
assault preferred against them by John Duncarstassbailiff of the Local Court, in
revisiting the execution of a warrant for debt ey the said Court against Edwin
Lynch, whereby the said Edwin was rescued fromuaadistody.’

Later, seated on the step, head cradled in one 3kally sketches the
incident from memory, while Blinnie and Hugh plagnkers at his feet. He tries to
ignore a kernel of fear hardening in his belly. Mdit Father’s and Edwin’s wages,

they will surely starve.

When Rosanna returns from the pond she sits byirdevith Skelly and Mother.
Scratching at the coals, they kiss the cup theg pasveen them.

‘It is that filthy O’Leary,” she says.

‘You paid him, surely?’ Skelly asks.

‘The bailiff is lying about the bullocks.’

‘Edwin would not lay a hand on anyone’s stock.wimild be a fool,” Skelly
probes, his face intent.

‘He would not, no.” Rosanna feels the heat of ntben the fire on her face.
She prods him with her foot. ‘But he is my brothed no less than any opportunist.’

Eilish stares at her, her knuckles white againstdrinking cup. ‘You know
something about this?’

‘Edwin is lucky. Sometimes it is an accident thalidicks go missing.’

Skelly lifts his pencil and places it in his mouthsatisfied.

Eilish stands up and reaches for her husband’s taztnnot stand the lot of

you. I'm going into town to see for myself.’
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‘Wait until tomorrow.’
‘I cannot bear not knowing.’

‘Mother, | will go,” Rosanna says.

Rosanna urges Glorvina through the wind and risiager, at times up to the
pommel. She has never ridden alone up the moubttimeen the blue crater lakes
and down the steep track to Gambierton. She firalbdf and Edwin chained to a
cart near a young policeman shaving, who wavedlade above his cup: ‘Move
along.’

‘I have food for the prisoners.’

He flutters his hand at her and returns to histaiis.

‘You must tell him that we found that bullock,” shisses at Edwin.

‘How should | do that without the detail of the ap#

‘Explain how the bullock broke its leg stumblingora wombat hole.’

Father takes the parcel of food and pushes hertisw@lorvina. ‘Go home.
Your brother is accused of hocking more than oretki’

In the end, it is Father Woods who brings the neest morning that Mr
Corcoran has appeared at the policeman’s hut fairEdnd Father. The magistrate
reprimands both parties. Had it not been for tlesgnce of Mrs Lynch, he said, Mr
Lynch might have gone wild with the pitchfork. iBi blows out her cheeks with
indignation. It is the same hot breath Father v&él when he returns. All charges
against him have been dropped. Edwin is sentercélttée months hard labour for
debt and, as the Gambierton jail is full, and GerciBay jail as well, he is to be
transferred to Adelaide. The charge of theft igpger due to lack of evidence.

‘Why not release him then, if all the jails arelfulasks Skelly.

‘It is not for us to say, but only to pray,’ re@i€ather Woods holding out his
hand for Skelly's sketchbook.

‘My son would never steal a bullock,’ Eilish snapstubbing at the table.

‘O’Leary lied about the money. | took it to him ahadounted it,Rosanna
says, blushing.

“Such a story, Rosanna. | wish | was as good,’ I$keles.

She pushes him hard and then thinks better ofirigihg forward to steady

him.
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‘Restrain yourselves. We must pray for those whmiadster justice,” Father
says. ‘That they show compassion. And that Edwiawdr strength from his
adversity.’

How can Father Woods be so impartial? He is wonse the magistrate.
Rosanna looks as if her heart will break. Skellyjolwas her from a distance. She

loves him just as much as she does Edwin, but kedp out of her way this day.

XXVIII: Mrs Ashby Departs From the Station

Days after the arrest, she arrives at the Big Heasky enough to begin reading Act

Five, lifted from the box in the stables. It is @ng thing that the first scene relates

Oscar’s intercessions with God, whilst confine@idungeon, and her own brother is
locked up. Of course, Oscar is in more danger Bdwin, butThe Hibernian Father

is just a story. Rosanna reads avidly in the dinnnimg light. The warden enters and

clasps his son within hisircling arms a blissful tear of tenderness bedewed his
parent cheek.

Rosanna thinks of Edwin grieving for his family is cell, and begins to
cry. Had Father thought bleak thoughts aldustson— always feared the worst? It
is not natural, surely. Is it fear makes a man hdrdthe play an unruly crowd of
citizens assemble at the gate, demanding the belemse. Surely amongst them
stand Oscar’s mother and sister?

Mr Blake, the magistrate’s friend speaks Spwve your son from ignominious
death

Licentious Scunreplies Oscar’s father. He will not succutola ruffian band
of Curs who snarl and barkVhen he has withstood so much, how dare they?

He has no heart. At least, Edwin will not hang tfogir sins. But nor will he
be as comfortable as Little Dorrit’s father in thendon debtor’s prison. She hears
the baby crying and Mr Ashby’s raised voice he has not forgiven her for the lie
about the fire— and remembers that today his wife departs for Basan She
hurries inside in time to assist her with the tagtute arrangement of clothing in her
trunk. Mr Ashby lingers near his wife, a morose reggion on his face, sipping
porter like water. Mrs Ashby tells Rosanna to prepseveral cold collations for Mr
Sutherland will stay several days at the statiocatoclude some business; she hopes

he will keep her husband company. William has esggd mild curiosity over Mr
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Sutherland’s plans for Lucifer to be trialled invemal races in Adelaide before he
goes to the October Melbourne Sweepstakes.

Mrs Ashby farewells her husband in a brisk anegleined manner, as if she
fears that he may break down. At the last monséetbegins to cry, leaping down
from the cart to stroke the side of his face wité back of her curled hand.

‘William, oh, 1 do wish that we might all be goingou and I— and Baby.’
She sweeps the landscape with a resentful eyelll‘speak to your father when |
arrive home. He must understand that the situasiamtenable.” Mr Ashby flinches
over the word ‘home’ as if it is a blow to his sofdexus. She draws her hand across
her mouth. Mrs Ashby’s dog smells unhappiness amald) body bunched, head
thrown back; jackasses drown out the last murmdrshe unhappy separation.
George assists Mrs Ashby into the cart. Mr Ashiikgesathe baby’s waving fist and
smothers it with kisses. How would Father be if Moatbooked her passage back to
Ireland? Rosanna’s heart is strangely afflictedssnpathy for Mrs Ashby and a
surge of affection for the wee boy. It is a touchatene.

Father throws dark looks at George when the na out to cut unbranded
calves from the main mob, and look for sick cowss&na washes bed linen, then
scrubs the kitchen dresser and the table wherarsthéirs Ashby have prepared and
packed food for the journey. George has eleddeép an eye on the house for it is
rumoured that a bushranger is at large in theidistn point of fact, he tells Mr
Ashby, staying behind will serve him very well fois rehearsal has fallen away of
late. The play will open at the Princes Theatrkegs than six weeks. He has received
instructions at the Gambierton telegraph statidnd he must remind the maid about
laundering and packing his linen.

It is only a few minutes until, stock riders anddes the size of ants on the
horizon, and lowing cows forgotten, George boumtds the kitchen enticing her
with lines from Act Four, Scene Two, in which Ossdiriends have organized a
vessel at anchor in Galway Bay, to snatch him awwasafety. Two scenes remain in
Act Four.

‘You must spealall the lines until | finish here,” Rosanna insistsing the
feather duster to keep him at a distance.

‘Then will you love me, beautiful lady, my Anas&®

‘Then we will read Act Five, together.’
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It is an exciting scene, although George seems ndiigthacted: Anastasia
rescued from the brigands by a fisherman, and isegbtto find Alonzo alive after
all. His fiance greets him with surprised affectidn haste they descend the
mountains, intent on saving Oscar, his executigh.nGeorge springs with a metal
spoon to chime upon the lid of the butter dish. @aastasia find her way through
the crowds in time to save her lover?

‘Read her lines,’” says George. ‘Such a dramagasavill test your mettle.’

Rosanna feels overcome by emotion: the Lynch boy bekilled, Edwin
languishes in a prison cell, and soon George wedlé with Lucifer. She can barely
find her voice.

George scoops her up. ‘Dear love, let us go tostables, where we can
remember all the sweet times we have spent there.’

‘No, please, George. You must allow me to copy lt4st two scenes for
Skelly. He wants so much to know what happenso.l Ttven | will come.’

‘The play. The play is all | hear,” he snaps.

Rosanna makes a moue of her mouth and taps her foot

He strokes and cajoles her. ‘Is it not enough tibl@grams arrive pressing me
to return to Melbourne? Capital has been raisedaféine production with elegant
backdrops of the mountain pass and Lynch’s Cast@alway’s High Street. Soon |
shall go. You will vouch that | know the lines ofs€ar exceeding well, and you
those of Anastasia?’

‘George, can we not go, you and |, and | play Aasia?’

‘Nothing would please me more but the impresariche’ sighs. ‘The play
will have to wait; it will be a long run, nothing more certain. In Sydney the number
of revivals, over ten years, was remarkable. Buttha meantime, | have my
investment in fine bloodstock to attend to.” Geormglances uneasily over her
shoulder to the window and checks his fob. ‘I swgauw care more about the play
than me or your horse.’

‘It is not true.” Rosanna twitches like a nettezhlsorse, as his fingers move
inside her blouse. ‘Please, George. Let us racéfdrumgether then. He loves me
more than you.’

‘I have no desire for your father to black my ebefore | reach Guichen

Bay.” He lowers his head to mouth leeochanna
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She pushes away. ‘In Melbourne, do the ladies ahg@cnic meetings?’ He
will take everything from her.

‘I will wager Lucifer on a wedding, if he will wai for me in Adelaide, and
resolve my bills at a Swan Street tailor’'s. | owamaall cottage and stables near the
Melbourne Racecourse. Perhaps they are not splemdiugh for a haughty Lynch
girl but I have an Irish trainer and | have no doydu will like him.’

Rosanna views this with suspicion. ‘Can | not rid&h you tonight?’
Suddenly she remembers Captain Ussher’s lies tmEe®on’t make difficulties,
dearest love’he said.

George frowns, cradles her back, and lifts her owa. ‘1 will send someone
for you, soon. | know a man in Portland Bay: tame agent who buys poddy calves
from your brother. Are they cadged?’

‘It is nothing but a vicious rumour. It is onlyatboats he is interested-n if
he has been there at all.” Edwin would knock hiat fbr saying such things.

George reaches into his fob pocket, with diffigultPut these shillings in
your pocket that you may travel in comfort to Malbme, when | write for you to
follow me.’

Rosanna drops the coins one by one inside the ofebls shirt and as they
fall, holds them hard against his belly with heartibs as she considers what they
mean. It is not proper to take money from a mamefvthe reason sounds plausible.
But how else will she travel to Melbourne? Surelgo@e would not blacken her
name when she has loved him so fervently and with sonfidence. Things were no
simpler in Galway that is certain. But she canngtand faint like a character in a
book — like Feemy.The old people used prophetic mirrors and the dsitcd
freshly slaughtered deer, to read love in the isigifsky, their thoughts simmering

with violence? If Rosanna cannot go to Melbournewiil dream a better death.

XXIX: TheHibernian Father: The Final Scene

Rosanna’s hand aches from copying, and her head ¢rging. How can George

think of leaving her behind? She slides her harid imer pantaloons to scoop
shimmering silky stuff that he has left inside la@d rubs her thumb against her
forefinger. He has insulted with his money. And wias Mr Geoghegan written a

play so cruel? Her hand flies across the page. thayMr Ashby will not notice

155



that she has been forced to borrow another ofihésIhdian pencils. She shaves it
back, breathes in the clean smell of pine and gmpand begins again, a callous
swelling on the inside of her third finger. Whil@gsanna struggles over the fading
India ink copy of Act Five, Scene Two, Anastasiace/regal pardon in her hand,
runs through the crowds beside the river and impSStreet, her thoughts dwelling
solely on saving her beloved Oscar from the han¢gnaoose.

Perhaps e’en now with agonising...

He feebly murmurs Anastasia’s name

And in the pining accents of despair

Calls upon me for comfort and for Hqpihe dear girl mourns. Rosanna’s
hand quivers in sympathy.

Rising to stand at the open window she lifts harchto George, cantering
hatless on Lucifer, putting the horse through i#€gs. His hair is as yellow as
mimosa, his mouth softly fallen open with exertianred cravat flies at his neck.
She has kissed him there. Would he not make sogmalsithrow back his head in
his surreptitious way— wave his hand— if Mr Ashby returns?

The bells toll on in Galway.

It is the dreadful signal which proclaims

The hour of execution is at hand!

Rosanna paces past the window, crying out Ana&aknes, to her own
love: Oscar, | come — | come to bid thee live. To liveApastasia and for Love

George hears nothing of the detail but smiles aabeoss the yard, touches
his fingers to his lips, and puts Lucifer at a ltigs a great actress she has become,
rushing past the curtains like the female lead plagy. It is not hard to imagine
members of an audience shifting in their seatselaop fear journeying across their
flushed faces, necks stretched forward, nervougefs fiddling with cloth and
ornament, drawing in their breath in agitation lasytlift out their fobwatches to
consider hailing a hansom cab on Bourke Streeeradtian look away to avoid the
terror. The auditorium is warm, their bodies clgsetessed. Suspense eats at their
faces.

The ink of the play-script darkens. Does Mr Geogmegopy with more
intensity? Does he wipe perspiration from his brosiiving the agony of his own

creation? Act Five, Scene Three, the last, sehéenh Grand Hall of the warden’s
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mansion. The Galway City banner surmounts the &okanna writes as if her own
life depends on it, only glancing to the windowoiccasional aggravation when she
snaps her pencil lead. The yard is clear. Onlysthend of the cottage clock and the
rattle of brush bronze-wings can be heard aboveb#aing of her heart. She
scrapes the blade down her pencil stub, breakpsdim and scrapes again, pinching
the curls of shavings between thumb and forefirager placing them in her pocket.
On she presses, writing in thick swift strokesyehis no refinement now. Oh it is a
terrible thing for wringing out a heart, a story.

Everything is wrong: Edwin taken, Lucifer sold; thector leaving;
Moorecke not seen since Mr Ashby destroyed her agagnplaces. Later George
will find the manuscript slapped on the dining-ro¢able, held down by a silver
pickle-jar. Perhaps he will see her make her wagredarmed, on Glorvina
stumbling up to her hocks through freezing watezrhBps he will watch her
progress like a small green pennant flapping ughéoridge and over, disappearing

into a silver mullet sky. He must love her. He bagl so.

Supper is quiet. Bowed over their beans, they imshussly slurp to cover the dearth
of conversation. Skelly cannot clean his plate, eetinering that he has scuttered
three times in the privy that afternoon. Eilishckgbowls and mugs and wipes the
babies’ mouths with a cloth. Water drips throulgé tafters into a bucket beside the
hearth. Garrick slumps at the table, lungs whigtlioreathing shallow.

At the end of the meal he tells Eilish that withimonth he will have cleared
Edwin’s debt. ‘Partly due to Rosanna’s money, hagss gruff with speech, ‘from
helping at the Big House. | can do nothing aboathibllocks. | think them nothing
but a fabrication.’

Rosanna’s eyes fill with tears.

Eilish leans against her daughter to steady theeqlaThat's grand even if
Edwin has to finish his sentence. What news of AMgkby, Rosanna? She is safely
returned to her ailing father?’

Rosanna nods.

‘And the actor gone?’

‘He leaves Guichen Bay with Lucifer on Saturdaytet She casts her eyes

down as if she has said too much.
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‘Damned pity Edwin sold the horse, thinking it wodudave his neck. The
fool, dealing with a Kerry man.’ Father drags os pipe.

Skelly sees Eilish’s eyes light on her daughtealkeh face.

‘We have the play,” she says. ‘Are we up to Actei8kelly?’ He shakes his
head, feels disappointment swamp him. Now they ndiler know what happened to
the Lynch boy.

‘But | have spent my last hours at the Ashbys cogyhe rest out. Without
herselflecturing on and on about my Irish manners, | ¢aisti my work in a trice,’
Rosanna pipes.

Skelly’s heart bounces with excitement. How luclkyis to have a sister like
Rosanna.

‘Well then, shall we not have a reading, Eilish&rck says. ‘Skelly told me
some details, about the early scenes. It is a i@mnplot. In Galway Town, people
tour the dreadful places where the events supppsedk place. Let’'s not be dull,
without Edwin. We can make our own entertainment.’

Eilish covers her surprise, drawing Blinnie onto keee. ‘You did not tell
me that you knew the play, Garrick.’

‘| did not say | knewthis play.’

Skelly thinks his mother calculates the numbetaokards consumed by her
husband that night as she rests her head on BBnatavny head; no doubt as her
fingers swiftly separate the beads of her rosanehth the table.

‘Get the new pages, Rosanna, and allow your brathkegin. Such a tedious
day he’s had, hiding from the rain.’

Skelly jumps to his feet with excitement. ‘Act Fjy&cenes Two and Three,
Rosanna. Have you brought the last? | crave to ksear Lynch’s future.” He jigs
around his chair.

‘Well then, | shall fetch it,” she says and flousd® her cloth bag hanging
from a peg near the door. When she turns backcw tan, the play in her hand, he
sees that her face looks incredulous. She doe&maw that he and Father have
talked about the play.

‘You have read to curtain close Ro?’ he asks.

‘How could | not. You know that | have copied allio’ She glares at him.
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Skelly takes the pages firmly from her hand. What be wrong with her?
She knows more than anyone how much he enjoyddlye p

His father nods and draws out a chair for his dérgh

Skelly thinks that he reads well, hesitating onlgew Rosanna’s script is
especially blurred or the lantern flickers. ‘Therden’s friend, Mr Blake, is present.’

‘I know Blakes in Woodford.” Father takes the rirh las tankard into his
mouth and swallows like a draught horse.

Rosanna says, ‘No doubt you’ll be hoping a Lyndhdamight take notice of
a friend’s advice!

He raises one brow, in Edwin’'s way, but with lessonouncement.
‘Mansion,” he croons. ‘I like the sound of that.’

Is he full of the grog or dreaming of building oewnland?

‘Well you would,alannahh’ Mother makes it her duty to smooth out dips in
the conversation.

‘You're like a chorus, the two of you. Let Skellytpus through it now,’
Rosanna snaps. She nods at her brother, leaniagayd to inhale a plume of her
father’s plum tobacco.

‘The boy’s mother will raise her brothers from thmen, just as | would.
They'll not put up with such nonsense: fathers siing sons. That would never
happen.’

‘Mother, shut it,” Rosanna cries.

‘Rosannaaaa,’ Garrick’s voice inflects.

Skelly resumes his readind:Here is much disaffection amongst the citizens

‘Did | not tell you?’

‘Eilish, let the boy run with it now. Speak as thiend, Blake’:

To justice you have full adherence shown

And now let gentle mercy rule your breast

Yield to the citizens’ demand and spare,

Oh spare the life of your unhappy son!

‘They are wise words,’ says Eilish. ‘And well readfill the magistrate not
concede them?’

Rosanna rocks on her stool, arms wrapped aroundkriess, eyes wistful.

She watches Father.
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Skelly stands up tall to play the magistrate. Gngshis father’s shoulders, is
he not almost a man? He clears his throat befarerancing:

Tis duty and not fear restrains me now...

From issuing command by force of arms

To sweep them hence and their insurgent.mob

Skelly’s performance as great tragedian falls ainaie lantern-light. He has
shocked himself. How can he act a part so unn&urhé Lynch father's words do
not bode well for Oscar.

‘It is an ancient story, Skelly, from bloody timeBather rumbles, stroking
his hand. ‘And well performed.’

‘Not a true story,’ Eilish reassures.

‘A Lynch story oft told in Galway, most often byettity council to attract
travellers. When | was a boy, another version,temity a Reverend, was performed
in Galway. A Burke showed me the pamphlet.’

‘It is unnatural,’ Skelly says, ‘a father not tossshis son.’

‘Stories can be taken up or not,” Garrick soothes.

‘We don’t have to choose it then,” says Skelly, gp@sate in the darkening
room.

‘And what if it choose you?’ says Rosanna. ‘Fatloans be severe.’

‘Read on now, Rosanna.’

She crosses to Skelly’s side of the table and finels place. Then draws
herself up full of angry pride. Was this how Mr @eegan’s friend, Francis Nesbitt,
played the magistrateéfou have asked me for my reply, behold I give ré.hghe
waves her handOscar enters attended by a monk and followed bygmards and
the executionerThe Warden regards him for a moment with parergadéerness.
Then by an extreme effort repressing his emotiaksst the hand of Oscaflhe
warden, his own father,” she scores, ‘delivers veislict”:

Here on the altar of my country’s laws

| offer up the sacrifice of all

My Heart in this world holds most dear

My son thou now hast

‘Oscar, kneel at my feet,” Rosanna whispers to I$k&he holds the play in

one hand and tugs at his buttoned-up coat witlotiner.
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He supposes he can play the part of the Lynchvimlyenough to make his
mother cry. There is little doubt his sister witk édhe warden to the hilt. He shivers.

Nay to my armsshe orders, pulling Skelly against her legs:

To my last embrace

And may thy fate to all example prove

How unavailing every virtue else

Within the heart where passion rules supreme

Farewell farewell my boy — prepare for Deafithe Warden covers his face
with his hands and appears for a moment convulstdagony.

Skelly trembles and pulls away. He looks to hihéat his eyes wide with
surprise.

‘It is not over yet,” Garrick says, without convamr.

Rosanna nods, reads drhey embrace again

She pulls Skelly back against her and he feelddns shakeThe curtain in
front of the arch is drawn aside and discovers ggdabalcony on which are
displayed the Block and other apparatus for an atien. Oscar is removed by ...
guards to the balcony and prepares for death.

Skelly clasps his hands in prayer.

Rosanna’s face takes on a savage grimace, aneigles a stool between her
hands to rock in a semblance of private gri@$car at length kneels and places his
head on the block

Her voice breaks and Skelly obeying the strictuethe script lays his head
upon the stool. He feels uncertain. Will his paseabpe with the distress of the
warden and that of their own children?

Rosanna narrates with increasing fervo@rconvulsion shudders through the
Warden'’s frame, as casting one look to Heaven amatheer to Oscar he waves his
hand as the signal for executioBhe takes her father’'s shotgun from above the
mantle and raises it above her head. Then seeymavgkcome by horror casts it at
his feet.

‘It is just as | thought, he cannot do it,” Sketiyes, exultant.

‘God will stay his hand,” says Eilish, counting Hezads in frenzy.

Rosanna returns from the doorway where she hagdushgulp fresh air.
‘Friends beat at the door.’

‘And the mother too?’ cries Eilish.
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‘The crowd roars,” shouts Rosanna, whumping thdotwsl over the fire.
Fanning her face she rushes back to the door.

Skelly holds his hand over his mouth.

Eilish leans forward, furiously rocking Blinnigdé must abide by the wishes
of the people.’

Father throws back his drink.

Rosanna again takes the part of the warBeck ye Back Reb8&laves..

‘He is mad, Rosanna,” her mother cries. Alarmedtliy ferocity of the
playing, Hugh frets to be picked up. ‘Should we m@tit, Garrick, until the little
ones are sleeping?’

Garrick’s face is grim.Arragh...finish it now, Rosanna.’

But even as the patriarch of old when called by \+¢eato devote his Son...
his daughter reads

‘It is Abraham, his son laid out on the pyre befbm, pleasing God,” says
Garrick in an acid voice.

‘It is not just God afflicts us, husband. But Culzha in battle, knife at his
son’s throat, the son of himself and Aoife.” Eilisblds her beads to her throat and
flinches.

‘Mr Geoghegan writes of Brutus. As does Mr Dickemgdard Times says
Rosanna, her voice harsh and cracked. ‘At leadtpite every provocation, our
father has not killed Edwin.’

‘Nor me.” Skelly quibbles at Rosanna’s feet.

Father stands and waves his unlit pipe in theegdiion. ‘Well that's grand.
You have the better of me now.’

‘Holy Mary, Mother of God, what would Father Wools thinking of our
entertainment?’ Eilish claps her hand against hautn

Rosanna swirls her shawl over Skelly who has stippeto the floorl am
childless Her voice is high-pitched. ‘Well you might askoaib the Lady Anastasia,
Mother. She is close by, carrying the Viceroy’squar.’

‘She will surely come and save him, at a great dt@mmmoment. | had
forgotten her,’ replies Eilish, relief flooding hfarce.

‘I will play Anastasia as she approaches Oscares.’bRosanna shrieks and
bends to Skelly, kissing his hand; then dies, gctgcular fashion, at father’s feet.

His mother croons as if her belly pains her.
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Rosanna rises to deliver the benedictiéBmom his entrancethe warden
appears completelpvercome and stupefied by the accumulation of mised
remains motionless and seemingly unconscious. &abléurtain. End She swirls
the shawl, drags Skelly to his feet and curtsies.

Skelly sees that his mother is full of righteougem Pacing back and forth,
she crushes Blinnie against her chest, and peeosigh the window into the
darkness. ‘I am wishing we had not brought on pgagformance,” she fires at her
husband. ‘None of us will sleep, due to the teafats conclusion.’

‘Why it is just a story and Mr Geoghegan has shapedhis own way. He is
not a Lynch,” says Father.

‘He is but a convict, and a rogue,’ says Rosarvia Sutherland says so.’

‘His father would not believe him so. And we are makauy own story,’
declaims Father.

‘Stories are often about death, Mother. The ones tall, as well,” says
Skelly, feeling more recovered. His face feels His and he prods at it with his
fingers; then places his stool beside the tablean over and kiss her.

‘Well, and | know that, Skelly, and it is not suging that a dreadful tale
should follow us, but we have stood by Edwin, astein this God-forsaken place.’

Garrick puts an arm around her. ‘Il am glad we caere, away from village
talk. When | have my land, we will be free.’

‘The story will not imprint on our hearts,” Motherurmurs to Skelly.

‘No one will knowour story,” he rues.

‘That is not surprising. It is so dull,” says Rosan

‘We are living it,” his mother soothes. ‘We haSkelly’s sketching book to
remind us.’

‘That is only for the eyes of the family.’

‘And Father Woods, | believe,” she says. ‘Perhyaps should remembehat
when you choose your subjects.’

Rosanna looks as if she wants to run away foréMary does she never think
of him? He is a Lynch son, after all. The play isren emotional for him. The
performing of it has made the story powerful. Is Ishipped pain all around his body,
set it throbbing in his knee joints.
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XXX: Three Conversations and a Close Call

A head cold keeps Rosanna home three days befereesiirns to the Big House.
She thinks the rooms have taken on a masculineaagpee evidenced by mice
waltzing over dirty dishes and through bread crumibghe tables. Dust has blown
through the loose shutters. Fires not laid, bedsnaamle. She flicks her duster around
a letter trapped beneath a crystal whisky decamrethe credenza, unable to resist
scanning its contentélthough | did not write on your birthday, | dragkur health

Mr Ashby Senior writes, instructing his son to ang work harder, employ some
Blacks — and persist, until his investment pays dividends. you have four
thousand head of cattleyou cannot be worse off than your neighbours the
eveningswhy notplay the piang he writes,or backgammob Make a practiceof
writing home each Sundalyam afraid that you have not put your mind to thkt
might be done. With best wishes, | remain, my dfédlifam, your very affectionate
father.Fathers can be so warm and firm with sons.

She finds Mr Ashby at his desk dealing with his accounts. He barely raises
his head to acknowledge her. ‘Have you heardfrsim your wife?’

He nods, barely lifting his slumped head from plage of figures he labours
over.

‘Her father is recovered?’

‘Evidently so.” He peers at her through a flop abarbered hair, as if she is a
troublesome stinging insect that he is inclinedsweeep from his desk in a fit of
temper.

‘The child is also well?” Rosanna’s lip tremble&nd your guests Mr Colyer,
Mr and Mrs Brigstock and Mr Sutherland are well?’

‘Bertram has recovered from his ordeal,” Mr Ashiplies, scratching out a
calculation with his nib.

‘It was most stimulating to meet an actor,” shessayawing open the string
of her bag.

‘I have heard nothing from the actor. | doubt tyad will see him again.’

Rosanna stiffens, feels blood rush to her facad'Avhat of Mr Sutherland’s
play? Perhaps the Brigstocks think of attendings hot far between Melbourne and
Portland.’
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‘| dare say they will.” He stands impatiently asldepherds her towards the
door. ‘You father has no doubt told you that thegtiet is on the market. It doesn’t
live up to its promise. | doubt that | will requiyeur services much longer.’

He does not listen tbis father. ‘Well then, | thank you for your troubli.
you hear of another situation you may let my fatkeow of it. Please convey my
respects to your wife and the little one.’

Rosanna curtsies. It is no more than a game, toveusuch hardness. She
plods through the decimated flock of turkeys roagriree between the stables and
the house and vomits in perfunctory fashion inmepof the tack room. Aggravated
Irish pride rises with her bile. For her weddingtmm Maeve asks for a man without
stinginess, without jealousy, without fear. Anastales on the altar of Lynch pride.
Feemy’s speechless death commits her brother tgalt@vs. Grim life. All Rosanna
asks is love and a play.

Yet more trials present themselves on her wilce ricbme: O’Leary, the
corpulent bag of pus, stands his massive bay athesbridlepath, obstructing her
way.

‘And how is your beautiful self today?’ He touchée tip of his whip to her
shoulder. She spits on the ground before him. diges her arm.

‘When Edwin comes home he will flay you, you lyipighrogue’ she curses,
pulling free and hauling Glorvina up the small inel behind him. What a blaggard
he is, a black ruffian. Her mouth is sour with ladlr disappointments. In her mind,
she mouths the springing ginger hairs in the holddWeorge’s throat, the scatter of
freckles on his forearms, and the curve of his lowack where his dress shirt
billows. Blotting out the fleshy neck of O’Learyqwes difficult when he hauls his
horse around to grab her by the waist. She stragaginst him, nails flying at his
pocky face.

The sudden arrival of Father Woods surprises bbthem; O’Leary releases
her and, in an attempt at dignity, dips his habbehe scarpers: ‘Father Woods.’

‘Dismount for a moment, Rosanna, and calm youfsetither begs, leading
Glorvina to a large rock beside the track. ‘Suchuapleasant scene. You should tell
your father.’

‘There is little point.’

‘How are you going? Are you happy in your life?’

Rosanna considers this and begins to cry.
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‘You haven't been to confession for a while. Wouyldu like to make it
now?’ His face is sweet and understanding, his evajoiet. Surely, he is the
instrument of God. He never gets in a huff with. her

Rosanna kneels beside the rock, hands clasp&yes downcast. ‘Bless me
Father for | have sinned. It is three months smgdast confession.’

‘Tell me what has been troubling you.’

She hesitates. ‘I have impure thoughts. | wanta o touch me.’

‘You must stop. It could do you harm.’

‘It is too late for that.’

‘Did you go further?’

She nods.

‘Resist the urges of the body. Love God. Do peaamaw. He will absolve
you of your sin.’

She nods again.

‘Do you want to confess anything more?’

‘No Father.” She thinks of O’Leary’s homage anel$4ll.

Father blesses her and she is shamed by his heéayds— enough to say

three Hail Marys in a rush of tears. On his walémola he will say a prayer for her.

Garrick arrives home late from the town where he baen sent by Eilish to
purchase paper for a letter she will write to EdvResanna follows him to the still
and places herself beside him on the rock neamwther, her head between her
knees. Her reflection tilts and swims.

‘It is hard on your mother with you at Ashby’s alBdwin gone,’ he says.

She sits up. ‘Don’t you think | know that?”’

‘When you feel tired and crabbity you must alsakiof her.’

‘I may be home to help sooner than you think. MhBy is to sell the station
and | am to be dismissed.’

Father raises his eyebrows and leans close, liettexar her words. ‘He has
said so?’

‘Now that Mrs Ashby has leftim he has no need for temperance in anything.
His wife warnedmenot to tipple in her cellar. | swear he will drirtkall before | get
therel’
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‘You have grown upmavoureensince the summer. Try to see it from a
man’s point of view. He is lonely.’

Rosanna cannot speak about George. She wantd tantethat men bring
suffering on themselves but not while she playsa&tng Edwin’s place in her
father's heart. ‘Reading the end of the Lynch phsgs a terrible thing. Did it hurt
you when you heard it in Galway?’

‘It is not the end of the story only where Mr Geoghegan chose to end it.’

‘What more could be of consequence? Oscar lies.dead

‘The death of your first-born is a terrible thingmagine if you were the
instrument.’

‘I do not feel for the magistrate. He is a foolafman. Why should name
matter before love?’

‘Name and pride help families survive. He did n@tver, even as he grieved.
Cuchulain too, slayed his son. Then took his swanrd strode into the sea mad
with pain, like a speared bullock.’

‘You know about the bullock?’ Rosanna blinks amgld her head. Oh what
a fool she is— not to concentrate.

‘William Ashby needs every one of his thousandsholiocks to repay his
father’s loan. Each dead one grieves him. | feat the Blacks left in haste because
of this.’

Rosanna changes tack. ‘| am anxious about Moorsdadety.” She bites her
lip. ‘l have not seen her or Jack for weeks.’

He places the back of his hand against her ch&e Wwill take her stories
wherever she goes, just like Eilish.’

‘| dream Irish scenes, from our life and from séstl She doesn’t know why
she tells her father this.

‘Don’t dwell on everything so much. You're worsaththe poets. Everyone
knows things they can’t explain.’

She considers this. ‘Mr Geoghegan’s play is aeugg much like one of
Shakespeare’s. Oscar is doomed from the outsetattisr’'s name is more important

than his life. I hope Moorecke’s fate will be diféat.’
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He shakes his pipe from his pocket and taps iherrock before him. Sucks
on it and taps again. ‘It was not the end of thadtytribe, as we know. Nor will it
be the end of Moorecke’s.’

She hesitates. ‘Edwin is lucky, Father. Luck dresy hand.’

‘I'm sure Edwin does not think so while under logkd key— you sound

like Skelly. You'll be alright, Rosanna. We're feoto think our lives should be
better than anyone else’s.’

She breathes slowly, placing her hand on the toskeady herself.

‘Where does Mr Geoghegan live? | should like t@wnwvhy he wrote this
play.” Father packs his pipe in his brooding wakt least he did not make the
magistrate a potato head peasant with sproutingahdi seed-fested pockets.’

‘Mr Geoghegan is raising money for a revival of thiay in Melbourne.
George says he has had deuced bad luck, sincerteefoam Ireland.’

‘George Sutherland, the actor?’ Her father lookargtat her.

She looks away and then returns his gaze. ‘If tag goes not go aheaue
can tell the magistrate’s story. It is a shamefoé,obut, all the same, it is ours.’
When George sends for her she will take care ofihithe cottage near his stables.
She must be careful not to let this slip to hehdat who looks hard at her as if his
thoughts commingle with hers. Guilt runs through, hees sharp as Cuchulain’s
sword.

‘It is true. We are nothing but actors in our oplays. The Lynch story is
uncomfortable, but we will bend it to our purpokdoubt that it is true. Go tell your
mother I'd like to have a drink with her beside gand.’

XXXI: Wreck of the Admella (August, 1859)

Morning rain thrums on the roof. Wind rips up theface of the pond. Skelly and
Rosanna take turn about to bring damp rough cut ingide from the stack beside
the step. All day they huddle near the smoking. figgish picks weevils from the
flour, her deft hands slapping the dough into atghing ball. Rosanna, hair awry,
smudges of ash from the fender darkening her &wayl about her shoulders, tends
a pot of broth while she reads her nouVelshabille she mouths, andissolute
Skelly recites lines from the Lynch play, and pred<her foot, hoping to gain her
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attention. Eilish begs her to read to the littleegnwho sing-song over their fingers
and toes, and roll tins across the dirt floor.

For two long days the weather holds them all tesoan. The days being
short, but feeling long, they take early to thegdb, piling on clothes for extra
warmth, clinging to each other like human watertlest On the third night, when
they fear the storm will never shift to the eastulets of water rush beneath the
door. Rosanna tries to ignore the scrapings andlilgsy the shriekings and
creakings. She sleeps fitfully, lurching from oredftiamiliar nightmare to another.
She gallops to her wedding on Lucifer, through\Weodford High Street and on to
Loughrea; the scalloped train of her gown speckigti mud, her veil streaming
behind her like that of a warrior queen like Maude’s or Aoife’s? She lies on her
belly in the hayloft where George inveigles his watp the picture, loosening the
ties on her gown, mouthing the base of her spihe.&icks and groans. Her father
stalks them with a coil of hemp rope. Is it simphat George refuses to say his
marriage vows, or has Edwin caused his father liter father plays the Magistrate
of Galway, his face savage with anxiety. But theis Moorecke who runs along the
banks of the windswept pond, away from Mr Ashby,owis chasing her on
horseback.

Rosanna sits bolt upright in complete darknegs.dtlong moment before she
remembers that George has gone: Edwin too, MooraokieLucifer. A schism of
loss opens in her body. Blinnie cries out in bad ahe goes to comfort her. Eilish
stirs. Hugh has found his way into the space Fatkaglly fills, and sleeps with a
hand on his mother’s breast, a leg flung over gr Ihis a fitting night for loss. Is
Father safely swagged down at a station? Rats kguodascrabble, gnaw wood and
nibble paper— pray God, newspaper plugs and not the manusaoripghe book by
Mr Trollope. Truly, she has gone to hell in a buckeick has deserted her.

She does not wish her crying to disturb Eilish #mel others. What should
she do? Struggling from her bedclothes, she junpp® wedge newspaper between
the lintel and the wall, stepping along the plaRlesher has laid across the muddy
floor. Dragging the pot a few yards closer to trermth of the dying fire, she tosses
on wood. Draughts as cold as knives attack her legiee rain washes soot from the
chimney onto the sulking coals; and her heart ighedl down with gloom. If Irish

ancestors come they will not stay long, the howsagoso poor with clothes drying
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before the fire and mice scurrying across the hedithe dead— will they speak?
She crunches her body over the steaming chambgwpatning her thighs with her
hands. Even after the job is done, her belly bloatisd whistles through the gaps in
the walls. Her breasts ache. The last act of thg filitters on the table where Skelly
has left it, weighed down by a candle in a can.

The sky splits open and eerie light floods thedyaHorses whinny. Rosanna
moves to the window. Has Glorvina been spooked iog'wLucifer has been gone
since July, and she has heard from Father thatldneng thing won two Adelaide
races and placed well in a third. It is a travestyustice that he should show his
mettle with a rider other than a Lynch. Would sgjlhim to the poet have been more
satisfying? Does Edwin languishing in his debteedl know of Lucifer's success?

Sorely troubled she must be conjuring Lucifer wlarely, by now, he is on
his way with George to Melbourne for the Champiome8pstakes. She peers into
the darkened yard, jerking back when a fist of tempounds the house. For a
moment the wind drops and she hears horses whign§ihe finds her feet like a
tardy shepherd. The moon slides behind heavy cloudétning splits a tree like
kindling, behind the hitching place. Something &ppening in the house yard:
thieves or dogs? Nothing could prepare her for riegt shock when the moon
reappears and bathes the yard in light. What st rsext sends her crashing outside
in boots and shawl.

Tears run down her face as she squelches thrivegimid; for it is a miracle
and must portend some good. Lucifer rears behifadlen tree, a small dark figure
clinging like a whelk to his neck. His feet landrjag Moorecke wildly scrabbling at
his mane, before she is thrown across the trutkeofallen tree.

Rosanna searches for her in the wet darkness.drymiéinces around the yard, then,
dolefully, legs splayed, drops his head to bunt lrethe end she does not require a
lantern, for hissing, Moorecke finds her feet.

Rosanna holds her friend hard against her chesé y&u hurt?’ Rain runs
down their faces.

Moorecke takes her hands to her temple and sHadekead. The horses
jostle against each other in the mud. Lucifer bargetween them blood caked on
his flanks, nosing Glorvina’s tail, biting her bads he attempts to mount her. She
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shunts him sideways. The stallion throws down Hisutders and jumps away,
pawing the ground, ears twitching with aggravation.

‘How did you come to be riding Lucifer, and whei@vk you been?’

‘Lucifer came dancing in the storm, past aigoorla He let me catch him
with string. We’ve been camping back by Curraturaiting for the shearing.’

Rosanna pushes wet hair from her face, brings terh@pe over the bridge
of Lucifer's nose, and fastens it. She croons aathes and strokes, walking him
round in circles as she guides him towards a pudtail. “You caught him with just
string and rode him home twelve miles? You one @nagat-mal’

‘I see him running. | feed him. On | hopped.’

‘I have been so worried about you. Mr Ashby smdslkgeur ngoorla?’
Rosanna points. ‘He was cranky about that boy yseued in the swamp. When |
came to warn you, you had gone.’

‘Bung bung Bullets all in the trees. Kicked up plenty of dukack and me,
we hide. Then we run t§dongorong’

‘I looked everywhere for you. | was afraid you'ddnkilt.” Rosanna bites her
lips in puzzlement. ‘Why is Lucifer not with Geofjje

Moorecke shrugs. ‘Lucifer belongs to Lynches.’

‘Well, darling he did, but Edwin, the right fodpld him to Mr Sutherland.
Lucifer has been winning races in Adelaide. Fatteard it from Ashbys.’

Moorecke cocks her head, her mild eyes look doub8te shrugs again.
‘Jack sawoorincarto, big ship, stuck on the rock€oomimor paronwhite people,
crying out and falling into the sea.’

Rosanna slaps her hands to her mouth. Nauseaejuts h

‘Men coming from every place— from Gambierton, Curratum— to help
people caught on that ship.’

‘And Lucifer ran from the sand hills? Is that whate you are saying?’
Rosanna cannot think what it all means. ‘You maketme there, now. | will tell
Skelly that there has been an accident.’

Moorecke shakes her head. ‘It is a long way toame Jack’s camp. Maybe
eight more miles to the wreck, Jack says. Luciféirbve all knocked up.’

‘Glorvina, then.’
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‘No. She is too old, that mare. The sand will shek off her feet. Water is
flooding everywhere.’

Lucifer accepts the bridle and the bit, with sugde will not stand up
politely for the saddle and swings sideways thrgnms head about. It takes ten
minutes to manoeuvre him against the rail so they tan both leap on. Faint pink
light suffuses the sky. Moorecke guides them aratedswamps, along the banks of
debris built up on the eastern sides, all the toratling in Rosanna’s ear about the
significance of certain stars, about how she acl’'ddamily curl like lizards around
the remnants of their campfire, and how above thedwhey hear voices—
‘000aaail — spirit ancestors.

Moorecke directs Rosanna due west. Up to his girttvater, skirting sink
holes, Lucifer crosses deep bogs. They pass thronghgrasses, scrub and stands of
black-wood. He takes logs in his stride with Modeegolting like a post office
package, hands on his haunches and Rosanna, stamdihe balls of her toes, in the
stirrups. They curve their backs against the saft wind like crooked trees — like
curratum Moorecke says. A swamp harrier drops before taethscreams as it rises
— a scrabbling creature dangling from its talons.

White mist settles like a ration-blanket arounélitishoulders. They approach
the sea, making their way with caution past singb@nd through limestone littered
clearings. Sea heath and spear grass cling to uhesd Lucifer begins to flag.
Fingers stiff with cold Rosanna shortens his reifiBe hollow roar of the sea
reminds her that she has seen these limestong wfitfercut by ferocious waves on a
ride with Edwin. ‘I know this place. There is aisgr’

‘No stopping here.” Moorecke lifts Rosanna’s heor bellow in her ear.
‘Blackfella’s caves.’

‘All caves, Blackfellas.” Rosanna’s eyes try tmmpwate the blur of fog and
sand and scrubby trees. Yellow blossom stains dingets neck where he has nosed
his way through stands of early wattle. A channarfiows its banks and fans into
the sea. Lucifer slips about on the rocky footittgs sound of surf is loud.

‘Not this cave, Rosanna bad stories happened heManyoon long ago,
manydruel die.’

They follow the path past the cliff-tops, curviagound the bays and across

two sharp points. Rosanna stops to listen to tlae aed then turns north, resting
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Lucifer at frequent intervals while she shouts iMoorecke’s cupped ear. Crests of
sand hills collapse beneath his feet. He floundersleep drifts. Rosanna slips
sideways and Moorecke uses her shawl to haul heghip‘Lucifer — he bucked
near here.” Moorecke guides her along the sedggddmath between high dunes.

The fog breaks up; daylight seeps into the slgting pink and yellow rays
over the low eastern hills.

Moorecke strains her ears over the crashing oktiieand the roaring wind,;
she listens, and nods. ‘Tie him up now. We’ll walkit more closer.’

‘Should I not take you to your camp?”’

‘First see about that boat.’

They slide off and tether Lucifer to a tea-trees&ma fossicks in her pocket
for more sugar, then follows her friend through thenes past clumps of bower
spinach and spiky grasses. On the last sandy efeeebthe sea, they haul each other
up to peer onto the beadRasachit is a wild place. It is difficult to see throudhe
curtains of spray, with sand whipping the beachd fiesh rain on their faces. A
pitiful sight confronts them. Rosanna can't stojwyshng. Appalling enough to see a
vessel, mostly obscured by the rising swell, andtsicken upon the reef that the
mast and sail have been ripped asunder but, mets¢shing of all, a man runs along
the deck, his hands thrown in the air in wild gadation. The agony of his cries can
be faintly heard above the wind tunnelling along tleach. Suddenly, he claps his
hands to his head and throws himself overboard.

Rosanna clutches her belly and retches, grasps ddkes hand. ‘He is
Booandikman. Did you see?’

She shakes her head. ‘Might be American whaleeales man.’

Holding each other up, they peer again over theedwass. Split asunder, the
deck of the ship is set at an alarming angle, amtirually beset by waves. The sea
bucks like a live creature, slurping and slidingashing and sucking at the boat
thrown up on the rocks. If only, in some miraculessy, it would withdraw leaving
behind sand mountains and the wrecked boat quiyesim upraised rocks, the
survivors could climb down and scramble to safety.

A horse’s body lies sprawled on the beach. Rosanmahd turns over and
over the single dreadful thought that Lucifer h&snged ashore, leaving behind

George Sutherland, who must be one of the disttapgbple balancing on the
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rigging or clinging to the rails of the deck. Alid while she had worried that he had
jilted her — not a letter, nor a note to tell hewhLucifer had performed like a
champion on the Adelaide track, nor any detailfisfdeparture for Melbourne to
run the sweepstake- and now he may be trapped on a disintegrating ioo#te
worst imaginable weather.

Instinctively, Rosanna turns to the hillock behthém, where Lucifer stands
tethered, back turned to the scouring wind. Two enfine horses graze in the
tussocks beside the beach. Had Lucifer swum ashitinehem and found his way to
Moorecke’s camp? She drags her mind back to tha sant.

‘We must ride for help. People will die, if we doi’

‘Jack told me the policeman and more boats, coming.

For hours Rosanna is transfixed by the horror. Moke curls up her long
legs and falls asleep beneath the woolly tea-RResanna strokes her hair, drawing
her coat around her shoulders. If help is on itg,wéhat harm in staying, while her
exhausted friend rests? Lucifer lies on his sideth@ knoll of a sandhill, legs
outstretched as if he is dead. Eventually, sheshier sound of horses approaching
from the northeast.

A party arrives on the beach in a flurry of sands&na squints through the
blizzard of spray and sand. It is not William Ashiwt the manager of a
neighbouring station accompanied by several meludnty her father sucking his
unlit pipe, hat pulled down hard on his dark hdadg legs slapping around the girth
of a small mount. Is it comedy or love that makes d¢ry over Father riding in on a
donkey? The men walk their horses along the beheir, heads turning in unison to
survey the wreck and the flotsam and jetsam stralyng the shore, including the
comatose horse. They dismount and struggle in liadlosvs in their high riding
boots. Father stands apart. In his silent way hemse nevertheless, one of a
fellowship, in a way Rosanna had never imaginedcsiptess She must stay out of
sight.

Within minutes a second party arrives, a dozen menhorseback, one
carrying a doctor’s kitbag. They light a driftwodfice and the men wave and shout
and signal the wreck. The sea calms long enougbveal crewmen waving a flag
in frenzy. Rosanna stands up, hand shielding hex filom the wind and grit, eyes

drawn to the disastrous scene; stupidly, she hawrsinerself. She pulls back, too
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late to protect herself from her father’'s angry dgrwhen he arrives beside her on
the sand hill.

‘Why are you here? Go home.’

She cowers before him.

‘Men’s business. Nothing pretty about it. Git.” igéares at Moorecke, who
has roused herself.

‘Father, please.” She begins to cry.

‘You'd rather be one of those little girls naked thre deck apart from their
petticoats, | suppose, waiting for the next wavéate you to God.” How distressed
he sounds.

And, indeed, she can just make out the shape ohal svoman swaying
against the rails. ‘We will go.’

‘How did you get here?’

‘| rode.” She gulps. She cannot say the word, fauciFilaments of cloud
wreathe the moon. She waits while Moorecke pickhepdigging stick and skin
bag. ‘We have to go.” Father retreats to the be&an. all his tiredness, Lucifer
agreeably pulls himself up from his knees.

The Booandikshearing camp is small: a half a dozen huts dedtbeneath
paperbark trees. Jack emerges wearing a trailiregcoat and a knitted hat. He
shouts at Moorecke and points in the direction thaye come from. Three or four
children run out to take her hand. Rosanna’s elylens in sympathy. She hugs her
hard, thinking of the bones in the cave, as sheshatr slide from the horse.

‘After shearing we come back to smoke eelsigaranga When the sun is hot
again,” Moorecke says.

‘Before that | will see you here. | cannot stay gwa

XXXII: A Catastrophic Week
Rosanna feeds and waters Lucifer, checks a sugéigict on his foreleg. When she
removes the saddle he shakes himself and rollseinriud. She limps to the house
and crawls into her bed, whispering to Skelly, wharriedly hovers: ‘Lucifer has
come home. He has swum off a great boat in thenstoo not tell Mother, yet.’

In the late afternoon she is shaken awake by Fatbgulain yourself.’

She seizes his hand. Tired tears trickle down hee.f ‘Moorecke found

Lucifer and took me to the wreck.” She holds uplmends in helplessness.
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‘What has the horse to do with this disaster?’

‘He ran to Moorecke’s camp near Curratum. You dasvhorses at the wreck.
Do you remember that Mr Sutherland was taking larcib Melbourne? Pray God,
he sent him ahead in the care of a trainer.’

‘Don’t concern yourself over him, girl. Not one thiose people deserved their
fate. More’n hundred men are gathered on the beamping to rescue survivors
before they die of thirst and cold.’

It is best that Father never understands. But haw tbat be? She keens a
moment, feels faint. ‘Will they get them off Carpers Rocks? The water is so
rough.’

‘| just called in to tell your mother that I'm leeng now, to help take the
station dray and the life boat from the lighthotrs¢he wreck.” He shakes his head
and turns towards the door. ‘Tether the horse loktiie pond and take care of your
mother. I'm not sure when I'll be back.’

When he next returns, he is falling-down tired. &tel the station men have
seen the dray safely to the beach, at three o’dlotke morning, on the authority of
Mr Ashby’s pocket watch. They have remained onstlied anxiously watching until
morning when a small steamer comes close to thekwat is unable to effect a
rescue. During the day several passengers haveddibdr by toppling overboard or
making desperate attempts to take themselves aghirg and tired Father whispers
confidences to Eilish. It is mens’ business yets@&ma thinks, straining to decipher
details, something he cannot bear alone. She arayprays to the Holy Mother that
if George is among the passengers he will be relscue

Next morning she rises early and prepares foodhéorfather. ‘Please let me
come with you today.’

‘It is only men on the beach, doing dangerous work.

She drops her head. ‘Do you have information abwaitvreck?’

‘Two crewmen from theddmellg the inter-colonial steamer, made it through
the surf on Monday and raised the alarm at theHmgyinse.” Garrick sucks harder on
his tea.

‘Did the storm drive the ship onto the rocks?’

‘It has been said that a horse fell in his stajl.tBe time they righted him with
ropes they lost sight of the coast in the darkthedboat foundered.’

‘Are you wondering now if Lucifer was among theehorses?’
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‘I am, now.” He looks severely down his nose at her

She knows that he thinks of Edwin.

‘And it is him thatyou should be concerned with. Take care of him forryou
brother and leave saving souls to men.’ His fa¢eess, and he reaches out to stroke
her hair.

‘It was such a blessing to see Moorecke riding linon Monday night, but
you know that Mr Sutherland bought him off our EdwhAnd it was him that kindly
allowed Skelly and me to copy out the Lynch play.’

‘Well and | can't be sure if that particular thitgs had such a great effect,
but | wouldn’t be hoping a man would drown for ttreuble he took stirring the
hearts of my children. | heard Mr Ashby talking abéhe owner of some of the
racehorses, and an Irish groom accompanying thewm, nb mention of this
Sutherland, the actor. Nor Lucifer. No doubt, imei a passenger list will be
published.” He places his tin plate on the tabld aipes his mouth. ‘I can’t take
you, alannah Help your mother and rest.’

An hour after her father leaves, halter in hane, skirts the house and Eilish
cries out to her from the leek-bed, ‘Where are going, girl? Will you stop this
running?’

Rosanna is not the only rider on thereen On the heath she passes the poet.
Edwin says that he has been seen with a marriedawomGambiertor— he must
be a secret lady killer- but he has shown not the slightest interest iraRioa since
their exchange at the kitchen door. George woulcenspeak to him about her
surely. Creamy tea-tree blossoms fall, washed by iattle drifts in the wind.
Gordon lifts his hand, grim-faced; they are botbqucupied. People are drawn to the
Carpenters, like flies to a wound. Crouching ie tlunes, she watches stockmen
clustered around the large bonfire, fed by driftboand despair. A young
Livingstone Black in stockman’s hat and torn veltretvs takes care of the horses.
She has seen him with Moorecke at the camp. Hapesfland dies with every failed
rescue attempt. Rosanna watches, curls her ntl$i@r palms and rocks her body to
the eerie sound of the flightless bristle-birdeeor, reeor, reeor— rising from sand
gullies.

Each new day her father has returned with horrorieg whipping like

wildfire through station communities, about survivdrapped on the truncated deck
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— starving, dehydrated, demented by exposure teldments. Cries can be heard
from shore. It is increasingly difficult for Rosaato slip away in bright moonlight,
past her mother, who, at every creak, rolls ancggan her sleep. Each morning
more passengers have failed to survive the bittgrtnBoats go out. Boats come in.
The coast community weather watches. Father intbyiases from torn out pages of
the Register reportingthat crowds weep in the capital cities and both désuof
Parliament adjourn.

Rosanna dreams that Lucifer swims between the wdoam glistening on
his powerful shoulders, sand matting his mane. tyvshe cries, for it is George’s
head she sees, bobbing red and blotched by wind veeather, holding the
manuscript above his head. Even as he is swampeaehbgs, and sinks below the
surface, he manages to keep his sheaf of papdtsthifool. In her dream Rosanna
reels from the sand hills, and is swept from het fie the surf. But she rights herself
and staggers on, her skirts tangling around heekn@nce she sights George beyond
a line of breakers; then, he dips from sight. k&sand rises. Splutters. Petrels cry
on the wind.

Eilish hauls her upright, shushing her mouth whik palm of her hand.

‘I was in the water, Mother, with George and Lucife

‘Rest. The wreck has seized everyone’s imaginatigon’'t know how your
father bears it, or the other men.’

‘| was reading the play with George.’

‘What a fool you were to be doing that,” Eilish psa‘Even in a dream.’

‘But | love him.’

‘Is that right, Rosanna?’

‘l love him more than Ireland.’

‘Enough of your wild talk. Nothing can be done lifet man has drowned.
Prayer is all you have. Keep away from the whiséwn

Rosanna claps her hand against her head and tinerss|f onto the sham to
wall. It dawns on her that she is never going toaheactress. Nor will she go to
Melbourne. How can she ever explain the worst td iMother? Soon she won'’t be
able to dissemble over her mortal sins.

But Mother hears Father coughing up phlegm andvab@raws. Rosanna

hears them, spitting at each other like cats.
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‘| fear for her.’

‘She’ll be alright.’

‘You must speak to her.’

‘It will work out, Eilish. Leave her alone.’

Rosanna grinds her teeth. All week she has riddgnnothe full moon light
rinsing the Carpenters, managing to stagger honferédéner father. Even so,
shameful apparitions leap from the shadowy landsc&pe is afraid to go, afraid to
stay at home. Father brings news from the wouldeeuers on the beach and those
in boats, and from more newpapers passed handntb draund the bonfires fed to
blazing heights, to lift the morale of the survisomhey can only bear witness. On
Thursday, a telegram bungle results in tHavilah steaming from the port of
Adelaide to Melbourne instead of the Carpenterandbning the passengers to their
fate.

‘Those fools in Adelaide will never help us,” sl®drather. ‘Secession is the
only way. Only Victorians can save the day.” Orndagj, all hope is dashed when he
brings home the news that the Victorian Premierrighman no less, has refused to
underwrite a rescue. ‘They are between an lIrishl gend the deep blue sea,’ he
moans. ‘And what of our own Parliament hovering rottee wrong telegrams,
looking after their friends in the city and ignagithe poor suffering beggars on the
boat? They're as useless as ever.” Meanwhileloa lppat from Guichen Bay battles
the waves, approaching the wreck, again and again.

Returning home late at night, Rosanna surprisese@y making water
behind an acacia. ‘Riding at night don’t signifig¢ sneers at her, clutching his pants
with one hand.

She raises her crop to him and digs in her heels.

‘I still know that stallion of your brother’s,” hghouts.

Lucifer obliges her with a show of silliness, regribefore he bounds past. It
is a pretty pickle she is in. Will O’Leary peachfe@m light shafts the sky, as if the
weather moves in blocks. Rosanna arrives home alsdfdilly-clothed onto her bed.
O’Leary, ham-fisted, fat hairpod dangling from his trews, chases her from one
dream to the next until, flailing and sweating, shedders awake, pulling her night
wrapper around her.

On Saturday, despite high seas, the Portland L#felvescues nineteen

passengers from the wreck, one a woman: a liigé tyirl, bound for her sister in the
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goldfields. Tales abound of the rescue; enough gathered around the bonfire on
the beach to form a government, and Rosanna doeg&nowv why they didn't,
instead of relying on Mr O’'Shannassey and the dalayovernment of Victoria. No
survivor lists include George Sutherland. It seénas he did not accompany Lucifer
on the boat that sank. Or, if he did, and a shig@igent failed to record his name,
only sharks will know of his friendly dispositioBut she refuses to be convinced by
government reports, newspaper stories or shipmgg Which are, after all, written
down by men like O’Leary, and not to be relied upon

After supper she makes her way to the pond and ssnalpipe with her father
while he pours and measures at the still. ‘O’Lesayw me on Lucifer. He threatened
me.’

‘He did not touch you?’

‘He did not’, she gulps. ‘If only Edwin were hére.

‘Edwin,” Father shakes his head disparaginglyarti no horse thief but | see
no harm in lying low, at least, until we know treets. Hobble Lucifer in the scrub.
Do not ride out on him and O’Leary’ll not botherwbHe strokes the curve of her
elbow and drops his great high forehead againg. hétis eyes hold her. In his
fiercesome way he loves her. She thinks of the ipatheir torpor, safe in the winter

caves. Only foolish humans push against the elesnent

XXXIII: Revelations at the Penola Steeplechase

It sorely grieves her that while Edwin is detairscher Majesty’s pleasure, Father
has paid off his debts and leased his bullocks bad¢kat pustule head O’Leary. Oh
yes, he is lucky, but what a fool to trust thenfigombeenFather Woods has asked
the policeman in Gambierton to keep an eye on Qisaactivities at the bay.
Meanwhile, Rosanna is left behind with the crowd dimgoes, a shattering sense of
loss, and her growing shame.

Three months later, surprisingly subdued, Edwin gletes his sentence and
rides home. He puts down his head and works toyrEpther, who needs the money
for land of his own— a government block in the Hundred of Carolireall he can
afford. Rosanna follows them to the creek and elreps on their conversation
about Mr Ashby. They speculate on the bleakne$ssahood, as he battles to rid his

stock of coastal fever and cattle tic, and spendddmely evenings pining for his

180



wife. Men-folk of Gambierton know that William Askiltannot find a buyer for his
run, and that he drinks enough muscat to refloatbibat that brought Lucifer home
to the Lynches.

Rosanna has more pressing concerns. During dayl@ls she mopes in her
mother’s shawl, as she has every day since the wietlle wreck. She mends splits
in her dress and dreams of running away from bEwkdows biting at her heels.
Every day she imagines a letter arriving from Geomgiting her to join him in
Esperance, or Moreton Bay, or Melbourne. She takegrides Curratum-way to see
Moorecke.

Chores half-done, or not at all, incite her motheg futile way, to reprimand
her. Worry etches deep into her face. ‘And whabiheone sees you on that horse?”’

Rosanna shrugs. ‘Lucifer does not belong to Edwiyn more. Let him say
one word to me.’

‘Your reputation will be in shreds and | blame yimn bringing home that
dreadful play and souring Skelly’'s mood. There nigsta nicer play about Walshes.
If only Father Woods could pay another visit. Theather is so drear.’

‘He follows me everywhere with his damned sketad¥oWas he worse
when she worked at the Big House every day? Sketproachful looks weigh her

down— and his veiled threats. Father Woods has alreadted her to confession,

although he doesn’t know the worst thing.

To please Edwin, Rosanna enters the ladies’ ratteedDctober picnic race meeting.
She will not let him or Lucifer down again. Thisng there is no rush from the
course, no fighting before or after the race. Alijlo she fears that someone will
come forward to claim the horse, it is especiadiiisfying to win. On account of Mr
Gordon away training a horse for Mr Livingstone wiid wins well on Lucifer, too.
The sun sparkles on the sea, warming her backiting lher spirits. For a moment
she forgets the events of the past month®nly a moment. She drapes her plaid
carefully around herself, edging closer to a cosaton between Edwin and Mr
Ashby. Wishing to appear half attentive, she clagcher brother’s arm, and over the
thrumming of her heart she hears her employer'sless words. It is the first time
she has encountered him in many weeks althouglayeher scant attention.
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‘Charming man, George Sutherland,” she hears hign 40 doubt his
absence from the stage will be mourned.’

Something hard and indigestible lodges itself indnélet.

Edwin nods, glancing across at Lucifer. There wagk a point to the
peregrinations of Mr Ashby’s conversations.

‘| see you have the horse, Edwin. | have heaathitile in Adelaide George
stabled it with Magarey’s recently purchased siali Mr Magarey, the Messrs
Fisher and Rochfort planned to attend the Cham@weepstake in Melbourne.
Alas, one of the Fisher brothers, Magarey, andjtoem perished at the wreck’

Rosanna forces herself to pay attention. Her digggens. Dust motes float in
the air before her. She squints and blinks intagthigering sunlight.

Edwin nods. ‘Someone brought the horse to us, fdumdrunning wild.’

‘It is most peculiar. Sutherland is not listed thie passenger list, nor has he
identified himself as a survivor. In any case, agements have been made for his
wife and child.’

It is possible that Rosanna will expire from shaskquickly as birds driven
slamming into Moorecke’s net.

‘George was damned keen to run him in the swekpstathought him a
dead-set walloper.” Edwin shakes his head as adfidketails swamp Rosanna; she
flounders in the backwash. Perhaps she will swdbrs as if she doesn't exist.
George is married.

‘Keep the horse for the moment,” says Mr Ashby. s ‘pou know, | am
planning to finish up my business here, sell ttai@t lease and join my wife in
Tasmania. | have received a letter from an attomegyesenting Mr Sutherland’s
wife. Complete tragedy. She has heard nothing flem since he landed in Port
Adelaide. Naturally, she has read all the newspapports about the boat going
down, never dreaming that her husband might becamdo But with the passage of
time ... the presence of the horse is, of coursberadamningipse loquitur Not a
trace of Sutherland can be found, and despite @sleerents, no correspondence. If
Providence divines it so, he may turn up in anotwotony. | will write to her about
the horse, but she may not be in fit condition tkenan immediate decision about a
claim. Quite understandable.” Mr Ashby strokesliesrd in a ponderous way. ‘He

won well today.’
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Mr Ashby gazes over Rosanna’s head. Is he watdhieghags drying their
wings on the rocks beside the track? Does he bemamlgrudge for attempting to
protect Moorecke, or is it simply that she no longrerks at the Big House and has
become invisible? Well, that is how she likes iidahe curse of Cromwell upon
him. No wonder his wife left him. She knows helsalown his long nose at Edwin.

‘Perhaps the horse is associated with a perioadof ffe you'd rather forget,
Edwin,” he adds. ‘Nevertheless, Lucifer's damneakfihorse flesh, and probably
worth a few guineas. Your business seems to bengialp.’

Edwin assents. ‘We would be glad to agist him fog moment, until Mrs
Sutherland makes arrangements for him.” He looleasity at Rosanna.

Oh he is bold; there is no doubt about that. Rogsawants to hug her
brother. He tightens his grip on her arm to penalate her away. Edwin is lucky,
she thinks. Even while Mr Ashby patronises him, dmpears, on the surface,
solicitous. And he is not long returned from theeksilde jail. It is the way of men.

George has a wife and chid it cannot be true. Did he not lover? But
Lucifer remains and George has disappeared. lieisvly of things. Lynches survive
to tell the tale. In the end, Lucifer will make gy to Melbourne to George’s wife,
of that Rosanna is sure. And she will be left witte consequences of her
wickedness. The heat beats down on her head. Argutaze has settled on the hills
behind the bay. Rosanna’s mouth dries and she dhipsalt breeze. The green
ribbon on her hat flutters in front of her eyes,pagsssure builds in the back of her
head. Light fractures into shards of dazzling caolou

Images of George disrupt the pattern of her thtagim pirate smock he
sword fights to save the Lynches’ honour; he ogessnouth on the flesh of her hip.
Rosanna rides along the banks of the Shannon,estiss bridge into Tipperary. She
rocks on the balls of her toes heel toe, heel toe. Mrs Ashby waltzes past in the
lemon gown. The poet babbles. Moorecke runs thrabghscrub and Skelly limps
behind. Arms outstretched, Eilish leans over #ikeaf a ship slipping on the tide.

Rosanna’s body sags, a hand grips onto her-amdr Ashby’s? Wouldhe
step forward to catch her? Edwin snakes an armndrber waist. His shrewd eyes
bore into hers the moment before the black closesaamd she goes down like a
packet of salts.

183



XXXIV: The Scorpions of Remorse Invade my Breath (4oril 1860)

Skelly’s heart lurches as he crosses to the windince the wreck he cannot help
but listen for horses in the night, thus he ispanticularly surprised to see Moorecke
leading Glorvina, and Rosanna slumped in the saddiley have been to the shore
perhaps. Rosanna will smell of crayfish pulled bgdvecke from crevices between
the rocks. Or fiery crabs. It is jealousy he fe@tsagining them watching the tide,
building up a steaming fire between the dunes, Hangytheir heads off as they
smash the red shells and suck out delicious melasl been months since his sister
thought of him, and he loves her more than ever.

In fact, Rosanna has been missing all day. Eariyn@ morning he has seen
her trudging past the pond, in the direction of tloese yard, head down, Mother’'s
cloak fastened with the claddagh brooch around shewulders. Lately, Rosanna
reads, and reads, as if the real world has losnalning. As if she is waiting for
winter for something to happen. It is the disappeee of the actor, Skelly is sure,
that is the source of her pain. Rosanna beginsgembleBooandikwomen he has
seen on market day in Gambierton, stumping abouwuisized overcoats, on the
edge of the boggy rutted streets. Oblivious tortbieg miasma of cattle dung and
mud, Rosanna often forgets the one item she has dwe# for. At home she creeps
about the house, never washing or changing henedot

He has become so accustomed to her absence thatlbeger reaches out to
place his hand on her shoulder and share his @ordas with her. Nothing has been
the same since she stopped working at the statidnanent back to drifting around
the house, whey-faced, and deaf to everyone’s stgjudow she rides Lucifer late at
night, jumping big timber— hoping she’ll die, so she says when he confroets h
Soon a fight will erupt between Rosanna and Edwioua Lucifer losing condition.
Perhaps tonight; has she injured him again? Buiféwuis the kind of horse that can
win a steeplechase at Lake Hawden and gallop hayaé.aAnd it is none of
Skelly’s business.

Nor is the Melbourne newspaper cutting that heiesiin his pocket, passed
to him that morning by his brother on a lightningitv ‘It was given to me by
William Ashby,” Edwin said. ‘Tell her gently. Fatheold me that while | was away
you read this play together.’
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So Skelly waits to disclose to Rosanna the newd thaMelbourne
performance ofThe Hibernian Fatherwas cancelled because George Sutherland
went missing. And now his badly decomposed bodybeas dragged from the River
Torrens, a knife lodged in his spine. Mige has identified him. Does Rosanna know
that George Sutherland was married? But the Lymd¢tave Lucifer back and the
play. Has she wasted a thought on the actor simeevteck of theAdmell&? Who
can tell with his sister?

He pulls on his boots and hurries out to greeslster riding in, lifts his hand
to Moorecke leading Glorvina. Blood trickles dowmetmare’s back. Have they
fallen? His sister lurches forward in the saddRosanna,’ he hisses, clutching her
leg in terror. ‘I have something to tell you. Whérave you been? Is Glorvina hurt?
Are you?’

She makes a feeble attempt to stay upright, crgdlibundle of clothes. He
tries harder to steady her but she fends him off, brow tight-knitted with
concentration.

Moorecke reaches past him to help his sister doMay. Skelly boy.” There is
blood on the tattered shawl she has slung arountipg. She turns back to him, the
whites of her eyes shining in the dark, her expoestender and angry at the same
time.

Rosanna slides to the ground in a heavy way, fawguhe bundle in her
arms. He can scarce hear her hoarse whisper oeesuburration of the trees.
‘Skelly, it's alright 1 am. It is such a grand nigh’ve been at the cave with
Moorecke. The moon lit everything up around it.iskvyou could have been there.’

Skelly looks askance at her. Is she drunk? Neatvgh be carted off to the
city. Praise God, Edwin returned none the worsedducing diamonds on the banks
of the Torrens River... oh...the river...he cannot tet how about the actor’s fate.
Then she faints, black cloak outstretched, landikey a large bat, prostrate on the
path. Glorvina stands over her, legs akimbo, egaddr as she drops her head and
blows into Rosanna’s face. Moorecke strugglesdy the layers of clothing flapping
around his sister. A curious gurgling cry fills tepace between them. He thinks of
the bats roiling in and out of the cave for food,tlee tiny white bones in the
aperture, of owls barking, and dogs howling in blish outside. He thinks that after

all, his sister must be fitting, and he must féimother.
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When he returns Moorecke releases Rosanna intmbgirer's arms and leads
Glorvina away. That is the last he sees of herslEgettles Rosanna into a chair and
stokes the fire to warm her. One hour, two hounsgd go by. Father enters the
house. Skelly hears the rising and falling of tiweilces, from the bedroom, where he
has been sent to look after Hugh who is wheezkey di possum. He must not take
the clipping to her now. Surely, she isiill.

‘We should have kept to ourselves,” Father cries.

‘| should have done the same when | met you, yal & a man,” Mother
yells back.

Through the window, Skelly sees Garrick clutchimggipe and tobacco as he
stomps away to the pond. He is crying? This hagmbefore happened. Rosanna
must be dying. Over the chittering of night birdgldeyond the verandah he hears
Moorecke exclaimingAiigh in her sympathetic way. Inexplicable animal sounds
cause him to clutch the soft little bodies nexhiim. Hugh coughs and coughs, as if
he will never right himself, and Blinnie snugglep against him. They throw
themselves from side to side, roll their eyes at,hand eventually turn back into
peaceful sleep. Sweet Virgin of God, he is thechat but he cannot see. Before
dawn, he rises to make water behind the house.

Father comes weaving from the pond knocking irkell8. Turning in a fury
he clips his ear. ‘Agh, Skelly, you're always iretivay,” he roars. Wounded, Skelly
slides away.

Later when he thinks back over this time, he ssppdhat the actor tore at
Rosanna’s heart-strings because she was nevefoselm the morning, if she is well
enough, he will tell her that a Mr Magarey loadadtifer onto theAdmellaat the
dock because George failed to arrive. Like Oscarchy the character he played, he

came to a violent end. She is bound to turn tol$ket comfort.

XXXV: Bailed Up

Skelly waits in the hide. It is not the first tinhe has seen the great cranes soaring,
their necks outstretched, or spiralling out of sigh currents, in the air far above the
water. But it is the first time that they have restvithin walking distance of the

house. He leaves Eilish bent over the griddle ansaRna mooching by the stove to
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set himself up on his limestone seat near the resé@schbook across his lap, hat low
on his brow to block the spring rays of the sundgesof bread in the breast pocket
of his jacket.

He broods over Father's comment the night Ros@anae home with Baby
Arlen. Skellyis always in the way; not much more than useless. Rather Woods
has put a proposition to Father and Mother thar &aster Skelly should accompany
him to Melbourne, where he will introduce him aseminary. If he returns to his
former jocund disposition, attending to prayer auipture, the Bishop of the
dioscese may find him a place. Until then he muatise his scientific drawings of
shells and bones and sharks’ teeth from the ansiesd. He must mind his health
and try to be more useful. He must not worry salmabout what people say but
judge them by their deeds for sensitivity can bédirad of selfishness. In the
meantime, Skelly must put aside Mr Geoghegan’s plagut the Lynches and take
God into his heart as often as he can.

He tries. But he has lost enthusiasmfor everything. He flicks the pages of
his sketchbook, dipping his fingers in the watestaudge the hard lines of a recent
sketch, dabbing away spots of excess with the sleéhis jacket. He cannot give up
Mr Geoghegan’s play— now completely transcribed in his sketchbook. Eetes
the opening lines of Act Five:

Ask your own heart, explore its secret openings

Search out the cause and you perchance may find

That pride as much as principle there weighs

With justice thus the counterbalance mercy.

Was it pride that made Father hit out at Skelly,wdiiskey, on the night when
Rosanna rode in from the cave. If only Skelly casldng the ark of his pain around.
He waits for the cranes. He remembers waking tiw thenpeting, and how they had
shattered the quiet dawn, distracting him freisy\wounded pride.

At the same time, he examines the yellow striatioh a resolving yellow
bruise on the inside of his wrist. He strokes theithh his little finger. The injury is
tender still and angry looking. He does not knowhbhappened. Blood makes its
troubled way around his body, pressing againsskiis like a caged animal, swelling
around joints, protesting against the least agtiviiather Woods has told him that

sons of European queens suffer the same compdaidtthat he must not mind for it

187



is the will of God. He is not much appeased. Skielg always been afraid of death.
Blood flows in his dreams.

But it seems that after all, he is not to die. Motun away to the gold with
Rosanna, either. He is a grown boy, only half adheeort of Edwin. Of late it has
been impossible to gain his sister’s attentioneSe looks at his drawings, but her
slow wide smile is for Baby Arlen. She helps Eilistih less complaint than before,
but he sees that something has changed in heradi®den foolish to think that she
would seek solace for the actor’s death by reatheglay with him again. Now she
has Arlen— and Skelly loves him toe— she has no time for a terrible story that
could not possibly be true. Nevertheless, the plapngs to Lynches, and through
reading it they have learned more about themseiivenly that hearts have as many
cavities and passageways as karst. Skelly is thare ever horrified by the fate of
Oscar Lynch; he cannot desist from dwelling onai, he reads and re-reads the
carefully copied scenes in his sketchbook.

Eilish has threatened to remove the pages and ttivemv in the fire. ‘I find it
so unnatural. Morbid,” he hears her berating Fateods. ‘Whoever heard of such
a thing, a father hanging his son? Someone magefir a purpose, of that you can
be sure.’

Kurr. Kurr. Kurr. Skelly starts. It is the music of courting cran€he reeds
shift in the slight breeze, tickling his chin, amel parts them to see more clearly. The
birds alight less than twenty yards from him, aadf in lines like choirs of angels:
feathered arms outstretched, robes falling in degimms the colour of Loughrea
linen or the underside of mushrooms, dewlaps aisl @s the blood of Christ. Then
their dance begins and they lift their heads, stepforward on their elegant stilts.
Skelly sketches furiously. He forgets the viscedéquiet which occupies his
mornings as he watches Blinnie and Hugh coaxindesnfrom Baby Arlen. He
seems always to be confined with babies. And hgetsrthe way his mind gnaws at
the problem of Rosanna, who is no longer thin aogktgand full of immutable
longings. The birds advance and retreat, dip theads, and throw them back again.

Scratched up grass flies around their ears; tlges$arbird leaps into the air,
collapses its wings, shudders; again draws up htulders, proud and tender,
advancing and retreating on its mate. Skelly’'s eglage over in the brightness. He
angles his body to hold back the reeds so thatamebetter see the birds as he
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sketches them, pushing up his sleeves to accommtuasweeping arcs required of
his pencil to shade the massive fringed wings armphge. Skelly has always been a
watcher. But squinting through the sunlight bongabn the surface of the water, he
IS so intent on drawing brolgas that he does naheahately notice gold-rimmed
eyes watching him. Nor does he hear, between tmepieting cries of the birds, a
shiver of skin passing over tuberous fronds, orghk and plash of frogs on half-
submerged rocks.

Small black ducks scatter in the shallows. Skellg\ges penetrate the
foreground of the larger picture, worshipping thellow variegations, lightly
sketched, the mosaic of scales perfectly attenuaeal thick body, the dove shades
of the reptile’s fish-like mouth, the black darttbe tongue, and the elegant cord of
the tail completing a lap of the body. Sunlightotus apricot tones into Skelly’s
composition.

He stops breathing when his heart lurches. Evemntinader, he has stumbled
over yet another doorstep- into territory where he doesn’t belong. He waitsl a
watches. Considers hurling himself sideways. Thekeis head emerges from the
glistening coil; it sways and weaves the air; ke him in. Does it think him
predatory? Its body, thicker than wurst made bysBians in Gambierton but far
more beautiful, unknits itself and follows the shmhead.

The snake moves towards him as naturally as winghiar Skelly feels the
light punch of its head against his trouser leg fainally — as his pencil spears the
water— the stab of its fangs into his bare arm. He thrawshis hands. An image
invades his stricken consciousness, of his sistapging his sketchbook in oilskin,
and placing it back inside the knotted hole of Eley gum, where he keeps it safe
from the babies.

Scrambling hopelessly to his feet, he clutcheghrisbbing arm as the snake
hoops across the open ground towards the hous#y 8kas his eyes towards the
bridlepath. His feet squelch. He smells the blueolemcoiling from the house
chimney and sees Rosanna, Arlen on her hip, hamerdorow, pointing up at the
soaring cranes. She looks preoccupied, seriousitas her only duty to reveal such
wondrous things to a new Lynch child.

Skelly cries out to her as he bounds from the reeds the path, where the

slight incline destabilises him, and he crashdsléuigth like a felled stringybark, air
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leaving his lungs with a whump. It is too late ntwagonise over whether he will
bleed to death like the sons of European queerssskéitchbook flies from his hands.
He rights himself and staggers forward. The babyesaboth hands above its
hyacinth head; clouds block the sun; shadows fiadhe blackwood trees beside the
path. He hears the clicking and whirring soundshefbush. Is it Moorecke rolling
her tongue? Has she come? The great cranes abhmdpgrying out as they flap
away to the south.

His lips try to form his sister's name as she romwards him, the baby
joggling at her hip. Where is the snake? He ralgsshand. No. And his hatless,
grey-headed father, gun jouncing against his hgungds in heavy boots across the
hollow ground, falling to his knees on the risedwekthe house. Will he be angry? If
only Skelly has time to show him the liquid briiee of the snake now veering
towards the outhouse. Gunshots pierce his eardidesloses his eyes and thinks of
Cuchulain who cared not if his life would last otey, provided his name, and the

story of his life remained.

XXXVI: Coda (1863)
Eilish removes her husband’s dinner plate; he phdishard against his side. ‘Where
have you been these last two nights?’ she asks.

‘Working at Suttons. | met a Cork man and rodehviiim to a meeting at the
Tarpeena Hotel.’

‘Not Irish plotting, you fool?’ Eilish bites heipl, and tries to pull away.

He keeps the pressure on. ‘| want you to read gppban It makes sense.” He
releases her hand to take a creased and foldedobillhis pocket.

‘Holy Mother of God, not Fenians now is it? Anditten in Irish. Who says
you have to take any notice of what they’'re doing imekica, or Ireland, for that
matter? Did we not come here to get away fromhat? Now that Edwin is home
and making his way again, can you not leave pslgione?’

He pulls her closer; the plate tilts. Gravy drges her arm. He bends to kiss
her wrist, licking at the juice from the meat.idt the drink, Rosanna thinks, as she
stands in the doorway, pretending to check thedadml playing by the pond, and
tries to shut out her parent’s quarrel.
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‘Leave well enough alone,” Mother says. ‘You haamd now. Remind
yourself of the house you're building. Concentrate Tasmanian shingles. Extra
rooms. The little ones can go to school. Rosantidelp all she can.’

She turns her head and glares at her mother.

Father lowers his voice. “You know that I'll nalk about secret societies to
the children.’

‘Nor should you. Leave Edwin out of this, as wékhave no wish to lose my
firstborn, who has already sashayed on the wrodg ef the law.’ Eilish’s voice
catches.

‘It is a great joy to see O’Leary installed in thew Mt Gambier jail.’

‘Too bad we couldn’t afford a lawyer to restorewlds reputation. A
pardon...’

‘He and | thrashed this out and you know it.’

‘St Patrick and the Holy Virgin, if you have the ams you should clear his
name, or I've never been to Galway.’

‘Leave it. It is not that simple. O’Leary brouglites beasts across the border.
Responding to thagombeen’sextortionate demands put Edwin in a difficult
position. Sure he didn’t mind a little renumeration his trouble— nor would any
man.’

‘Next you'll be telling me my son was gully raking/ere the cattle branded?’

‘Some were. Some weren’t. It seems your daugistamplicated in the
disposal of at least one Ashby carcass. O’Leary a¥&&s ruining our Lynch name.
Edwin has served his time and doesn’t wish to parsu

‘Rosanna!’ Eilish touches two fingers to her foratieand closes her eyes.
‘Garrick, enough. | fear | will never recover frolasing Skelly.” Rosanna slips
guiltily onto the verandah.

‘Law is not the only measure of justice and youwnbt’ Father shouts.

Rosanna and Edwin hunch over the chess set, wihighhiave placed on a small tea
chest at the edge of the pond. Edwin complainsghatis too quiet; she coughs too
much, and eats too little. That she presses h#ndarshe ever did on a horse. What a
miracle, Glorvina throwing a foal, after all thogears. He belongs to Rosanta

Father has said so because Edwin should neverdudwd ucifer in the first place.
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When Arlen stumbles against her arm and knockshiless board flying she does not
strike him but gathers him in, explaining the gaaseshe replaces the board and
pieces: her seraphic pale-skinned child, with goltetter curls like his father’s.
Nothing will stop her this time.

Edwin calls to Hugh, ‘Come, get your pesky brotloeryou’ll not be coming
to Nhill with Kitty and me.” Despite his sunken gheHugh grows taller, looking
more and more like Skelly. At the thought of SkelRosanna grieves; her heart as
gravid and tender with feelings, as if it has bpemnced by a poker. Now she knows
things about staying alive that she hadn’t knowfotee Skelly had not been dead
four weeks when she saw her mother yawing alongothek-pitched edge of the
pond, during the darkest part of the nightjaws clenched, arms pinned to her sides,
tears truckling down her cheeks. Even from the yprishe knew her mother’'s
intention, and she had screamed loud enough tedel lin Ireland as she ran. Flying
at her like an angry gander, she had knocked Hilisbalance and onto her back on
the bank, throwing her arms around her. They hédidreto each other and wept.

Father had burst from the house and stood helpless if tethered, to the
verandah. ‘Come inside,’ he cried. ‘I will warm ybu

‘Can | not be alone, even by the pond?’ Eilish lkballed back. ‘Leave me
now. It is not the same for men.’

‘It is harder, for all you know.” Father cried, king his head against the wall.

‘| grieve for your grieving, but for once in youfd you must wait.’

Rosanna had steered her mother then beneath #sebieside the pond, to sit
on a log out of sight.Tha tha’she had murmurred, hand curled into her neck.
‘Skelly would never want you to leave the rest sf u

Eilish’s had keened, her voice piercing the night antil Rosanna’s voice
joined in and then, eventually exhausted, traidya ‘Bloody woe, we’ll have him
rising from his grave,’ she had lamented.

Grief had bleached her mother’s hair white anddimer face. Incumbent
beside her at the water’'s edge near Skelly’s liorvesseat, Rosanna waited until the
first flush of dawn before easing her mother ontéo feet. Father brooding in the
doorway, clouds of smoke swirling round his heakigwdders, had reached out for
her as they reached the step.
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Edwin takes up his mouth organ and leans into @se dong, a lock of hair falling
across his forehead, his elbows sawing the airhipis set forward to balance the
tapping of his right foot. Arlen bows to the opemichord. Blinnie throws herself
into the set. The music travels faintly up from fghend to the house, and Rosanna
sees her mother begin to jig on the verandah. Whenlittle ones cavort like
fireflies around Edwin, she stops dancing to hatd $ide and cough. ‘I amright,;’
she calls up to her mother. ‘In a moment | am tglkdmlen and Blinnie for a little
ride to see the bats.’ One last time, she thinks.

When the dance finishes, Edwin stops to help tstesi slinging an arm
around her shoulders as they make their way tohtirees, the children dancing
behind them. He lifts Arlen up to her, the smaly lmbutching the pommel of a big
stock saddle on Glorvina’s foal beautifully brokeynthe poet. She will never forget
the day Mrs Sutherland’s groom collected Lucifed aiold her about another
Sutherland boy, who broke his grandparents’ hdsrtdying at the age of four.

When Father Woods left for his new appointment,dRoa cried. He rarely
writes to her now, forgetting it seems that he b#dred to write her a letter of
introduction to a school in Penola, looking for pguteachers. Rumour has it that
another school will open in Mount Gambier, for thatwhat everyone now calls
Gambierton, but she has lost her confidence.

‘Love God, Rosanna, and our blessed Mother Margth&r Woods had said,
shaking her hand on the day of his last visit. &Ridhrd, read well, and take care of
your family. God will light your way.’

‘Yes Father.” Everything has changed.

‘Honour Skelly’'s memory. | think of you both, ofte

To steady herself, she had looked away, focusingtlen Gang Gang
Cockatoos rising on the wing behind the pond.

Soon winter will arrive. Perhaps Moorecke will netuhis year after Rosanna
leaves for Melbourne. She will leave a message WW#ichuerimen, a Mount
Schanck man, before she goes. Edwin saw her orifteyglpast Mrs Smith’s school
gate in Mt Gambier. When Rosanna had ridden imntto feed her addiction for
novels at the circulating library she had stoppetha school and made enquiries.
Moorecke had been gone three weeks.
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‘Can we see the little huts and the camp, RosanAd@h coaxes, as they
pass by. She nods. It is more than two years ssiee last met Moorecke at
Racecourse Bay.

‘I am leaving soon,” Moorecke had said, hands mgstin the head of a small
child.

Rosanna had rejoiced to see the little girl, tuggihher pinnafore.

‘Going with the aunties along tli@orongk Maybe to three mile camp.’

‘Cranky Jack, also?’ Rosanna had asked.

‘He fell down dead on the boards at Curratum shgashed.’

How had she not heard? Had Father known?

They had moved together, away from the crowd artd thre dunes, to pick
muntries and place them in Moorecke’s flat baski&ts it the early ripening tartness
of the berries that brought tears to Rosanna’s ,egesher friend’s mobile
sympathetic face? Or was it the glistening necklatélood that Moorecke had
coughed at her feet. In any event it was a day winamnls failed,Booandikwords,
Irish ones, and English, all the same. She coutdiind language that would work
and she had unpinned h#addaghbrooch and placed it in Moorecke’s dillybag.

Blinnie and Arlen burst through the shining cobwédsed between the huts and
trees; they poke their heads into doorways.

‘Watch out for snakes,” Rosanna cries, her voicellgvg.

‘Where are the little people who live in these tinguses?’ Arlen always
asks, his face alight with curiosity.

‘The Blacks have gone,’” says Blinnie, kissing hiffather says,” her voice
rising with importance, ‘that the Big House peopbere scared them all away, and
kilt a few as well.’

‘Not for many years,alannahh A Booandik girl lived here— and her
husband— all the summer. Has she not left behind her rugktaols? If we were
nicer, they would come back sooner,” Rosanna ssothe

‘I am very nice,’ says Blinnie.

‘| think they are dead,’ Arlen decides, ‘like thilé bats and Skelly.’

‘I once sawBooandik black people winning running races in the town,

remembers Blinnie.
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‘Of course, and why not? Arlen, put back the diggstick. You would not
like it if someone touched your things. Perhapgppem Ireland think us dead,” says
Rosanna. ‘We have left no family to tell them diéiet. Even Thomas, Mother’'s
brother, is dead. No one can tell our story.’

Arlen’s face turns glum. ‘Can we see the bats now?’

Business-like, Blinnie hauls her horse’s head feofeed of cutting grass and
flings the reins over his head to mount.

The sun sinks behind them as they dismount, tiehthiees to a tree branch,
and settle on a smooth rock in front of the cave.

‘Will they come?’ Arlen whispers, his face dippeda Blinnie’s.

‘They will, of course,” she says.

‘What does the little bats eat?’

‘| think mosquitoes, darling,’"Rosanna says.

‘Aint that lucky because | don't like mosquitoes.’

‘Pull down your shirt, for they love a fair-hair€eltic boy.’

She kisses his upturned face. Rosanna doesn’t kmoy she brings the
children to watch bats fly out. She leans back en lmands, allowing the breeze
dancing along the ridge to lift her hair. She dwmjgcrosses her legs, and coughs
again. She will never forget the taste of the Betmouth, the warmth of his skin. Or
the mellifluous tones of his voice. She hunchesdloely and wonders if she is dying,
any more than she has ever been. She can no lora®iMr Geoghegan’s play-
tangled up as it is with Skelly’s death but safely stored for Arlen to read when he
grows. He is far too young to understand dyinggi@ed or love let alone on the altar
of a father’s pride. Soon he will meet the Suthedkin Melbourne and she will look
for work — housekeeping for a priest, perhaps. She wilthelin who he is.

‘One is coming,’ cries Arlen. ‘Oh, it is a bird- a little owl— come first.’

‘Hundreds is coming,” says Blinnie, kissing Arlerlseek with excitement.

‘The sun is going to Ireland and the bats is contmege.” Arlen jiggles
happily on Rosanna’s lap.

Out they fly: one, or two, half a dozen; then enaus numbers swooping
from the black hole of the cave’s entrance into tilees, breaking the skin of the
mottled air like dragonflies gently piercing watagt at all like birds. Rosanna hears

the familiar whirr and flap and creak of their filg imagines the shape of their
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leather wings against the darkening sky. But sles saly the shimmer of disturbed
air where they have been, hears only the faintestd of their leaving. The children
point and laugh and hold up their hands to bat thesy from their faces.

‘How will they come back home?’ Arlen worries.

‘They will carry the knowledge in their blood,” skays.

‘But what if they are kilt by dogs or peoples orakes? What if they die
while they're away?’

‘Their children will come. And their children’s ddren.’
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