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Rowan was thrilled when an unknown uncle left hecade in
Queensland. She could just picture it, in its opital surroundings
- dainty curtains, delicious sandwiches and cakes .

But it wasn't at all like that, as Rowan found & horror when she
went out to Australia to claim her inheritance.

And the biggest fly in the ointment was the trustemathan Saxby.



CHAPTER ONE

‘.. TO my niece, Rowan Redland, a young woman | havernaeg
but if she differs from my other nieces and nephete have been
waiting for this for a long time she should be acimbetter choice, |
give, devise and bequeath ...

‘Tch-tch." Mr. Purkiss stopped short, looked andoyéth himself
and with the document in his hand, then hastenesggain to the girl
sitting on the opposite side of the desk: 'Youe lahcle, Miss
Redland, obviously did not employ an authorizedsperto draw up
his will.'

'You mean,' inserted Rowan unhappily, for she waisedooking
forward to being an heiress, ‘it won't count?’

'‘By that do you imply that it is invalid?' frown®r. Purkiss. ‘No, itis
entirely acceptable. | was just deploring the wogdiMiss Redland.
Perhaps' . . . polishing his glasses ... '| cae gito you in proper
legal phrasing.’

'Oh,' regretted Rowan, who was rather enjoying datours, and
wanted to hear more about her deplorable cousins.

"... to my niece, Rowan Redland,’ resumed Mr. Rgtkand he
paused to nod confirmingly at Rowan, 'l give, devasd bequeath
the whole of my estate both real and personalpblytif she carries
on the said estate in the manner in which it is bewng transacted,
that is profitably as well as beneficially to thaksserves, the judge of
this to be my trustee Jonathan Saxby, and failiregy domplete
satisfaction the estate then to be divided betwéell— Purkiss
paused to say, "There now follows a list of nafiawis, Jessica,
Gladwyn, Hal and Pearce," recited Rowan knowledgeabhe
added, 'Different surnames.’



'Is that so?' remarked Mr. Purkiss.

‘Yes, there were six girls in Mother's family butyone boy, and the
boy never married. The girls, like my mother, hadlyoone chick
apiece.' At Mr. Purkiss's rather bemused looktHercopy of the will
had been flown from Australia, and he had gathdled Miss
Redland's family had long since lost touch withirth@olonial
relations, Rowan explained: 'My mother recordedrthames as
babies in her Bible.'

‘Hurumph,"' nodded Mr. Purkiss. '‘Well, there you, déss Redland.
You have inherited your uncle's estate, but ordyau just heard, for
so long as you conform to what this trustee, tloisathan Saxby,
deems satisfactory.'

'‘Hurumph,' said Rowan in her turn. Perhaps a shegjn, she was
thinking forlornly; how on earth could | run that $atisfaction? Or a
banana plantation - why, | don't even know whether hands of
bananas ... it is hands, isn't it? ... hang upamd A vineyard... A—

'It's a refreshment room," announced Mr. Purkisgggthrough some
papers. 'It's situated in the state of Queenslardplace called Cosy
Corner. It's named Tom Thumb.'

'Oh," beamed Rowan. She repeated joyfuh!' For a refreshment
room she could run, especially one in a comfortablending place
like Cosy Corner and bearing the reassuring nani@wf Thumb.

Why, she could see it already. Strategically sddato snare the
peckish passers, probably seating a modest butghief twenty to

thirty, paper napkins in a tumbler (she would cleatit to brightly

checked cotton) and a light manageable menu offedainty

sandwiches and cinnamon toast. For the more r@atst, she went
further, perhaps welsh rarebit or scrambled eggs.



'‘Oh!" she breathed rapturously again.

'You mean you are actually interested, Miss Redtaagked Mr.
Purkiss, surprised. It seemed impossible to hirhdahgone could be
elated by such a modest inheritance, especially suth a confining
clause as 'carried on in the manner in which ithasv being
transacted.' Particularly, he thought, when theiithince was so far
away.

But - 'Oh, yes," glowed Rowan. 'In fact | dreansoimething like this
every lunch hour from one to two.'

'Indeed?’' rather disbelieved the solicitor, who Hayphified dinners
personally delivered to his office from an exclesiestaurant each
business noon, and who had no idea of what Rowam theough,
since in the particular city sector where she wdriteere was only
one overcrowded cafeteria, and since she had tthee¢ because
Miss Grimbell's Select Hostel for Selected Younglikea, of which
she was one of the selected young ladies, did ratige packed
lunch.

How often in the long queue had Rowan yearned fimaaroom of
her own. All the girls had. They had even choserctfe curtains, the
pattern of the china. The menu had been arguedtart,agreed on,
over a hundred times, and it was what she hagbjashed now, with,
perhaps, scones and cream or layer cake as dkivagh if Jonathan
Saxby did not want extras, she would conform, yetanfidently ...
with a name like Tom Thumb in a place called Cosyn@r she had
no fears.

She sat gloriously still and saw it all. Dainty wehcups with a green
elf with a feather in his peaked cap prettily inmpeid on the china, the
same folksy insignia on the apple-green pinafofeth® two fresh
young girls she would have to help her out. Perlaajosich of music
inthe air, pleasant un-mod themes suitable fornihietoo- young,



Viennese waltzes, Two Little Girls in Blue. A 'Sgpadcevery day, like
Aunt Jenny's Melting Moments, or—

'‘Miss Redland, I've spoken to you twice.'
'I'm sorry, Mr. Purkiss.'

'l am then to accept this on your behalf?'
'‘Oh, yes, please.’

‘You realize you must leave almost at once? Ifgiom't, this trustee
could consider you were not fulfilling your sidehs satisfaction.'

'‘As it happens,' rejoiced Rowan, 'l had saved ftnipaabroad and
have my fare ready. I've had all the precautiomangunizations that
Australia should require.’

‘No ties, Miss Redland?"

'‘None at all. My mother was Australian and the amlg of her family
to leave Australia.’

'l see." Mr. Purkiss closed up the will. 'Thenthdit is left for me is to
shake your hand and wish you the best in Tom ThurA®rose and
did so. 'At least,' he added, for he was a resptmperson and had a
daughter of his own around Rowan's twenty-odd yewos should
be quite safe in a place called Cosy Corner anld avitefreshment
room called Tom Thumb.'

'‘Absolutely safe, Mr. Purkiss. Thank you, Mr. Psgkilf you're ever
In Queensland, Mr. Purkiss, do call in for sconad aream. Or
cucumber sandwiches. Or—'

... Rowan was still adding to her menu (Tom Thumngsicribed on the
top of it) as she closed the legal door.



Everyone at Miss Grimbell's Select Hostel for SeddcYoung
Ladies, except Miss Grimbell who immediately melgidilled the

coming vacancy, adding a little more board, droaledr Rowan's
remarkable news.

'You could expand,’ planned Miss Silver. 'There ldobe Tom
Thumb tea rooms all over Australia.’

'So long as | have this one,' rejoiced Rowan, ldrave, and | intend
to hold it. Why, I'll do anything to appease thid trustee of my
uncle's estate.’

‘Caraway seed cake,' advised Miss Jones, 'theealdie dote on it.
Add it to the menu if it's not already on.'

'‘Possibly no teeth," warned Miss Wyatt, 'and thseseds, so it could
be worrying. No, best to keep to plain Madeira, Bow

'‘My grandpa,’ said Alice West, 'likes Chelsea buns.

One of the girls found a map of Australia, and tladlysearched
Queensland for Cosy Corner. They couldn't findbt they found
reassuringly English-y names like St. George, Mgled,

Withersfield (ignoring Nugga Nugga, Cungelella) adlovas well.

Within a week a letter arrived from Jonathan Sakby wrote a fine
firm hand for an old man.

He went straight to the point, no 'dear, no 'l dhaeceived a
communication from Mr. Purkiss.'

‘Not even,' regretted Alice, peering over Rowantutder, ‘a "hoping
this finds you well as it leaves me at present.least | expected that.'



But the dear old man had wisely considered dirgddowan as more
important. 'Change plane at Sydney, N.S.W., fon@lt Brisbane,
Queensland, change plane at Brisbane for planetiere followed

another of those reassuring respectable Englislesanmen: 'Pick up
bus for C.C. and ask for T.T." There followed 'Ybaa Saxby' in

virile writing. What a wonderful senior citizen, fRan raved.

She left London Airport, a fortnight later, evergorexcept Miss
Grimbell who was settling in the new boarder atteelmore, there to
see her off.

Rome, Karachi, New Delhi, Bangkok, Singapore, Darwi they
went excitedly past.

Then Rowan was landing at Kingsford Smith, Sydneyt not
looking at Sydney beyond the airport because tisbBne plane was
ready to take off at once. It was the same at Brisbthe smaller craft
that served that respectable name from which stetwdus it to
G.C. and T.T. was due to leave immediately.

This last aerial hop took much longer than Rowath &aticipated,
and for the first time she realized the be- twelatgs-spaces of this
down under scene. Looking at the map in Londoad dinly been an
inch or so. Now it was miles. Hundreds and hundcédsiles.

But at last they were there, and putting downfield of paddy-weed
and thistle ... and very little else.

But a bus was waiting, and the driver said that ileswvent through
C.C. Most of his pick-up, he told Rowan, was afie€., but he was
obliged to call at the airfield because it was dawithe timetable.
She would probably be the only passenger till Gi€said, 'Hop in.’

Somehow it did not look a bus to take you to a husyropolis, or
even a thriving suburb. It had a distinctly batteteok. All the



windows were either cracked or broken, and Rowam &aew why.
There was only a narrow strip of bitumen, and ifi yiidn't slow up
and get to the side of it when oncoming trafficctesd you, you
copped it. That was what the driver said. 'l coppetle mourned.

He asked Rowan where in C.C. and she said, 'T.T.'
'‘Oh, yes, Tom Thumb.' - Thank heaven at leastat. t

They were going through sugar country, and at @ngrdime Rowan
would have delighted in it, called out in pleasatréhe patchworks of
fields of cane in different stages and coloursrofxgh making a vivid

mosaic, but not now. She was growing uneasy.

Forests of spotted gum enfolded them next, then am#tin to
pineapple plantations, then, where some hills upsdbanana slopes
with flying foxes to collect the yellow loot. Aftethat pawpaws.
Macadamia nuts. More cane. Finally another crop $ha did not
know, but did not dare to ask the driver, becausdfi¢ was
approaching, and he was edging to the verge tgsafd what glass
he had left. But she looked at the sturdy greelksstaith their rosy
shoots and would have liked to have known what le¢sedes sugar,
timber, pineapples, bananas, pawpaws and nuteetiigrkable state
could grow.

All very nice, she applauded silently, but wheravherewas any
town?

She sensibly reminded herself that moderately ctoseondon ...
also, someone had once told her, tolerably clo$¢ete York ... you
found space. But such space as this?

'C.C. coming up!" called the driver, and Rowan pdesut. She saw
nothing, no straggling outskirts promising someghietter closer in,
she saw only the narrow bitumen and a line of lgeuteucks tearing



up that bitumen even more than it was torn up rfélwe turned and
looked behind her and saw a procession of truckeths well.

'‘Busy road,’ she observed.

'It's a road between two points,' said the dri\aerd things have to get
up and down. And glad I'd say that T.T. is aboat.tlucker, | mean,
miss. These hauliers have to be fed. They tell Imeeets to be an
opposition. It generally happens when there's a dgbimg offering.
Well, the truckies will soon sort that out. Theyoknwhere the bread
Is buttered.' He laughed at his own pun. 'Here@iho's now.'

‘Thommo's?' asked Rowan faintly.
T.T., the driver reminded her.

'‘But,’ said Rowan hollowly, looking at an ugly gamzed iron
building adorned with a large notice bearing ongehword 'EATS',
'I'm wanting Tom Thumb.'

‘Same place.' The driver began putting down hes.bidg jerked his
head to the name of the proprietor, as requirethlsy and Rowan
read some small lettering .., and remembered.

Remembered. REMEMBERED.

'l always hated my surname,' her mother had dsdause everyone
laughed at Selina Thumb.'

Thumb.Thumb!Mary, Olga, Agnes, Dora, Frances, Selina and - a
Thomas. Thomas Thumb. Uncle Thomas. Tom Thumb.

'Oh, no!" Rowan cried to herself.

'If you're still around C.C. and T.T. I'll b'seeipgu, miss,' the driver
was saying. 'l always eat where the truckies atywent on, ‘and so



far they eat here. They're good customers for ggad, so it's no
wonder that Thommo's, getting the crowd they de having
opposition at last.' He looked at her curiouslyouYare stopping,
miss?'

'‘Well,"' said Rowan, 'l haven't come all this waygoones and cream.'
She was dangerously near tears.

‘Wouldn't get any,' grinned the driver. 'Just rihgt bell.' He roared
the engine and the bus moved off.

A truck pulled in where the bus had stood. Anotineck behind it.
The two drivers with their offsiders got off, loakeRowan
appreciatively up and down, then pulled the bellclwhwas of the
ancient cow variety.

‘Steak and eggs or eggs and steak?' called a somewhere in the
galvanized horror. 'How many?'

'Four... five if the lady is eating.'
'‘No,'said Rowan hurriedly, 'l mean a sandwich dal'

'Four s. and e.'s coming up. One sandwich." A marerged

practically at once from somewhere in the rearh& galvanized
horror and slapped down four gargantuan plateseobiggest steaks
Rowan had ever seen, each plate with three eggsegpon to an
uncovered trestle table. Then bread and buttegveeil of Pisa each
of thick bread and butter. Tomato sauce.

‘The lady's sandwich,' said the waiter next... demain battered
jeans, black singlet and a hat at the back of kedf ... and he
thumped down a tower that rose even higher thamtiner towers.
Each sandwich was a doorstop and there were atiégasf them.



'‘Corned dog and mustard pickle jake with you?'sied as he went
out again.

Tea came in the one pot, but the pot was almosuran The
steak-eaters asked Rowan to pour. It flowed ouk @ad full of
leaves but very hot. They all scooped sugar intdiity grey sugar.
‘Unrefined from the crushing,’ they grinned atdp@mace, 'best sugar
in the world, miss. Full of sun.’

She hardly had time to answer them before theyfimghed and
were calling for the bill. They argued fiercely whione was to have
the honour to pay for the sandwiches.

'But you mustn't,' protested Rowan, 'l meah—

"Not every haul a lady pours,' they appreciated,taery all drew out
notes.

It was beyond the calculations of the waiter, wiadled into the
kitchen ... Rowan supposed it was a kitchen ..hép to sort it out.

It took a while for the cook to emerge, and whenditkhe was a
complete surprise. He wore an immaculate whitetssleeved shirt
and grey slacks and he took a pencil from the bfagd&burn at his
ear.

‘Now who is standing the sandwiches?' he said.
'‘No one.' Rowan stepped forward.
‘Then that will be fifty cents, miss.'

The men argued again, but finally agreed to pay fmlthemselves,
and departed with a friendly wave.



'Fifty cents,' said the man, putting the pencilkbaig his ear where it
hid itself in the thick sideburn again.

'I—' began Rowan nervously, then she took a deepthr 'l don't
pay,' she informed him.

‘You what?'
'l don't pay.'

'l thought that's what you said.' He waited ... sadted. 'Fifty cents,
miss.'

'l suppose | could give it to you, but it would sky.'
“Try me out and see if | laugh.’

‘This has gone far enough." Rowan was angry nowd '80,' she
added bitterly, 'has this wretched place. Tom Thuntdeed!

'Well, that was his name. Thomas Thumb.'

'Oh, | know. | mean | knowmow.| mean that had | known . .. And to
think'... pitifully ... 'I've spent all | have getg here!'

‘Getting ... You - you wouldn't be her, would yo¥@u wouldn't
be—'

'If you mean Miss Redland—
'l do.’

‘Then yes. And | didn't think | was coming to tgelvanized horror.
There was to be little cafe curtains, and girlepmons, and a menu
with sandwiches, and—'



‘You just had sandwiches, didn't you?'

'Mine were wafer-thin ones. Cucumber. A bill ofdavith scones and
cream and cinnamon toast.’

'‘Wrong place, miss. Also' ... a scornful glancivrong girl. | warned
old Tom about that, but would he listen? No. S@laa you're here to
keep her in line, Jon, he said—'

‘Jon? Not Jon-'

'If you mean Jonathan Saxby—"
'l do.’

‘Then yes.'

'‘But you're not old. | mean not caraway seed ofde&n not Chelsea
bun.’

‘Miss Redland, are you well?'

"No, I'm sick." Rowan sat down and poured herselfariea from the
urn. Fishing out the leaves, she drank. It was. Blee added grey
sugar and actually felt a little better. It musttbat sun they crushed
into it, she thought abstractedly. But the feelnfidoeing better only
lasted until the man put his hand in his pocket tak out an
envelope and gave it to her.

'‘Cable," he said laconically. 'Came before you cdtisefor you.' He
watched her open it.

It was from the loyal Grimbell girls, still thinkghabout her and about
Tom Thumb. They had all recorded their names tontine, so they
must have shared the cost. The cable ordered Iglitt@&@nnamon
toast for seven.’



It was then that Rowan wept.

Absorbed with her tears, she was not aware thattdgrompted her
up and propelled her out until she was there. Tha®the kitchen,
and it was even worse. Certainly the table wasonarestles, but it
was big and bare and chopped about, probably clofspm those
unspeakable steaks. There was a bete noir of & riwad) took one
entire side of the galley, and on the other side oamsized

old-fashioned dresser crammed with the thickeshaclghe could
imagine. She felt quite sure if she had taken drtbeoplates out to
the bitumen and dropped it, it would have starexklzd her. Intact.

The range was red-hot, and since this was a latittitere winter was
only something heard of down south, or so the loredhad told her,
it was warm, to say the least.

She must have gasped so, for Jonathan Saxby, nut donative,
looked proud of his un-cold part of the country @othted out, 'Yes,
we enjoy a steady seventy-five to eighty. That'sy wie're Cosy
Corner.’

‘But the fire..." she began.

‘Thommo ... your Uncle Tom always kept it glowiite never knew
when a truckie was pulling in, and truckies, as gy have noticed
just now, don't wait.'

'Is that why you offered them only steak?'
'No," he said.

‘Then-'

'It's all,' he grinned, 'they order.’

'‘But breakfast, for instance. That is if you're ofer breakfast.’



‘Always open.’

‘Then?'

‘Steak.’

‘Afternoon tea?'

‘That would be late dinner.' He waited. 'Steak.’
'l was served sandwiches.’

'Which | see you left.’

' didn't. | just didn't eat the ten of them.’

'‘We also," he explained, 'sell a cut lunch forkres on the run. That's
why your sandwiches didn't take long."'

'‘On the run?' She decided to drop the sandwiclestubj

‘Trying to make wherever they have to make by tagetime. So it's
corned dog and mustard pickle, black tea and dép' pi

'‘What?' she gasped.

‘Look, Miss Redland, we don't sell them the piNg, frown on them,
but we're aware of them, and that's why we makes#melwiches
thick and hot and the tea or coffee strong. We & déast we help
when we do that.'

'‘But why? Why do they do it? | mean the keep-awthkeys?'

‘Ambition for their families," he shrugged. "Too chucompetition.
They're tough men and they live a tough life. Ahdt's why' ... he



looked around them ... 'we run a tough caff.' Bhdtbw he
pronounced it. Deliberately, she knew. C-a-f-f.

Caff. She almost choked on it. But she was to lzakitle tea room.
Pretty decor. Dainty dishes. Discerning ladies ladig pulling off

white gloves as they decided between Indian or &Haend.
Certainly ... with another prick of tears ... ndeaf-thick black brew
into which you stirred spoonsful of grey sugar.

A fat tear plopped.

He was rolling a cigarette in the backwoods stiyist the whisper of
dry tobacco between large palms, then its insemi@white wafer of
paper, then the kneading to an acceptable shayalyfthe tongue
sealing the operation.

Through a second fat tear she watched the tongdievatched the
man . . . and hated him. He saw nothing amiss i1 ghlvanized

horror with its hideous E-A-T-S, he only saw sonmgglamiss in her.
It was no use telling him how always between ore taro she, and
all the girls, had dreamed of a dainty tea-roonthair own. He

wouldn't follow her, or if he did he would not syathize. There was
no compassion in him, he was tough like this caff.

Now he was lighting the cigarette, shelteringainfra little wind that
had idled into the room, then handing it to hée.handing it toher!

'l don't smo—' In surprise she did not finish ibr Ehe eyes that were
looking down at hedid have sympathy.

At once she was not sure of it, though. He shrugaedl put the
cigarette in his own mouth instead.

'‘As | was saying—' he resumed, but he only resuthatdfar. There
was a noise outside that was quite unmistakablecKst



'‘Damn.' He shrugged across at her and explainathé$'s gone back
to the cut.’

'‘Cut?' she queried.

'He's a canecutter and only obliging me ... yowhen he's not
needed on the sugar.'

'‘Can you get him back?'
'‘From the cane? Don't be silly. Haven't you anyies?
'It appears to me—'

'‘Better that you appear first, Miss Redlaadt there.Jonathan Saxby
pointed somewhere beyond the door of the gallewonld be the
eating part, she thought. 'Ask them what they Wwant.

'l ask them?'
'It's your caff, isn't it?"

"Yes, but - but—' She paused. 'What's the use kihgsanyhow,
when it's steak?'

‘Can't you count?'
'Of course | can count.'
'Then count the steaks.'

She went out, possibly shocked into it, and at evecehorrified - that
Is if one can be horrified by business. It mustehéeen a dozen
trucks that had pulled up, but one of the drivenfed and said that
there were only five, the rest of the eaters wese foaders though
they probably still wanted a feed.



‘Steak?' she asked unnecessarily.

After a long womanless run they were eager to ieadty, and they
counted up for her.

'Sixteen, miss, and ten sandwiches for the road."
She nodded and went back to the kitchen.
'Sixteen—'

'l heard. You do the doorstops. The wherewithahishe table. Don't
stint the mustard pickle.'

Rowan got to work and had five done when he tolddearry in the

first of the steaks. She looked with distaste atlibttle of tomato

sauce, but decided it was not the time to be aaders She carried in
the steaks, came back and collected more steak® Gack and did
it again. Again. She carried in the towers of braad butter, the huge
urn of tea. She distributed the sandwiches.

She received more money than she had at the affigay Friday.
She watched the trucks go, waved back at the men.

'‘Come and sit down,' called Jonathan Saxby frongé#iley, 'and get
one into you yourself.'

‘No, thank you.'
'‘Don't eat as well?' he grinned.
‘As well as what?'

'‘As well as don't like this place. Well, | hope ydon't mind watching
me.' He began on a large plate.



She did mind watching him. After he had munchedpiig@ while
that was quite apparent.

'l -1 think I'll change my mind."'
‘No law against that. Throw one on the grid.’

Rowan went to the refrigerator, took out a stedlentnervously
approached the black beast.

The steak spluttered when she put it down and elhéhfait she was
cooking as well as the meat, the heat was so iaténg she turned it
successfully, dumped it on one of those plates gould have

dropped on the bitumen, and came back and sat ibpplos man.

‘There,' he encouraged, 'was it that bad? And' looking at the
steak... 'is it?'

'It's good,' she proclaimed, tasting her cookingt Bfter all her
trouble she couldn't eat. She was tired. Never dtee been more
tired. She pushed the plate aside and wondered sbelprop up her
eyes with the knife and fork.

'‘Bit tuckered, eh?"

'Yes.' She wondered next what lay beyond the kitckairely there
was somewhere she could sleep.

‘Nope, there isn't.' He must have read her, tholighshould be easy
enough by her drooping lids.

‘Where did Uncle Tom—' she began.

‘With me. That is, when he wasn't here. It's nelesed. | told you.
But when he did have to kip—'



'Kip?'

'Sleep, Miss Redland. Then he'd come across toaNaog'
*Your home?'

'Yes.'

'It sounds aboriginal. What does it mean?’

'Red.’

'Red sunsets, | suppose. Or sunrises.’

‘No.’

He was on his smokes again, and she said irritdbéyl cigarette tip.
Rare red steaks.'

He laughed at that. 'Bit edgy, aren't you? Tuckengdas | said. Get
your things and I'll take you across.'

'‘But | can't stop there.'
"Why?'

'‘Why? Because for one thing—' She flushed vividliie could feel
her intense heat. Narganoo was red, he had salds@rshe knew,
was she. She thought what a stiff fool she mush@dda him. Up in
this tall state such conventions would be unheérthiey would be—

‘You're wrong there,' he had anticipated her ag@ie're well to the
fore when it comes to formality, it takes sophtion to be informal
and we're still an unsophisticated place. To befpiiss Redland, |
run to a housekeeper ... or chaperone. Now willgmue?'



She paused. 'Who will be here?'
'‘Barney will be back.'

'l see." She thought a moment, but even the effbrthinking
exhausted her, so she gave in. But she addedultvenly be for the
night.’

'l certainly intended only that.' He gave a hatgfun.

He got up, took the dishes to the huge sink, pobotavater on them,
then left it at that. He did not bid her to comaiaghe simply nodded
his head towards the door, and, after a slightduesn, she got up and
followed him.

Once free of the garish lights of the cafe, foiteaicthe E-A-T-S was
illuminated in a different gaudy hue, the night wasy dark. For a
moment she puzzled at the depth of that darknesss,gaw that there
was no street lighting.

She mentioned this to the man now beside her, aath$wered, 'It's a
motorway, not Main Street.'

'‘Where is Main Street?’

‘None.'

'‘Well, where is the street, the street that goesuthh the town?’
‘No town.'

‘Then village ... hamlet ... whatever you like tol @al

‘There isn't any,' he said. 'Cosy Corner is jysiaae on the way up.
Also'. he grinned ... 'on the way down. Which iegdor you.'



'You mean ... what do you mean?' She was lookirgnat aghast.
She previously had come to the conclusion that &idm's caff ...
there, she was saying it now...

that his cafe was a little far out, but never haatcurred to her that it
was out ofnothing.

'‘Well, it's yours now, isn't it," he pointed ol being situated on the
up and down must make it good for you. But onlycaidirse, so long
as |, the trustee—'

'Oh, I know all that," she burst in angrily. 'Whaheant was are you
actually telling me that this is all there is?'

'Of course. Why otherwise would the caff have opéhe
‘They open in shopping centres.'

‘Not places like Eats.'

'‘No.' Bitterly.

She was following him to a station wagon, gettimgeside him. 'And
what do you do in this place of nothing?' she askleal is apart from
helping out at the back there.'

'l only help in an emergency, and this was one.'
'‘And at other times?'

'l could cane-cut, timber-get, banana-farm, nugeaaa dozen things,'
he said proudly, proud of his district. 'Howeves'|

'‘Look!" She stopped him in alarm. 'A fire!" Flanlespt up from a
field in the near-distance, crimson flares thakdit greedily as
though to set alight to the sky.



'It's only a burning-off.'

'‘Burning-off?'

‘They have to burn off the rubbish before the aut lbegin.’
'Rubbish? Cut?' she queried.

'‘All sugar cane has a lot of unusable rubbish togbe rid of.
Especially must it be stripped before a manualcaut begin. And
C.C. is mainly manual, because we're in a pocketinfl weather
here, and the breeze plays too much havoc for gehamical cutter,
it makes diabolical shapes of the yield which thechine dislikes.’

'So it's cut by hand?'
‘Yes.'
‘A slow process.'

'‘Barney,' he said deliberately, 'alone can acctmmeleven tons a
day.’

That, and the crimson beauty of the burning-ofersied her for a
while. 'It's pretty,' she said of the fire.

‘And good to be away from. The mice run out, this,rthe sugar
'roaches, a snake upon occasion, giant cane toaidsttat six inches,
only'... a laugh ... 'they'll be hopping from tienfes, possibly on to
you. No, you wouldn't like it.’

They were on the motorway now. The trucks were amtlgrmittent,
she noted. Rowan wondered if any of them would atdpm Thumb
- at E-A-T-S. A hysterical little laugh caught arhhroat.

'Did you say something?' he asked.



‘Then you're not cane, timber, bananas?' she averte
'‘No.'
‘Then one of the other dozen things?'

'l don't call it one of, | call ithe.Because this is the only district in
Australia where it's raised, and the only distincll the world where
it's done by European labour.' He left the motoriagtart down a
narrow winding track. The headlights lit up field®eyond the
bordering trees on either side of the drive, anel rsbted that they
were the same crop she had seen earlier, andcugnzed.

‘What is it?'
‘Ginger.’

'‘Ginger?' She leaned out of the wagon and breathddhere was not
the sweetness she had expected, more a pungencgeaps the
scent only came at a certainstage of growth.

'‘White ginger blossom,' she said dreamily. It weesrtame of a pretty
song, she remembered, as well as a pretty flower.

'Red,’ he said. 'Red? But-'

‘The white is the wild variety. Very bridal and ydxreautiful. Suitable
for a maiden's ear. Correct side, of course.’

She knew he was baiting her, and said stiffly,ttf8®is different?’
‘Totally different. Chalk to cheese, and our rethescheese.’
*Youropinion.'

‘All the growers. All the consumers. All the econsis.’



‘Man doesn't live by bread alone.'

‘Well, he doesn't live at all on white ginger bloss This ginger is
controlled.'

'‘Which would clinch it for you.'
‘Certainly. Everything should be controlled.'

'‘Particularly women." She did not know why she ghmt unless it
was the bitter realization that of all the trustebe could have won
herself, she had won this one. This Jonathan Saxby.

For a moment he took his eyes off the track windangllessly, it
seemed, through the ginger crop.

'‘Particularly women,' he agreed. 'Incidentally' they were still
travelling the private road which must be a loragkrand crossing a
large estate ... 'you asked me about Narganoo.'

'Red.

‘Yes. It's Narganoo for the ginger, actually thetskoot of the ginger,
for there is really very little flower.’

'‘And you named the house after it?'
‘My - grandmother did.' There was a slight pausasireply.

‘Your family has been here since?' Rowan said thdogisly. Surely
people couldn't live on ginger.

Again, to her annoyance, he read her mind. 'Te|l heedemanded,
‘what do you know about the uses of ginger?’



She hesitated. Ginger pudding. Ginger in fascigatsoppered
bottles at Christmas.

'l thought so,' he said as she did not answer.

They must be coming to a homestead, though it wsuit to see in

the dark, all that the headlights seemed to illlanivas a winding
track set in crops. But this last bend seemed tst tw a complete
circle, and Rowan waited for the conclusion. It eaail at once with
one of the houses she had noted already in Queenslarge,

sprawling, set on piles for coolness, rimmed byemdrandahs.
There would be frangipanni, she thought, bougdeeidnd hibiscus.
Terra-cotta earth.

‘Narganoo,' he announced, and drew up the wagamn Th put his
finger on the horn and left it there.

The noise considerably annoyed Rowan. When he oteenswered,
he took the finger off, then began again.

Now the racket angered her. She said stifflyhid ts your method of
summoning someone it appears you have a poor systeomtrol.’

'‘No,' he said idly, a little amusedly, amused atih@ation, 'just a
too-busy staff probably out of earshot.’

‘At this time of evening? Do you work them the sdmoeirs as the
Tom Thumb keeps open?’

'Itis harvest,' he said laconically, ‘and harvesans a lot of things to
be done in a short time. None of these things etigl@answering the
boss's call.’

'You, of course, are the boss.'

'Of course.'



‘The boss who controls?' It was a sarcasm, foreteas still no
response to his summons.

'Of course,' he said again. He gave Rowan a quiaikcg, then
indicated, 'Here comes one of my controlled onesv.nMy
housekeeper ... and your chaperone ... Nancy. Namsyis Rowan
Redland, niece of old Tom Thumb. How's the peetioghg?' He
turned to Rowan and explained, 'Every individualggir root has to
be hand cut.’

'For the same reason as the district's cane?'s&led.dThe wind?"

'‘No, wind doesn't come into it, only excess fibt@ch is fatal in the
final product.' He turned again to the older woman.

‘The peeling,' reported Nancy, 'is going all righgugh some of the
new girls don't seem to be getting the feel ofgrexling.’

‘Seasonal workers,' the man told Rowan, 'up frontbMene and
Sydney.' There was a faint scorn in his voice and/d&h wondered
how much more scornful he was of someone from Hfla

But if he was scornful, Nancy was welcome itselieSvas very

brown - all her freckles had joined up, she toldv&o as she led her
along to one of the many rooms; these Queenslangelsp Rowan

thought, were certainly capacious.

'Sun is pleasant, but it leaves its mark. Wheroklat a fair skin like
yours ..." she sighed.

1l be a redskin next week," said Rowan. 'Thahnge in the
restaurant..

‘That reminds me,' broke in Nancy urgently, ‘'l msest out the late
shift supper. We're working just now on an overseEasignment.'



'Is the factory in the grounds, then?'

'‘Right in this building you could say, though yoant see it from
your window, you can only see the crop. Make ydbicsenfortable,
love, then join us in the common-room. You'll fimdfrom the
chatter.'

Rowan found a bathroom first, and washed her hatdked a comb
through her acorn hair. Then she sought out thgesha

She stood a little shyly at the door, but not tord. She was greeted
by girls, now taking off their aprons or overalfgjishing a day's
work with a cup of tea and scones spread lavishilly what looked
like a golden conserve.

‘Ginger marmalade,' said Nancy by her side, 'onmuobest sellers.
Up here at Narganoo it's all ginger. You'll undanst it better

tomorrow, love, and after you've been here a feyg daBut Rowan

doubted that, for she had no intention of stoppamger than the one
evening. She recalled, a little vexedly, that e, lonathan Saxby,
had been anxious about that. However, she smilBiduaty and said
she supposed she would.

She went to sleep that night with a pungent smdiler nostrils. She
dreamed that she had opened a small tea room, aalek [were
coming in and choosing delicately between cakespastries, but
when she brought the tray to the table, it heldksté& held corned
beef doorstops of sandwiches. It held—

'Rise and shine!" The man, quite unabashed, putréyeon the
bedside table, said, 'Half an hour, Miss Red- |&aaney will want to
be on the cut by eight," and went out.



There was a pot of tea (and when she poured itastaglly amber
and there were no leaves). There was thin toakttiné golden ginger
conserve she had eaten last night.

There was also ... and she had to smile at theytttai that man, that
man who rolled backwoods cigarettes and calledalfe caff doing it
... a sprig of ginger blossom, more a red shodteasad said. But of
course it was for her examination, nothing else.

She took it up, felt it, sniffed it. She was stithnsidering it when

somewhere a clock chimed, and she hastily finishedea, snatched
a shower, dressed in as suitable an attire asahé find for a caff

called Eats, then, as a finger touched a hornyamt down the hall

and out of the house to the waiting wagon.

He was sitting behind the wheel, and he said, di rhe a poor
method of control, Miss Redland, but it certaingtg results.' He
grinned.

'l was thinking of everyone's ears,’ she came baltky.

'Only think of yourself," he advised. '‘Because Iniwde making
allowances for you when | judge how you make ¢te.'had started
down the drive, but he looked at her a quick haoanent.

"You understand?' he said.

'In short the ginger, not the gingerbread man,tateted. 'Expect no
moderation. Make it hard and hot.’

'‘Our early crops are quite the opposite, they'feassa mild.’
‘Not like the boss.'

'I'm glad you recognize my position.'



‘To yourstaff,'she came back.

'In a way you are too,' he reminded her. 'Either please me, or out
you go.'

'‘My cafe pleases you, you mean.' She took caredia &caff'. | have
nothing to do with you.'

'Only as the man who says yea or nay,' he inserted.

‘You like your position, don't you?'

'l never did like it. | told Thommo so. Now | likeeven less.’
'‘Because of me?'

‘Can you roll a cigarette?'

'‘Because of me?' she repeated stubbornly.

‘Steer while | roll one myself." She did and he diden: Yes.'
‘Thank you!'

‘You're welcome. You're also an angry red. It shokesa flag in a
skin like yours.'

'Is that annoying you now? My skin?'

You've got it wrong. I'm not annoyed at your skioy your angry
flesh. Red is my favourite colour.'

'‘Narganoo,' she said. They were coming out of e gow and
turning on to the motorway. The name of the houas imnprinted
over a large entry arch.



'Yes, Narganoo ... red." He was putting his footvmloon the
accelerator, going much faster, surely, than waessary. 'Trucks
coming,' he grinned at her. 'Could be customers.’

He got to Eats only a few minutes before the haultkd. Rowan
barely had time to button on an apron.

'Six s. and e.'s,' he called. "Two bundles of sactuys. Barney will be
in at four. Meanwhile'... a slightly mocking bow'it's all yours.'

As he left she heard another truck pulling in.



CHAPTER TWO

Two hours later Rowan surfaced again, or that waest w seemed to
her after she had waved the last breakfast truckyamd had stood
longer than she should, for there were dishesdrsthk awaiting her
attention, breathing in the warm silky air.

One truck had followed the other, and the steakisdesen flung on
the grill in quick succession, the eggs had spileiten the pan. In
between she had piled bread and butter in the Towofd?Pisa she had
noted yesterday, brewed tea in immense pots, @nwhveral trucks
had arrived at the same time, in an urn. She had eateful to find
that Barney had spent the night hours when he batleen in steak
attendance in cutting and parcelling the doorstowiches. Taking
them from the fridge as needed, she decided tisaihst be a house
practice. She resolved to do the same herselfasa®she had dealt
with her cleaning chores.

But just now she could not tear herself away fréw@ warm silky

world outside her galvanized horror. She had beenoutraged to
note her environs when she had arrived the prewauly evening,
and when she had found time, it had been to dade¢o Then this
earlier a.m. Jonathan Saxby had fairly flung hdo iwork, no

opportunity for looking around. But now it was miehorning, the
rush over, a bright, clear morning, not a cloudhe wide larkspur
sky, and Rowan did look around.

The countryside was very beautiful, but totallyfeliént from any
beauty she had ever known. For one thing theresavasuch more of
it, and she remembered that next to the west,bilgisiear-tropical
Queensland state contained the bulk of Australa’siderable land
mass. Although this was only a corner of it ... ¥@®rner, and a
rueful laugh at that... she could sense the exiketitat bulk. There
seemed to be distance everywhere, and part of verparticular
distance, the western part, was punctuated by & fascinating



mountains she had ever seen. They towered in ajieshpinnacles,
domes, minarets, fingerpoints, never two alike, #rey seemed to
swell quite unexpectedly from a barely rising grdun

All the ground appeared cultivated except a portenrly near her
horror, since the horror occupying a slightly eteda position
enabled her to see fairly fully over the near aistadt environs, and
the covering, she saw, was the rich lush same ashall noted
yesterday ... cane, timber, fruit, nuts, and tlap she knew now,
ginger.

The uncultivated portion, though still well coveredgrass, was just
beyond a near thicket of gum, and as it seemed uleftressed
deliberately she wondered what it was.

She turned her eyes next to the motorway, that bmadleen two
points where things had to get up and down ...¢dad T.T. is about
that' ... and noted that just now there was nottorize glad about, for
the bitumen was absolutely empty. It must be thbetween Ilull,
only very late breakfasters or very early luncresld be expected,
but it didn't worry her, not with all those takingsthe till, more in
several hours than she previously had earned ieek WVas that the
way Jonathan Saxby wanted it? The will had saidigghon in the
manner it is now being transacted' but the will ldslo made
Jonathan the judge. It made it difficult, Rowanudlbt; Jonathan
Saxby might want nothing changed, on theother hiamdmight
require changes that he considered Uncle Tom wdwdge
incorporated in the course of time had he livedyséh changes
everyone makes with progress. It all added up lfin@ what he
thought, that ginger man who was Uncle Tom's teystad the fact of
her absolute dependence on him riled Rowan.

Particularly of her immediate dependence. For betweustomers
she had edged in time to examine the horror, amdss you counted
a dilapidated sofa, there was nowhere to sleepeMias a corner she



could clean out, but that would take time, and slust have a bed.
Where, in this place of nothing, did you buy a békizle Tom had
kipped, as the ginger man put it, at Narganooshatwouldn't again,
not after that cool 'l only intended the night'te$ in reply to her
objection. She would sooner sleep on the motoraag,judging by
the emptiness of it right now she could.

She noted for the first time a cleared section ifepdrom the
motorway to somewhere she could not see even finisretevation,
but knew that she wanted to. It veered in fromlhemen almost
opposite to the horror, and, unable to resist #émaptation, Rowan
looked up and down again, saw no customers in ,sightdistant
traffic, so she darted across. The clearing coeldike the drive to
Narganoo, go on for miles, but she still had ta & ran down the
root-rutted surface for perhaps some hundred yartiten caught her
breath at a sudden unfolding of distant flag-blee. $t lay far below
her, for they were well above sea level, and it Mdae the Pacific
Dcean, those lilac islands she could see mistihéhorizon would
belong to part of the Great Barrier Reef. She swutanced. Several
times in the rush this morning she had felt shekmevn a different
smell than brown- ing beef, but never had shetgldwn to the tang
of the sea. Mountains, ocean, with a lush layewvéenh of sugar, nuts
and ginger, how quite perfect this all was, and sbhw wanted to
stop. But how ... resentfully ... could she witldl@nathan Saxby?
Besides, man does not live by bread alonend a woman does not
live on steakRowan knew if she was to stop here that as well
satisfy Jonathan she had to satisfy herself. Slie ndit mind
conceding some of the things she had plannethe.little aprons on
the fresh girls, for instance, the pretty musi®out she had to have
some self-expression. All the takings in the wavlould not cancel
that. The takings! She had left the takings inttlleTurning away
from the shouting blue, Rowan raced along the tigar

To her dismay a car was pulled up. She would haeteped a truck.
Already she believed she knew the ways of truckweirrdrivers



would be sluicing themselves from the large ircshdinder the tank
under the big mango tree . . . that was one ofrtipgovements she
yearned to achieve, a proper amenity ... waiting tfee Eats
proprietor to bring out the eternal s. and e.'sthermustard pickle
doorstops, rather glad, in spite of the fact thmétwas money, for a
break. These truckies, Rowan sensed already, weler deep strain.

But cars she did not know, neither what their dsverdered, now
how far they walked into a caff ... cafe ... wdler restaurant,
anyway, where right now the till was left unlock&he remembered
hold-up films she had seen, and advanced nervousither
anticipating a stockinged face pushed into hensyetbing cold and
menacing stuck in her ribs.

The face was not stockinged and the somethingwakla bottle of
lemonade that the intruder ... she knew from thascpiled on the
counter that it should be customer, not intruddrad served himself.
'Hullo,' he said, §' really should leave out an honesty box.' He he
up the cordial and smiled.

Rowan smiled back.

'l should have been in attendance,’ she apologibedl,| simply
couldn't resist that clearing across the motorWdas there anything
else you wanted?'

'Yes.' He crinkled his eyes at her and she likedftiendly boyish
look. "The reason why a native suddenly has the tor¢gpok down on
her tramping ground, however lovely. It's said tlaemiliarity blurs
appreciation.’

'It couldn't,’ she denied, seeing again that sudhgact of shining
blue. 'Anyway," in explanation, 'I'm new,’



‘Very new,' he agreed warmly, eyeing the fresh lyanft her. He
amended hastily, 'l mean ... well..." He finisheciausly, 'It was
intended as a compliment.’

'‘And accepted as one,' she reassured him. 'I'msomprised that you
could speak like that of that. It could never bmifar." She waved
her hand to where she knew now the Pacific Oceaunldvbe
shimmering in the bright sun.

‘Ah, but I'm new, too. In fact, | haven't gone dotmat clearing,

either. Oh, | know, of course, I'm near the sethe.Sunshine Coast,
this is called, incidentally, fellow newchum, agpoped to the Gold
Coast farther down, the Capricornian farther uput.so far | haven't
examined it. | don't suppose'. . . eagerlyyou ‘could show it to me.'

'I've already been absent without leaske apologized.
‘You're employed here?"

"No, I'm the owner.'

‘Then-?'

‘But only if | satisfy,' she admitted. 'It's a losi@ry, with, if | don't do
everything | should, a sad ending.’

'It sounds interesting, and as the lady sleeps' walred towards the
car where evidently there was a passenger, but Roaald see no
evidence ... 'I'm not in a hurry. So can't | bel?ol

Rowan peered speculatively at him. Although she badn in
Queensland only a short time and could not reatlge, to her he did
not look a Queenslander. An Australian, yes, butthe rangier,
more leisurely type she had noticed up in thishert state, men who
moved in a different way, a looser more relaxed,way spoke in a



slower, easier tone. Sun men, she had thought.ni&rs was more
what she would imagine the crisper south would pced

She saw he was waiting, and said, 'l can't seethewstory could
interest a passer-through. Unless, of course, goa'writer and
collect such things.’

'I'm not a passer-through, I'm a comer-to. Andriha writer, I'm a
vet. At least, I'm qualified, though | haven't grsed yet.'

‘And you're going to?"

'‘Not exclusively. This property that | . . . we..have inherited—'
‘More inheritors! | hope you haven't landed a &asis well.'
'‘No, it's unconditionally mine ... at least ours.'

"Your wife's, too?"

'‘No wife, a sister, who has agreed to come in tiisg with me.
Elissa is my only worry. | only hope she'll setii@wn.'

‘Then she isn't a vet as well? | mean if she was wouldn't be
worrying.'

'I'm not really worrying,' he admitted, ‘well, noverly. All Elissa
wanted was Out, out of her previous existence,thisdis very out
after Melbourne.'

'She was tired of it?'

'‘She was tired of a love affair. They both weree Tihheritance
occurred at almost the same time, sohere we are.’



'‘What kind of stud have you inherited? I've heafdhe Brahman
cattle up here, and how the breeding is flourishing

'‘Only the property came to us,’ he related. 'lt Wvasn a distant
relative. The stud is my idea. Not cattle, hortean't see why I... we
.. Shouldn't succeed. It's not the accepted Ingst climate, I'll
concede, but it's still the lovely silky air thatrkes like. Anyway' ... a
smile ... 'horses were the only thing to win Eliesar, | mean apart
from that Out she so urgently wanted. She's a peay girl.'" He
looked at Rowan. 'You are, too, no doubt. Theregpport between a
girl and a horse that—'

'‘Haven't you noticed an accent?' Rowan came ig.slyl

'l thought it was the Australians who had the atcbaot yes, of
course I'd concluded that you were English, butredl more reason
surely that you would be an animal girl, | meamat horses, then
dogs, then failing dogs—'

'Foxes,' she laughed.
*You hunted?'

‘Typed. The quick brown fox jumped over the lazygddlo, I'm
afraid you're looking at a townie. A London towhie.

‘Name of?' he pleaded, and again he had that vgrivogish look.
'Rowan Redland.’
'I'm Nicholas Jarvis.' He put out his hand andtslo& it,at-once.

'‘But you like horses?' he appealed, having reltigtéamken his hand
away only after Rowan had withdrawn hers.



'Ok, yes. Who doesn't? But | wouldn't be like yeigter, | mean I'd
be no asset in a stud.’

Neither will Elissa be much asset. She simply likesride in
attractive gear, emphasis on attractive. Oh, na'.shrug and a
resigned smile ... ‘help was not the purpose.’

'I remember,' Rowan nodded, 'it was Out afterattiove affair.'

‘And the beginning, | hope, of a new one, with sonee

unsophisticated this time, not like the smart cr@hd's been mixing
with. Elissa grew up too quickly, she went throtigihgs too quickly.

| want her to slacken off, to find new values. Ina.. he looked
carefully at Rowan as though to assess her reattiibis scheme ...
'Elissa to marry up here. A cane grower, a timbtot, a-'

‘What's wrong with a gingerbread man?' At his faestonished
look, Rowan amended, 'Ginger, | mean, without tlead). Ginger is a
flourishing crop.'

He seemed relieved that she was not scandalizb alisclosure.
'I've heard of the ginger,' he said. 'Are there qumger possibilities,
or are you too new to know?'

'I'm very new, in fact only a day old, but therarsoffering, and, by
appearances, quite a lucrative one.'

‘Lucre is an asset but not an essential. He soguitis a boy.'
‘A man.'
'Of course, you said so - the gingerbread man.’

'l leave out the bread,' she reminded him. 'Withldread he sounds
kind and rather folksy, which he is not, | mean toatne, though he's
probably quite reasonable to anyone else, thatismembering ... 'if



you obey on the double. But he's not'... she sgadiha.. 'to me. You
see, I'm at a disadvantage. He's that trustee.’

‘The possible reason for that sad ending you hiatner® to tell me?’

'Yes,' she said. She added, laughing, '"You'renggedtiot for someone
who's not to be told.'

He laughed back.
‘Are you just arriving?' she inquired. 'And whesehe stud?'

'I've examined it before, of course, but not "adVbefore. This is a
first time for Elissa.' He frowned, and Rowan krntéat he was a little
worried in spite of that 'not overly' of his. Thsrao company for my
sister,' he said.

I'm here.'

‘Yes, and you're a sight for sore eyes. But evengh you're only
through the bush'... he pointed and Rowan knewwbat that break
of the trees she had wondered over was ... lit'ast company in the
house. Elissa is used to house company. Becauss Fulfilling a

scholarship abroad, and our family were all gorlessg lived in a
hostel, a female one.’

'So did I." But rather different, Rowan judged,rglmg at the fairly
expensive car and guessing that even a humble vetutd need
money, from Miss Grimbell's.

A sudden thought struck her, a sudden hope, analsalas though he
read her mind, he asked, '"Where are you living?'

'‘Well..." she began.



She told him more of her story, of her stay laghhiat Narganoo, of
her intention not to go back.

'‘But where to go?' she admitted. 'l can fix up sivng here, but what
do I do until I've done the fixing? | mean, we'rda® from town.'

The truckies would always bring you anything ime,'daid, 'but perish
the thought.’

'‘Why? I've found them very good. Most generous@nadperative.'

'l agree, Rowan, but perish that thought when @olyne hundred
yards through the bush the stud with a bungalovia wd less than
five bedrooms - yes, that's right - awaits.’

The prospect was pleasing ... as well as beingtheanswer until
she could fix up a corner of her own, but Rowan twearefully. 'l

would want more than a room to await me,' she adadjitl mean ...
that is..

7 await.' Rowan had not heard the girl approachiag, not seen her
standing there listening, and now she turned toadribe prettiest

faces she had seen, a little petulant perhapgratchildishly so, as

though she had not quite grown up, for all herlieos assertion that
she had grown up too quickly.

'I'm an eavesdropper,' the girl said, 'so | knoletaalready. You're
Rowan. I'm Elissa, and you're going to live in thmuse. It's just
perfect. | simply couldn't face it without femalenspany, not after
the gang at Eight Arundel Gardens, not straight 8ffe came across
holding out her hand.

'It's awfully good of you," Rowan tried to say, kbe brother and
sister gave her no opportunity for thanks.



'It's all settled, then. Will you come across now?"'

'l can't leave the horror. | mean Tom Thumb ..sEabt until Barney
takes over. At any moment the lunch rush shouldnbdgven as she
said it, a truck pulled up, the driver and offsidalling as they made
their way to the dish of water under the mangadfmubles. and e.'s.
‘Driven right through the border,' they called atfigléy.

Elissa was plainly unwilling to leave, and Rowanught that her
brother would have no trouble interesting her invrfaces, male
style, but Nicholas was anxious to get to the hdeaes and bundling
his sister in, he backed out the car, calling tavRothat they would
see her laterAnd not to change her mind.

If Rowan had had any idea of doing that, a cruisiagsome hours
later (three trucks, rearguard of a score of otlmdre had stopped,
filled and departed, still pulled up outside Eatsuld have fortified

her. Jonathan Saxby, trustee, on the prowl, sekeexgerything was
being carried on in the manner it should be. Omgulse, Rowan
picked up a pineapple that one of the previouskies¢ trucking

down pineapples from the north, had presented Iitér sliced and
grilled it with the steak. The man who receiveldaked surprised but
still ate it.

Absurdly pleased atomechange, anyway, Rowan worked on.

The late lunchers extended well into the afterncamg besides
pineapple, Rowan made a banana innovation in ttme &6 a hand of
bananas on every table. Why not? This was thedésdch delights,
of pineapples ripened in a bright sun right tortfiem gold core, of
big yellow bananas only cut from their palm houesde.

'Regular K.R.s, you'll be having us believe we'aaid one of the
truckies, and when Rowan asked what that was, ihaagt: 'Knights
of the road, miss.’



He put down more money than he should have, and Roavan
objected, he pointed out that he had enjoyed sxinace.

‘But it wasn't done for that, | mean—' But the maas gone. Rowan
stood thinking a while. She had no wish to raise rlages, Uncle
Tom's rates, and she felt sure that Jonathan Sawiyd have no
wish, either, in fact that such a move on her parild mean a bad
mark. But if a customer insisted on paying morepwias she to stop
him? She separated the extra he had left, foundngoty tin and

placed the coins in it. Then she marked the tinshW&oom'.

Anything over would go to improving that iron dislirangement
under the mango tree.

As the last late luncher drifted off, and she begasparing the
sandwich service ahead for Barney as Barney hae aloead for her,
Rowan found herself becoming quite involved in thiseritance that
yesterday had so disgusted her. She mentally putuwrgains,
certainly not the pretty folksy ones her tea-rooas\wo have had, but
cool rattan. She played music on a record playestevn style, a few
manly band renditions. She supplied a desk andngrppaper and
pen, magazines, a fan.

There would be nothing extra charged, but if theas extra left, it
would go into the tin. She felt quite excited, lesgulfilled. A car
with two tourists pulling up, looking in, then gginon, quickly
deflated her new satisfaction bubble. She had knelnthey hadn't
stopped. Afternoon tea drinkers would never baetidd by Eats. It
wasn't s> and e. they wanted, nor corned beef thguwsbut scones
and jam. Jam? What about that ginger conserve atlehhd last
night? She stopped her doorstop filling for a wtaled smiled to
herself. '"Here was a chance to flatter Jonathabysamnd at the same
time win a point for the new owner. No producer Idofail to be
mollified by a request to use his products.

‘You look,' said a voice at the door, 'like theddatthat got the cream.’



It was her trustee, and Rowan wondered how he wioake reacted
had she said, 'No, but my new customers are goigegttit - scones,
ginger spread and cream.' But she must go slowly.

''ve been busy,' she said docilely.

'‘And the realization of all the money you've take brought that
satisfied grin? Don't let it extend ear to ear, $vRedland, it would
take so much longer to wipe off. | still have theaf say, remember.’

'l remember,’ she nodded, still carefully docifen'l to gather then
that it's not just a matter of monetary successdabants?'

'It's not your prerogative to gather anything, gtdbe dishes for the
sink," he said cuttingly. 'What are these banaoawgdn the table?'

'l put them there.’
'l didn't think they walked.'

'‘No,' she agreed ... silently counting ten. 'l tiay she proffered,
'seeing they were in the garden, that they shoailasled. | also’ ... she
might as well tell him before he discovered ...dedl grilled
pineapple to Uncle Tom's menu.’

‘No wonder you were purring, all that extra reward.

'‘No extra reward, the prices haven't risen. Thatighmeone leaves
more than they're obliged ..

‘You pounce on it for the kitty?'
'For the wash-room kitty. That dish under the tskn abomination.’

To her surprise, he agreed, 'You're quite righteh&owan felt she
had gained a few marks.



Emboldened, she said that a shower would be aigeadafter dusty
miles men needed to freshen up as well as stokad®&s it should
help in the same category as coffee and hot musteckie
sandwiches helped.

‘To keep alert? Yes, | agree.’

She was about to take advantage of his amicablel raod mention

the proposed afternoon teas, adding extra softanitige proposed
use of his own products, when, presumably alreaftgsed, he said
rather tentatively: 'l spoke out of turn last nigitiout where you're to
sleep, Miss Redland. Of course it must be NargaNaocy is quite

excited about it, and wouldn't dream of you sleg@nywhere else,
even if you could ... which you can't.'

'l can.' Because of the new amiability between tisé made it as
casual as she could.

'‘Oh yes'... a trifle impatiently ... 'l know yourcag up a cot here, but
| couldn't allow that, of course.'

'Of course?"

'‘Up till now we've had a remarkably safe recordlos motorway, no
violence, not even theft. But the world goes o 'dHrugged.

She said nothing, so he continued.

‘Things could happen, the usual things that do &apptick-ups,
assaults, the rest. Finally it would have to endvith either Barney
or me kipping here for your protection.'

'‘Which would never do," she reminded him with mauldg
primness, all sweet friendship discarded.



'For the reason,' he said coldly, 'of plain man fostnYou might get
the trucks to fetch you in a cot, but | don't irdea put myself out and
buy one when | have a houseful already, and | veb@&p on a floor.
So' ... a gesture ... 'the lady returns each ngghtarganoo.'

‘Sorry,' she intoned smoothly.

'So am |, he said briskly, 'but it has to be.’

'It hasn't.'

‘You are not to sleep here. I've just explained.’

'l heard you, and | accept your reason. But wotkkrd be any
objection from the trustee at my sleeping elsew?iere

"There is no elsewhere.’

‘There's a new stud opened only a few hundred yrdsigh the
thicket.'

'‘Emery's old place? Yes, | did hear— But where ol gome in?'
'l go there. Every night. | sleep there. Every high
"You damn well don't!’

'Who stops me? | mean' ... at a look on his facehat reason stops
me? This place has five bedrooms—'

'And a stud-owner.'

'‘Back to propriety again!" He looked thunderoudefore he could
explode she added to his stud-owner: There'ser Sist



That deflated him. He stood a moment, then wheslednd. 'I'll see
for myself,' he said.

Rowan called sweetly, 'Do.’

The early tea trucks ... it should really be dintmecks, but everyone
here seemed to call lunch dinner and dinner teaere beginning to
pull in, and Rowan knew that Barney would be altmielp her. She
wondered what the arrangement was with Barney, heh she
paid him, when he had time off. She knew nothinglatof this
business as yet, not even from where that big iingamit received
its gargantuan steaks.

Certainly another aspect of this place that shendicknow were the
two quite remarkable trucks pulling up now. Unlikee other
working fellows that panted in regularly they weie ducoed in the
usual subdued greens and greys, but in a brighbrexde instance, in
the other an eye-catching orange. On one was gdrifitee Boys', on
the other: 'Hang on or Bust'. Beneath both thessigrsmaller letters,
was R.R.

'It means Rough Riders, miss, the name of our &gsmt We're here
for the rodeo.' The speaker was a lean young méaghnjeans and
tall wide straw Bailey hat. Rowan learned latett that was what it
was called. 'S. and e. for three from The Boysfdar from Hang on
or Bust,' he ordered. He went to the back of ThgsBand opened it
up, and Rowan saw there were two horses within gatwhsiderable
amount of saddles, bridles, ropes, blankets ardl fee

'Is there a rodeo?' she asked. She added in explaibm new here.’
‘There's always a rodeo in Queensland, especiallynd these parts.'

You follow them up?'



'‘We're professionals.' He seemed to think it exgldieverything, and
perhaps it did if you knew what to make of it. Rowdidn't, but she
determined to find out over the s. and e.'s, felyteeemed clean,
attractive young men.

The haulage trucks had slackened off, so she wasabpend a little
time on their plates. It was not wasted; they behitneir appreciation
and assured her that if they could have they wbalk come back
every day for grub like this. There wasn't muciRaund Corner.
‘Where is that from here?"

"Some miles up. Yes' ... as Rowan's brows raiséthere's lots of
“corners" in these parts, and all good rodeo cguntr

'‘Good horse country, too?' She was thinking of blias.
'Fine. It's a wonder there's not more studs.’

‘There is. Well, one, anyway.' She pointed outdiearing through
the trees. 'A vet has taken it over for stud puepos

‘A vet?' They all looked at each other. 'It's wiatre after," explained
the leader of The Boys. 'We have this grey andriad'the best. Larry
would want him attended to. It looks like you mayHaving us more
often after all.’

'I'm sure he's very good,' said Rowan eagerly, refagérade as well
as keen for Nicholas. 'Why don't you go and se€him

'‘We'll do just that.' They marched off in a groAfter they had gone,
Rowan cleared up, smiled at the more than neceasaoynt left by
their plates, a common occurrence now, and puexitra in the tin.
Then she went out and looked in the trucks.



The ponies in Hang on or Bust looked fighting litit one of the
greys in The Boys seemed listless. But she was@ieto see that
they all appeared clean, comfortable, well grooraed loved. She
wondered who Larry was.

'‘Not considering adding horses to the menu?' JanaBaxby's dry
voice brought her out of her contemplation.

She started, then said irritably, 'l was admirimgn.'
That fellow, too? He looks in need of hospitaliaatl
'‘Probably he'll be getting it. | sent the boyshe stud.’
"Youdid!'

'Why not? With a resting pony they would have ttume here at
times, and they've already sampled my wares.'

'Oh, just business, eh? | thought you were doimgsla good turn.’
‘And why not that as well?"

'‘Why not?' he agreed, and stood looking at heosg that she began
to feel uncomfortable. ,

'So you saw Nic - Mr. Jarvis?' she asked.

'l saw Nicholas Jarvis. | also saw his sister.'
'‘Was he up to your requirements?’

'He was. So'... a pause... 'was his sister.’

‘Then you approve of me stopping there until bjxsomething here.’
Rowan wondered why she felt so cool towards hire; &l not like



him, but not liking people usually only afforded imdifference to
them, not a coolness like this.

'‘Perhaps | don't exactly approve, but | promise yawn't penalize
you.'

'‘No doubt because of Miss Jarvis.' She could neg Isaid why she
flashed that.

It seemed to amuse him, and that made her anpaardver.
‘Mr. Jarvis is keen for his sister to settle hesle¢ said.
‘That should be no trouble, she's a very beaugiful

'l assured him that there was a lot of scope. Ightr aren't 1?
Queensland has a lot more males ... isn't it alsumpf some two
hundred thousand?'

‘You've been doing your homework," he said hatgfull

'l've been doing nothing of the sort, | simply haped to read that. |
mean when you're coming to a place the least youloas read it up.'

‘The least,' he agreed maddeningly.

With an effort, for she felt like pursuing the seddj, putting him in his
place, but how could one put one's boss in hiseplslee said, 'The
cane farmers were mentioned, the timber growees—th

'‘Ginger men?'

‘Are there? | mean are there more than you?' Somshe had seen
him as the only ginger figure. It had been his mlf-satisfaction,
she thought.



‘Several.' He must have read her thoughts, anaidatshinly. 'So
you didn't mention us g's?"

'l did, except in the singular, and—'
'Yes?'

'l said gingerbread. Correcting it at once, of seuGinger you are,
but gingerbread never.’

‘You mean no gilt?'
'‘Guilt with a U?"

'How smart we are today! Money in the personal/lag well as the
till'... he had taken up and was rattling the tiland a sharp tongue.’

'l told you the money was for—'

‘Yes,' he interrupted, 'and | told you | agreedhiat. | also agree to
you bedding at the Jarvises' for the time being.’

'In fact no points lost?'
'Not so far.'
'Even when | serve a few extras?"'

'‘No, | can see your point there. | think old Tomulkbhave seen it.
Times change, and with competition—"'

'‘Am | to have competition?'

'l believe it's likely.'



It seemed a likely time to mention the music, tae, fthe desk, the
other side of the cafe that would deal with tedsha things she had
been thinking about. But he gave her no opportunity

'I've a lot to go through with you, Miss RedlandBarney's wages,
supplies ... steaks just don't appear in that éeeou know ... but
Barney will tell you as you go along, and when vdaan opportunity
I'll go over it again. Just now, as you must hasenslast night, the
business is flat out, | haven't a moment to myself.

'’ she said apologetically, for the rush todayd lggven her an
appreciation of how being busily occupied every raotnwas a
robber of time, 'arrived at a wrong moment."'

She had made the statement, so why was she sowaingmhe agreed
blandly and turned on his heel to go across t@¢#3

‘Sleep well tonight, Miss Redland. You can see aiftlace like this
you need to.' He got into the car.

‘You, too,' she called impertinently, ‘in your gengaper.'

‘Capers are hot, my ginger is not. | select ong/ithmature plants,
which gives a product with only mild, palatable tidde was smiling
blandly, undoubtedly, she thought unfairly, emulgthis wretched
mild ginger. 'Of course,' he went on, 'we harvhastmatured plants
for extractions, flavours, essences and medicies bn. You must
come and see, Miss Redland.’

'‘Must?' It was out before she realized, and shaditlip. Must to a
trustee who was watching her every move.

"You almost got yourself a bad mark there,' he gaite amiably, 'but
I'll waive it this time. After all, you haven't ailly refused.’



'‘Not actually," she agreed chokily, for she felyyveose to tallying up
a whole heap of adverse marks and it was hardrgplack.

His rewving of the car saved her... that, and #tarn through the
thicket of The Boys and Hang on or Bust. Rowan k@&awvaggon
burning up the motorway as he hurried back to imgey factory, and
knew that just at present when it came to moodsvehe in the
extraction class that was garnered hot and matuedmild and
green. But the rodeo boys' smiles soothed her,saedlistened to
their plans to leave Grey here and come down fretjuéo check
him. 'And eat with you,' they promised.

They added, 'Larry willing, of course.'

She watched as they removed the sick pony anditechlong the
track. She waved them away after they had retuagath, put rodeo
tickets in her hand, then set off.

One thing, she thought, there wasn't much timentoospection here,
for wondering what it was all about. A car was mglup now.
Would the driver want tea, would he just look amutnen go on?

He didn't, because he was Barney, Barney in arbedti@d model.
Rowan followed him inside the horror, showed hinm Bandwich
preparation for the night, other preparations, therhim down.

‘Mr. Saxby has no time, Barney, so you'll haveetbrhe. | want to
know all about Eats.'



CHAPTER THREE

BARNEY had a leather-dark face and his eyes were ddabp treases
formed from years in the glittering Queensland stime little eye
slits you did manage to glimpse were as larkspue lds these
Queensland skies, and they were bright and friendly

Automatically Rowan threw a steak on to the greshled the juices,
turned it, turned it again. At the last turn shelarin the eggs, put on
the thick slice of pineapple to golden-brown itleaae, then dished
the whole on one of the plates you couldn't haw&dm with an axe.

Barney was as unsurprised at being served a mealoas people
would be being served a cup of tea, but he wasriserp at the
pineapple. He said he thought it was a fine ideaygh, and from
someone like Barney who spent more hours at Eatsdahyone else,
it was good praise.

Rowan fired at once: 'How much do | pay you? Whehpghy you? If
you work all day on the cane and all night at Eateen do you sleep?
Why are you so good?"

Barney answered in rotation: 'The awkward wage.rfv¥eiday. |
don't work all day and by the same token | donttkward like | used
to, also | kip between night customers on the doiasometimes it
can go two or three hours between trucks.’

"You never answered,' smiled Rowan, 'why you wergoed. But tell
me your own way.'

Barney finished his plate, accepted black tea aagse sugar and lit
a pipe.

'I've been cutting all my life, Miss Redland.'



'‘Rowan, please, Barney.'

'Rowan," he agreed, narrowing the narrowed blus, sfisuch was
possible, to mere chinks, yet friendly chinks.

‘You're a good cutter,' reported Rowan from Jomgtlgeven tons a
day.'

'In my heyday,' sighed Barney, 'but now I'm gettamg So | cut much
less, sometimes none at all, and do other cane Joteye's always
lots of jobs with cane. Clearing up, burning offivihg the tram ...
that tram's actually a miniature rail truck ..the crush. So that's why
| can do with less sleep, miss, | mean Rowan. énalld eleven-ton
days | used to bed down by seven.’

'l see,' nodded Rowan. She asked politely if it besause he wanted
to make more money that he had taken on this gtita

Barney did not answer that for quite a while, tensaid a little

uncomfortably: 'No, not exactly. You see, | hadkmeeed I'd like it

for myself later on. | had that in mind. | thougdjlsbuld have done this
when | got too old even for the side jobs of theeca

'Oh," said Rowan, sensing the immense disappoirttheemust have
experienced when Uncle Thomas had died leavingstawdl and
testament that said '... to my niece.' Impulsistig leaned over and
patted the leather-brown hand.

The blue slits twinkled at her. 'Don't be sorrgjdsBarney. 'I'm not.
Not now.’

'‘Now?' she queried.

'l reckon now that a man should do a thing like for his own, that
he should pass it on, as Thommo has. | didn't temlzefore, not with



those other nephews and nieces of his, but yowell, you're
different. You know what?'.... another narrowing &ninkling ... 'lI'd
do it, too. With you.'

'‘But that's wonderful,' appreciated Rowan, quitecteed. 'What's
made you feel like that about me?"

'l guess it was the sandwiches,’ mumbled Barnkyuadled up nice
and ready like | do myself." He looked embarrassed, he still
smiled warmly, and Rowan smiled back. They werenfis.

‘You said the "other nephews and nieces". Havenyeuthem?’

'‘No, I've not met them,' Barney answered, 'but'tteegll been here at
one time or other, sucking up to old Thommo, spamdiis money
before they got it. He woke up in the end, andnkhf he hadn't died
when he had, he would have altered that will.'

'Cut me out?'

'I don't know about that, but | do know he wouldhate left it to them
had you failed with it. But he went before he coaltkr it, and wills
are wills.'

... And Jonathan Saxby, thought Rowan, is JonaHaipy.
‘Do my cousins live near?' she asked.
‘Too near,' Barney grunted.

'You mean they actuallgo.' Rowan tried out this new feeling of
relationship, a relationship that she never hadwknbefore. Her
father, an only child, had died in her infancy, éwed mother had told
her extremely little about her Australian connewsioRowan had
rather gathered that when she had married and tgoBegland, she



had been dropped by them. She smiled slightly als veversing the
usual order, she thought.

'‘Where?' she insisted from Barney.

'l didn't say where, | said too near, and | meamtear, wherever it is.
It's always too near when you're pestered like thestered your
Uncle Tom.'

'‘But why?' Rowan was looking around the galvanized horrod a
wondering how anyone could covet it. But then sdringt often
happened to people when they thought they migh¢fiiehrough a
will, though she still could not understand it...

'It has future,’ said Barney definitely. '‘Queendlas the tomorrow
state.'

The tomorrow state ... Rowan liked that. I'm pdrtamorrow, she
thought, and found the horror a trifle less hogibl

‘They all came at him," went on Barney.
‘My cousins?'

‘Yes.'

‘At Uncle Tom?"

‘Yes.'

‘All together?"

'‘No, in singles. But | wouldn't put it past themutaite now. In fact, |
think they have.’

‘How do you mean, Barney?'



Barney nodded his head cryptically towards Eatst,dowards what
lay beyond the door. To the clearing. 'Oppositiba,5aid.

‘The bus driver mentioned that. Mr. Saxby did. Batyou think it
would bethem?'Rowan spoke conspiratorially as befitted Barney
conspiratorial mood.

He nodded back.
'‘But where would that get them?'

‘They'd know the terms of the will as well as wekrthem. They'd
know you'd have to succeed or get out.’

'‘But if | made a success, and | do intend to makecaess—

'‘Look, Rowan,' Barney explained, 'this place hesy@orrow, but you
can't foist tomorrow on today. What | mean is, il wome, but not
yet. What | really mean is, there's enough for lauestill not enough
for two.'

‘Then why would my cousins do such a silly thinghat is if they are
doing it?"

Is one of your cousins called Pearce Grant?'

‘Let me see.' Rowan went quickly in her mind doiva page of her
mother's Bible. 'Yes,' she said. 'There is a Péarce

‘That's the name. Pearce Grant. Well, he's oparpran that cleared
block across the road.’

'‘But why?'Rowan asked again. 'lt's this place you tell na te ...
that they want, not a new venture.'



'‘By opening the new venture they'll get the old,drezause, as | said,
though there's plenty for one, there's not enouwghtwo. When
Jonathan comes to sum it all up on profit and legsch, being
Jonathan, he'll do, because he always does thegsght way, and
because that was what the will said, it said pabft—'

‘And beneficially," Rowan inserted, but Barney went

‘Then,' he finished, 'he'll have to rule againal,yilmprovements or
not, if the income has gone down. Which it wouldwNdo you see?'

'Yes,' said Rowan sadly, 'l see. But' ... hopefullymiracles can
happen, and if | run this place so perfectly tlabne will want to try
the place over the road—'

‘They always do,' said Barney, 'it's human nature.'

'l can still try." Rowan's lip was trembling alktt For someone who
only as short a while ago as yesterday had lookahd her and felt
sunken, she had come to want this horror.

‘You do that, girl,' advised Barney. 'l tell you atlelse you can do,
you can take off and leave it now to me. You otk

'It has been a long day," Rowan admitted, 'butraarkable day, too.'
She gathered up a few things. 'lIf you get busyehmvery busy,
Barney, you can always call me.’

'Right out to Narganoo?'

‘At the stud along the track. I'm kipping ... I'teeping there.' Rowan
added formally, remembering Jonathan's statemeniack of
convention being only for big cities, "'The new maand his sister..
have invited me.’



Barney did not comment on that. All he asked wésd 'you
remember mustard pickle on the sandwiches?’

'Yes.'

‘All right then, hop off. Keep your eyes peeled the track. Joe
Blakes sometimes come out in the evening to feelwhArm dust
under their bellies.’

'‘Joe Blakes?'

'‘Snakes." At her look of alarm, he assured heeyTon't want to be
stepped on by you any more than you want to berbitty them.
You'll be jake.’

'I'll be jake," hoped Rowan, making a lot of naseshe walked along
the short bush track so that any belly-warmingtersi would be
alerted and have time to slide away before she cantbe scene.

A turn in the track brought the homestead in vikwasn't as large as
Narganoo, but of the same Queensland type. Allig/s were on,
although it was barely dark, and Nicholas must Haaeen watching
for her, for he came down the steps at once.

‘This is jolly good of you, Rowan.'

'l was about to say the same myself about you f@ugou offering
this I'd be out at the gingerbread house again.'

‘A gingerbread house sounds fascinating.' Elisslachane out on to
the verandah. 'Is his name Hansel? Is he afteete3f

'‘No. He's Jonathan, Jonathan Saxby. He's my lale'srrustee.'

'How interesting for you,' Elissa said.



'l find it anything but that at present. My fatepdadson him.'

‘Mostly women's fates do depend on men,' saidd&é&ditle abruptly,
and Rowan thought: A story here.

'‘Come in," Elissa invited. 'lt's all still a medsyt what can you
expect?’

The place was spacious, large rooms, many of thEm. early
Queenslanders might not have bothered with desighthey had
bothered with fellow comfort. There was room to mow breathe, to
relax. Rowan said so.

T find it all a little primitive,' shrugged Elissédut it has its points.'

Nicholas began thanking Rowan for sending alongrdizeo boys.
Elissa sparkled, too, at that.

‘Can you do anything for the sick grey?' Rowan dske
'I'm sure | can.’'

'In a way," Rowan confessed, 'it was an advantageme, too.
They've promised to eat at Tom Thumb's every tiney tcome to
check the pony. That is,' she recalled, 'if Larti(® all this.’

‘Larry?' It was Elissa, and sharply.
‘That's what was said.’
‘Larry,' Elissa repeated thoughtfully. 'Not a usuaine.'

‘Yet not unusual,’ pointed out Rowan. 'l rathehgegd he was the big
boss of the outfit.’



'Rodeos are part of the Queensland scene,' caitiehnlas, 'so a big
boss would be needed.' " 'But why would horsesWaroasked. 'l
mean | thought these daredevil riders just climbed pony's back,
then that was that.'

‘There are are other events at a rodeo, eventsdaire your own
mount. Camp drafts ... that sort of thing. Elisaa tll you, she's the
equestrienne.’

'It's all quite silly," Elissa said shortly. 'I'nfraid.
Rowan, you're going to get a very poor tea.'
‘After s. and e.,' began Rowan.

'S. and e.?'

'Steak and eggs, which | seem to have been doilihglbday, all |
would like is a cup of—' She had started to sayttesn remembered
the caff tea, leaf-thick, strong, black. 'Coffefé said instead.

‘But a drink first," insisted Nicholas; he was healery nice. He got
out glasses.

They lingered over the drinks. Rowan had the fgelivat Nicholas
wanted this, wanted to entertain Elissa. He wadepty happy
already, Rowan could see that, but Elissa wasessstSeveral times
she got up and went to the door.

'It's so big,' she sighed.

'‘Quite right, sister, in it you could fit three more? ... states of
Victoria.'

'It's so... so ..." But Elissa left it at that.



They played records, talked idly, drank coffee anibbled
sandwiches ... not doorstops of beef. Then Elissag abruptly and
said, 'I'm going to bed. Your room is at the endtled passage,
Rowan. I'm afraid | haven't made up your cot.’

'‘Look, you've done enough already," protested Rowahby now
Elissa had left the room.

'‘No, Rowan,' emphasized Nicholas, 'you have.' Het\aad poured
more coffee. 'You must have gathered that my sist@n the run,' he
said drily. 'Otherwise she would never have conté wie.'

"That tired love affair?’

He nodded. 'That didn't come off. She's not a bddfde all that
brittle exterior. That's why I'm hoping—'

'For a cane farmer. A nut grower. A—'

'‘Gingerbread man,"' Nicholas finished. 'We met hoday. Yes,
Rowan, | am.’

'‘Can you tell me? | mean'... hurriedly... 'if yoan to.'

'l want to a whole lot, it would help, but | dokitow myself. | only
know this Lawrence affair went deep, or at leastgathered.’

'Lawrence was the man?"

‘Yes. | hadn't met him, but having lived a lifekfssa | sensed that
she was a deal more thrown about after it finighed following her
usual affairs.'

'Had she many?'



'She had her share." He shrugged. 'But this p&tiaane ..." He
sighed.

'It is a pity, then,' nodded Rowan. 'So she packednd came with
you.'

'Yes. But for how long? You can't exactly call the bright lights,
and Elissa likes her lights bright.’

'She can come down to Eats. We've different colfmrreach letter.'
'To where?'

‘To Tom Thumb. There's drivers there day and egriough you
probably weren't thinking of a K.R. future for yaaister.'

He started to laugh. 'What on earth are you talkingut?'

'‘Knights of the Road,' laughed back Rowan. 'Thekims, the
hauliers. The consumers ... and may they contiowmhsume... of
my s. and e.’

'Oh, yes,' said Nicholas knowledgeably now of tis¢ak and eggs.’

‘Steak and eggs,' echoed Rowan. 'For that's alivtlaat, didn't you
know?' A slight note of hysteria must have tingedt koice, for
Nicholas stood up and saiddecisively, '‘Bed for you, too, young
woman. | may only be a horse doctor, but | canwélen rest is
needed. The last room, | think Elissa said.'

‘Thank you, doctor," Rowan smiled.

She went down the passage, finding she was vesg, tas he had
said. She had a feeling that she always wouldred tike this up
here, it was a completely active life.



She made up the bed sketchily, comparing it rugfalithe perfect
bed and the perfect room of last night. There wasgoubt that that
gingerbread man did himself well. She lay down, caring that the
sheets were barely tucked in, nor the blankehat. ih a temperature
like this would soon be discarded, anyway ... ahipwn over.

She thought of Miss Grimbell's Establishment. @&f Young Ladies.

The young ladies thinking in terms of china tea amthamon toast,
of men, if men did intrude in the scene, as potisaed urbane and
shaking polite heads at proffered sugar cubesepnef to drink their

amber brew as it came from the silver pot, ceryambdt heavily

syruped with crude sugar. Business men. Town mehkhights of

the road. Not rodeo fellows. Not... growing progresly drowsy ...

ginger men.

She awoke to sunshine streaming through the windasgt.as nights
were instant up here, so, she expected, would mggriome with a
burst. It was quite early, but the day already szkmvell into its

stride. She got up, regretting (but dismissingrdgget immediately)
the absence of a tray with toast and ginger maeadavaiting her.
And a sprig of red ginger blossom.

She found a large bathroom that had already hadNiskolas, of
course. She showered, dressed, made up sparsaelyited these
latitudes, then went down the passage.

Nicholas was gone, but he had left coffee heatlBige smiled
appreciatively at the thought, found a jug andiedrit along to
Elissa's room, was told sleepily to put it dowregde, then she went
back, took up her things andstarted down the ttadkats. All she
needed for her inner man would be there, at Tonmkhu



Barney was ready to go. He said it had been a gigat and he had
managed a kip. He turned off the Eats lights, bupt the fire,
instructed her to throw on a steak for herself beedrom now till ten
there was always a rush and it was better to kel then departed
for the cut.

He was right. Four hauliers pulled in almost atean& table top
followed. A car pulled up and a man and a womaniedigor a few
minutes, the man saying that truckies knew whereaband the
woman asking eat what, then, the woman winningygoiff again.
Rowan was surprised at her indignation - she, whly the day
before yesterday would have done the same.

Business went on briskly right into the dinner rushvas only after
the midday meal that Rowan stopped for a brea8tex was glad she
had taken Barney's advice to stoke up.

She came to the door with a cup of tea, pleasedgthit wasn't good
business, that the motorway was temporarily empty.

Yet not quite empty. A car was pulling up on thbestside of the
bitumen. She watched a man get out. He glancegawp,her, then
came over, medium height, medium-eyed. She respopoléely to
his greeting.

‘Not exactly run off your feet, are you?' he smidher, and nodded
to the empty road.,.v Rowan didn't like the smile very much, no
what he said, but she answered politely againe 'Been busy.
"Would you like anything?'

'Yes... as a matter of fact.' » 'Tea? Steak? Santhsf"

'‘No. What | would like is a talk with you.'



That rather surprised her. Although here only a tays she had
come to sum up her customers, they always said thegtwanted in
a direct manner, they didn't edge shyly, or slijlgeemed to Rowan,
like this man was doing.

'‘Please go ahead.'
‘You won't like it.'

'‘Won't..." She saw light. This man must be the spgjum. '‘Are you—'
She glanced towards where Barney had indicateddtvwcafe was to

go.

'Yes.'
‘Then it can't be helped, can it? | mean | caaft you.’

'‘But it can be helped. And it would save a lotrotible if we came to
terms now.'

‘Came to terms?’
‘Two eating houses are ridiculous.'
'l agree there, but—'

'l've come to make a proposition. Strictly | haweneed to, | can go
straight ahead, but so much more pleasant if w¢ ithy way, don't
you think?'

‘What way?'
'I'm offering you a - consideration, will we caPi

‘Call it something more honest, please.’



‘Then a sum for you to - well, forget all this.’
'Forget what?'

‘This business.' He nodded to Eats.

'It's a good business.'

‘Now t is, but when you have opposition?'
'It could be good then, too.'

'‘But good enough?’

‘How - how do you mean?'

'l mean good enough in black and white ... or Hed@d in a ledger?
You see' ... a little smile ... 'l know the ternidJmcle Thomas's will.'

‘Uncle Thomas! Then you must be—'

‘Yes, Rowan, I'm your cousin. Not a kissing cousimhappily, and
that realization has really saddened me, | neveee®d such a pretty
relation as this.'

'Kissing cousin?' She stared at him stupidly, nbbwing him.

He said, 'Your mother, my step-aunt Selina, onljne€awith my
grandfather's late second marriage, she was nbtiai.'

'‘But she was, she always said so.' Selina Thumtihéidad said.
She had told Rowan how she had disliked it.

'‘Probably called so out of convenience, | meanfanaly of Thumbs
one non-Thumb could be a nuisance, but your mothgistepaunt
Selina, was not.’



As Rowan stood silent, he went on . . . playfully @ome to think of
it, not being a kissing cousin isn't so bad afterAsignificant pause.
'‘We're no blood relation.’

She stared at him blankly. This was something stterfot known,
that her mother had evidently never bothered tdvegl No wonder,
she thought fairly, the cousins resented a stegp'sisthild inheriting
before they did themselves. She would have, too.

'l -1 see,' she murmured inadequately.

'l thought I did, too." Now he was being heavilylgat. 'l thought |
had no two minds about it all. By the way, Rowam, Pearce Grant,
son of Frances Thumb, next in the family to youmowother." A
pause. '‘But now, when | meet up with you ..." Helena step forward.
He was looking at her as he had looked before.

Rowan promptly retreated a step. She didn't like. h¥ou'd better
confer with the rest of my step-cousins before y@ke any change
of strategy,' she advised briefly but definitely.

Pearce Grant closed tighter an already rather mighith, all his good
will gone. 'Very well, then, I'll put my cards ohet table. I've been
commissioned by the rest of the family to suggegbu to get out of
this business of yours before you're obliged tooget It could be to
your advantage.'

You mean - that sum of money?’
‘Yes.'

'It would be preferable, anyway, to the - othehéene were two spots
of colour on Rowan's cheeks, already hot from tgestove. She said
it in a manner he could not possibly mistake.



Her step-cousin was furious, but he kept himsetfantrol.

'We all know the unfair terms of Uncle Thomas'slwhHe stated
formally.

‘Then knowing and feeling like you did, why didgwtiu oppose it
legally?

‘The law can be a devious thing. Better, we alkadr to give you a
chance to retire gracefully, and by gracefully weam—'

'‘With a sum of money,' Rowan nodded. She waiteal. ‘N
'‘No?'

‘That's what | said.'

‘You understand what you're doing?'

‘Yes.'

'You understand that though you are satisfactdsigy now, in
another month—'

'‘Another month?' she queried.

'‘Less. Our plans have been drawn up, our permsigoh$erhaps you
would like to see the Outlook floor scheme.' Hedegp unroll a
sheath of papers.

"The Outlook?'

'Which | ... we ... have, fortunately. There's guatremarkable view
from the coast side of this motorway, which unhpypou don't get.’



He had unrolled the plan and spread it out, but&odid not look at
it.

After a few minutes he rolled it up again. 'A pitye said, 'it's quite
nice. Modest... we agreed on that, seeing it wily e necessary for

a short time ..but definitely not galvanized iron with a lack o
conveniences to match.'

He waited, but Rowan still did not speak.

‘Think about it, anyway,” he invited, 'think aboat suitable
consolation, for we can afford that if we don't édlie expense of
putting up this place.'

'l've thought about it already, Mr. Grant.'
'‘Pearce, surely.' He was looking at her in that again.

'l've thought about it, Mr. Grant, and the answana. Oh, I'm aware
about room for one but no room for two and how judgt must
finally be made on the returns of the account bdwk,| think Mr.
Saxby—

'‘Ah, yes, Jonathan Saxby.'

Something in her step-cousin's voice brought Rosveyes searching
his. She looked at him curiously.

'‘Ah, yes, Mr. Saxby,' he said again. A pause. Yy awrong, but |
don't believe you know very much about the reatestaf this
relationship, do you?'

'‘No,' Rowan admitted unwillingly.

‘Then you wouldn't know that ... No, you wouldmibkv, of course.’



'Know what?'

Mr. Pearce Grant was lighting a tailormade cigareatib backwoods
rolling for him. 'Did you never have any family o¥ds, my dear?'

'In a Bible," Rowan answered, loathing his 'dear".
‘Then refer to it.’
'It's in England.'

‘Then send for it. Decidedly send for it. If youeaanticipating a
possibly advantageous attitude from Mr. Jonathatgaget it out.’

'‘What do you mean?' she demanded.

'‘Send for that record. It will intrigue you. It Walso put a few things
straight. And now, dear cousin, I'll leave you battnote. | see some
trucks in the distance. They must stop here, femtxt break is two
hundred miles north. A disgusting country, realtynever knew
where to stop. Now, in your England ..." He gaudtle laugh that
was drowned in the sound of the revving of his car.

From then on, it was action again. During the agtimnathan Saxby
called in. Rowan watched him as she ... expertly noturned over a
steak, broke in eggs at the right moment. What tware about Mr.
Jonathan Saxby that caused a man like her stepactmusay, 'Ah,
yes, Jonathan Saxby?' Why had her step-cousineatiaisr to bring
out the family Bible?

She would, of course, if only to learn about harstos who were not
that but step-cousins after all. She thought (aspdled up Towers of
Pisa of bread and butter) that she could havelégtived about those
cousins had she not met, and disliked at oncecP&anant.



‘Getting quite an expert.' Jonathan came and diesdle her.
'Is that a good point?' she asked tartly.

He hunched his big shoulders. 'I've been on thgegiall day, don't
give me more now.'

She carried in a tray, came out to pile up another.
'It really doesn't matter, does it?' she said tytte
'‘What doesn't matter?'

‘The good points. In the end you really have toogaesults, don't
you, and what chance have | when—'

‘What? Discouraged this early?’

'I'm not, only it's true, isn't it, and now thaatltplace is opening—"'
'So you know about that?'

You hinted it to me,' she reminded him.

'‘Oh, yes, | knew.'

‘Then why didn't you tell me definitely?'

'‘Perhaps | thought you'd learn soon enough.’

*You knew my - relations were doing it?'

'Yes.'

'l suppose you knew, too, that they're really not.’

He looked at her in surprise. 'Didn't you?'



'l only knew my mother was the youngest, justtielafterthought, |
believed.'

'‘And perhaps she was.'

'‘Maybe, but not my step-grandfather's afterthoughtnystepeousin
Pearce Grant has recently told me.’

'Oh, so he's been here.' Jonathan's eyes weravedrro

'‘Not their own grandfather's afterthought and nati@n really of
Uncle Tom's,' repeated Rowan. 'No wonder they—'

'Rot,' came in Jonathan Saxby. 'Relationshnwthing, love is.’
‘Love?'

' mean ... well, | mean you can't build up somaghsimply because
you're connected.’

'He ... Pearce ... was pleased we were not cortjestegd Rowan
distastefully.

'‘Was he?' Jonathan looked sourly at her. 'And you?"

'It was a shock. | mean | didn't know. He told mesénd to England
for records, which | will do, of course.’

‘I wouldn't," Jonathan said.
"Why?'

'It's quite unnecessary. You've learned the triaioaship, leave it at
that.'

About to argue, Rowan changed her mind. She was|



now determined to send over to London at the esrip®ssible
moment, which would be as soon as Mr. Saxby firdskmgs
inspection and went out. There was something ode, s®@mething
she had to know.

The time did not come for several hours, indeedas just before
Barney took over. The motorway empty, Rowan tookhadbig black
phone. After some vigorous ringing, there was aswan. The
exchange was yet another Corner - no wonder theorbdys had said
there were lots of corners. The telephonist listeleRowan's cable,
then said, 'But, darling, you needn't send to Lonfitw a Bible, I'll
loan you one.'

It seemed to Rowan it was the first friendly huntaimg she had
heard all day, not counting the hauliers who wésags friendly, but
from non-customers. She explained that it was ayeBible that she
had to have, it had a page of relations.

‘Yes, they can be the devil,’ sympathized' theptedaist, who said
she was Shirley and to call on her when she cant@me in where?
Then Shirley said she would book the cable anddidwghe like it up
here, it was all right if you had nowhere else. Bwtas said in the
same proud tone as Jonathan had used.

Rowan put the phone down as Barney came in. Heheldhe next
week's steaks would arrive tonight and he wouldksthem. They
had a cup of tea together and some of the sandsvibhé Rowan had
found time to cut and wrap. Barney said judicioublyy could have
been thicker and hotter, but they weren't badfarod newchum.

Nodding wearily, the newchum made her way alongtthek, not
bothering about snakes now, so she must be getticignatized, to
the stud.



CHAPTER FOUR

SHE must have been earlier than yesterday evening, ias lighter;
instant night had not yet gathered together itskobmckdrop. On the
other hand summer could be on the way, Rowan mudpdere
you'd never really know unless you consulted tHenchar. She was
not used to seasons that held hands with each, diilneshe found it
very pleasant... apart from the snakes that Bahnaeywarned her of
... to feel soft warm earth beneath her.

She turned the bend of the track to see that Bissaout on the sick
grey, who now appeared vastly improved, which wasething,
Rowan smiled, for Nicholas's skill. Both horse agid obviously
were enjoying themselves, and Elissa looked radiané was the
perfect equestrienne, and undoubtedly aware dfathurried jeans
and jumper for Elissa, even though she rode al@he; wore
immaculately tailored jodhpurs and shirt with a &Rewan had the
Impression that the attire and not the mount wasrstfimportance
with Elissa, but she might have been doing hemarsiice, for she
was unquestionably an accomplished horsewoman.

She rode up to Rowan's side. 'What do you thinkimf?' she asked,
but her tone really said, 'What do you think of me?

'Fine."! Rowan decided that that answer would dadbfith of them.
She asked, 'Is Nicholas satisfied with the grey?’

'He's pleased at his quick pick-up and has asketbrde this light
exercising, if that's what you mean,' Elissa sattl ver characteristic
occasional sharpness - she could be very sweetsdewhere,
Rowan felt, she carried a chip.

'l didn't mean it like that,’ Rowan said, 'l juseamt was Nicholas
satisfied that it would soon be fit enough to nejthe troupe.' To
introduce a lighter note, Rowan laughed, 'Becausaw lose Grey's



visitors | lose some eating trade. The boys hasmmed to patronize
me each time they come down.'

'‘But it all depended, you said, on the boss ofdh#it. A - Larry,
wasn't it?'

‘You have a good memory.'
'‘Not at all, I just happened to think it was an suml name.'

‘Another form of Laurie, probably, short for Lawoen' But Rowan
spoke to nothing, for all at once Elissa had putladhe grey's rein
and cantered him off.

' told her not to do that.' It was Nicholas noarsting with Rowan. 'l
told her to take him easy. She's an unpredictalrle egpecially
since—'

'The end of the affair?’

‘Yes, Rowan. I'm afraid, apart from a settling nzeye up here for
her, so taking a load off my shoulders, | can'tkbamuch on my
sister's help.' He was looking wistfully at Rowan.

There was no mistaking that look, and Rowan burstaughing.

‘Nicholas, | do believe you're being nice to mehvah end in view,
and that end is help with your stud.’

‘There could be something else as well, Rowangetheuld be very
easily." Now his eyes were warm.

'‘Were | in Elissa's position, that position of hryia brother anxious
to "place" me, | would be doing very well,"” Rowaaudssincerely.
‘Not only a vet surgeon with his own stud but anegtionally nice
man as well. But I'm not in that position, Nichqlaad | happen to be



in real need of help myself, and that need just abgorbs me.The
caff' ... she did not correct herself this timabsorbs me."

'‘When it stops absorbing you, you could let me krigwt seriously,
Rowan ... yet do believe me | was serious just therare you in need
of assistance with Tom Thumb? Perhaps Elissa—

'l could call on Elissa some time, and | think glaild enjoy it.'

'A steady procession of men," commented Nicholég, dr know
shed enjoy it. But if it isrt help in that way then what?"

'| face opposition from my step-cousins - and | tahyou that that
"step" surprised me.'

'‘Can you tell me more?' he asked, interested.
Glad to confide in someone, Rowan did.

She enjoyed that evening much better than the rogfdre. Elissa
had got things in place, if sketchily, and Nichdiasl managed to get
a timber-cuttes wife to come and help during the day in the hous
The woman had left a meal that was not s. anchd.wdich Rowan
enjoyed.

During the music that followed, the household wascgnded upon
by the R.R., the Rough Riders. The boys had tredeflown from
Round Corner to see the grey, and after they rsagihim they took
little persuasion to stop on for drinks, coffeeand a dance on the
wide verandah. Both Elissa and Rowan thoroughlgyeag the heavy
hopping with these young giants in boots, and dielganed against
the verandah rail afterwards laughing at the stgby must have
made.



'l thought,' said Rowan when she regained her lby&htt you could
only leave the grey here if your boss O.S.'d it.’

'That's right, but hg gone.’
'‘Gone?' It was Elissa, sharply interested, for sceason.

'‘Down to Melbourne. He'll be back and then hotfiegit no doubt, to
see if the fellow is being properly looked after.'

'He comes from Melbourne®gain it was Elissa.

Yes. Look, the next rodeo is on Wednesday. Heseme tickets for
you girls.’

‘You gave me some before," Rowan reminded him.
'They wort be current now. Take thes&nd come.’

Rowan started to say she would be unable to atbenidg a business
woman, but Elissa accepted the tickets for thenh,bahd soon
afterwards the lorries rattled off.

'l hope you two enjoyed your nightpmplained Nicholas feelingly. '
never scored a dance.

'‘What would you expect with fifteen males and oh¢hem merely
my brother?' laughed Elissa.

I'm not Rowan's brother.'

‘Then you weren't quick enough," advised ElissaotGnight. I'm
going to bed.’



She left everything as it was, so Rowan took upusbed cups and
glasses. Nicholas helped her, worrying because Rtvad enough of
this to do all day.

'l only hope | continue to,' she sighed. '‘Don't,ficholas, | enjoyed
tonight, too. All of it, even this washing up, iieme washing up and
that's different. At least anyway it took everythiout of my mind. |
forgot my worries jumping around like that.'

"You should have more fun, you should avail yodrsithose passes,
for instance. You must get out some time.

'l haven't been here a week yet,' she reminded him.

'‘But you must have time off, otherwise you'll beeandull girl.'
'Is that the doctor talking?'

‘The horse doctor,' he grinned; he was very frigadld easy.

Rowan was thinking this as she got into bed, tmgkhow much
easier he was than her trustee. Everything wasdrtheawrong way,
she sighed; Nicholas should have been Jonathaath@nNicholas
... though could it still have mattered with a jrofause to fulfil? She
decided not to worry, and slept.

The next morning was as perfectly balmy as theipusvmornings.
Barney had said the only weather worries up here we cyclones
that sometimes hit the coast.

'‘We miss the real coastal impact,' he had saitl wieucan get some
diabolical winds, at least they do diabolical therg the cane.'

‘Mr. Saxby told me, he said there was a pocketexdther here that
made a manual cut necessary.'



‘Yes, you've no idea of the distorted shapes Jena@fhas in.’
‘Jemima?’

'‘Our last cyclone. Then Helen wasn't too kind,exitBut don't worry,
like the Joe Blakes they're not with us all thathu

There was no sign of a cyclone today. The sky wasader blue, with
here and there a few blurred little pink clouddtolers, Rowan
knew, from a narganoo sunrise ... she smiled atelfeat that ... for
she had seen the blaze of crimson through the windb her

bedroom when she had first opened her eyes, arabtimryside had
seemed literally enfolded in flag-bright bunting.

Qf course, her thoughts went idly on, red sky atrmmgy was
shepherd's warning, but here there were no sheegpube of the
danger of foot rot so close to the coast, Barnelytbll her, so there
were no shepherds, only hauliers, cane cuttergaple growers,
banana plantationers, vets. A gingerbread man.

The gingerbread man. She frowned slightly, reoglldonathan
Saxby's advice to her not to send for any famitords. There had
been an emphasis there, she felt. Why had he adtha&? Well, she
was getting the records, anyway. Shirley from wiateorner it was
that served their particular telephone connectiat tead the cable
back to her, and she had seemed very reliable.

She walked slowly, not because she was unwillingetch work,

already she knew she was enjoying that work, etiagyghough it

was, but because it was such a glorious day, ®aat the morning
promise of glory. There were several little houfmsbehind her
climbing the tiers of the lower foothills that réa&cl up eventually to
those fascinating domes and minarets of the raage, standing
awhile to look back she thought of the villagesTatcany she had
read about with their climbing white houses built the sides of



cobbled streets, though these little farmlets hadtreets and were
mostly green timber, often merging into the silgeeen of the ever-
present acacias until only a thread of blue woodemoarked their

existence. She would like to go up there, she thgumnd look down

on the patchwork of crop colours below, further tuthe® dreamy

islands of the Barrier Reef. It seemed impossihbkt tlemima, or
Helen, or whatever her name was could ever sweep those

protective islands to disturb this present tendémnc

When she entered Eats, Barney told her it had baken there, too.
'‘Not too calm, there's a nice little sum in thetykitout no rush,
Rowan. Which reminds me, you're to take a day adhs

She looked at him in inquiry. After all, this wasrhbusiness. Then
she remembered. It was only her business for ag &mhe, as
Jonathan Saxby, said Yes. Undoubtedly Mr. Saxbydeadeed this.

'Oh, no,' said Barney when she said so, 'thereyalWwas to be a day
off. Even Thommo, your Uncle Tom, had a day off.’

‘Shut up shop?' asked Rowan incredulously.

'‘No." A pause. 'Nancy came over.' Actually Barnentved. He was
always a ruddy leather colour, but now the red tcregar his ears
which were not leather.

'‘Does Nancy like that?'

'Likes it very well,' he said offhandedly, 'she kewas it's a change
from housekeeping. It's a real day off for Nance.'

‘Carrying bricks?"
‘Well, | suppose so in a way. But she likes it.'

‘Do you have a day off, too?"



'l think of this as my day off." Although he triedt to betray it, a
wistful note came into Barney's voice.

'Oh, Barney,' said Rowan, upset. 'You do love it.'

'‘Nothing to stop me keeping on loving it with yaunning it," said
Barney stoutly. ‘Now think about your day off.’

‘Mr. Saxby's orders, no doubt,’ said Rowan crisply.

'‘No doubt." A man had entered the horror, and thight of his
shadow now that the sun had reached the door rhadpassible for
her not to recognize the trustee.

'‘Good morning, Mr. Saxby," Rowan greeted.

‘Good morning, Miss Redland. Ready for a day's ®work
'Ready.' She almost added: 'Sir.'

‘Will you be ready, too, for your weekly break whenomes?'
'If you say so.' - Under her breath: 'Sir.'

'l say so. All work and no play—

‘That has already been said to me by Doctor Jarvis.
‘Doctor?’

'Horse doctor.' She laughed ... but Jonathan Sdixlyot laugh with
her.

'‘One day a week,' he decreed. ‘At her own requastyNcomes over.
No doubt it's a break from the pressure of femétesye have quite a
number of them there at present.'



'Oh, yes, the harvest. How is the harvest doing?'

‘The harvest is harvested. It's now being deah.iite looked at her
a little tentatively. 'Perhaps you would care te gen your day off.'

She could not say no, thank you, and as a mattacoshe did want
to see it, but on the other hand because it wasumsee who offered
it, she could not bring herself to be gracious aliou

'Some time,' she murmured.
'‘Why not this time?"

She moistened her lips, still unable to concedarto 'Because,’ she
said in an inspiration, 'I'm going to the rodeo.’

To her surprise he did not pounce on her for thiaich she rather had
expected. 'You certainly must go to a rodeo,' heed) 'I'll see to
some tickets.'

'l... we already have them.’

His brows raised. She told him about their visitas night at the
stud and the passes they had been given for WeaneSde did not
mention the party.

'I'm going to the Corner myself on Wednesday onnass, I'll drive
you,' he offered.

"There's Elissa, too.'

‘That was my main reason for offering," he proffieiéandly. 'l can't
see that little one sitting beside a truckie.'

‘But you can see me?'



'Yes, Rowan Redland, | can see you.' He was loakangpw-eyed at
her now, sly amusement in the slits.

You mean I'm—'

'l mean you're not a delicate piece of porcelamgrinned hatefully,
'more the tough old man.’

‘You're impossible!’

'‘And so would Elissa be in a truck. Oh, | know dhenjoy it, she
would enjoy all male company, but it can get roagid dusty up
there.'

'‘But | could take it?"

‘You're taking all this, aren't you?' He looked war@ him at the
galvanized horror.

'If that is meant as a compliment...'

'‘As a matter of fact, it was.' He said it so seslgwshe decided to
leave it at that.

'‘But what makes you think we'd get a lift?' sheesaisk

'‘Of course you'd get a lift in Queensland.' He kxbkat her in
complete surprise at such a query.

‘Nicholas might want to go, he might want us witim h
All at once Jonathan Saxby seemed to weary ofubgst.

'‘Watch your supplies,’ he advised shortly. 'l ththie steak order
could be speeded up. Have a word with Barney.'



'‘But—"' His abrupt altering of the the topic confdgser, but she had
no opportunity to be confused long, as a line wéks pulled up, and
when she had dealt with them all an hour later lstewv that her
trustee had been long gone.

She had another episode to deal with that mordingne truck came

along around eleven o'clock, that lull time aftatel breakfast and
before early lunch. The driver seemed only a boy,she knew that

the most stringent road rules applied here, they thould demand

that he was a mature man. But in his exhaustegl, $tatboecame a boy
again. When Rowan asked him if he wanted the u$i@gahodded,

then put his head in his hands as she went ouittl& ¢oncerned,

several times during her cooking she peeped innat énd he was

still like that. But when she took in the finishedy, his head was
right down on the table, and he was asleep.

He had no offsider. She did not know the law altbat, but she
rather thought there would be one regarding relteifie looked down
on him in sympathy for a few seconds, he seemeg waing, very

Immature, then decided to take back the tray aeg kiee dishes hot
while he rested for a while.

Then she noticed that he was not really restiray, tis hands were
clenching and unclenching. A thin tear actually dawn his pale

cheek. The boy... thenan needed rest. Proper rest. He should |
down, not be propped up here.

She wondered if she could get him to Barney's camatshe doubted
it. For all his slenderness he was wiry, and ifrhsisted, as he
probably would resist, for these hauliers were maitged, ambitious
men, she would be no match for him.

She glanced to the door, hoping for custom, hogwgn for her
step-cousin measuring up the land across the mayoagain. But
there was no one.



She thought of Nicholas. It would not take her lemgun down the
track. She made the young truckie as comfortab&hasould with a
cushion, then set off.

She was in luck. She had only got as far as thd idr@en she heard a
car approaching. It was the vet, and he noddetd@pcured out her
story, left the car in the track and ran back viiéh.

The boy still slept, but between them they got torBarney's couch,
and here Nicholas did some horse-doctoring asitievsih a serious
face now, no fun. He turned to Rowan.

'He's all right, just overdone it. He should hawve dfsider, but
probably his excuse will be that he's picking opdurther along.’

'Excuse?’

‘These hauls are strictly policed, Rowan, so heldvoeed an excuse,
and rightly so, because we have a bad record w@aithue accidents.
This boy is fatigued.’

'‘Why does he do it?'

'‘Why do any of them do it? Good money, and a fathifit needs that
money. They drive themselves to a standstill. LawKs coming out
now.'

The boy had come out. He looked at them in bewnhdégrt a moment,
then in panic.

‘How long have |—'
‘Not long," Rowan assured him. 'But frankly | wishad been longer.’

'l have this time thing,' said the young drivévgligot to make it, or—
You see, it's my first haul.'



'If you've any sense,' advised Nicholas kindlyl be your last. Oh, |
know the money's good, but you have to be the tigig.' He paused.

'You're not.'

'I'm a good driver.'

'I'm sure of it. But you're not tough, hard, di¢icied - oh, a score of
things that go to make up what this entails.’

'‘Betty—' murmured the boy unhappily.

‘Your girl?'
'‘My wife.' He didn't look old enough for that.

Nicholas finished for him: '‘Betty would want youva, not asleep at
the wheel and then not alive any more.'

'‘Black coffee will fix me.'

'‘With steak and eggs with it,’ said Rowan firmlya¥Vit Rowan
Redland talking, Rowan Redland of Miss GrimbellegeHostel who
only a week ago had planned cucumber sandwicheiandmon
toast? 'Bread and butter, tea with milk and susyad,a wash-up. And

a._I
'It does sound good,' the boy smiled a little walbgt

Over the meal he admitted it had not been all beght. The open
road, he had dreamed, no boss driving you, no catehmg you,

good money at the end.

'‘And death at the corner,' Nicholas said.



The boy gave a little shiver. 'l did come neartt@ast night. | went
through some miles of forest ... you know how tress be at night.
At one time | even thought—'

‘That a truck was coming at you from the wrong sitléhe road, so
you crossed over and only crossed back in timgdalaan oncoming
truck on his right side?'

‘Yes,' said the driver. He said uncertainly, 'Sonestold me there are
pills ..."

'‘No good for you," said Nicholas. "The only gooddiome for you is
to get back to Betty. It was Betty?"

'Yes.'

‘And no more open road, no trucking, because ted won't open
very long the way you're going.'

'I've only paid one instalment on the truck.’

'l can see that. It's virtually new. It particulamterested me because
it happens to be the very make I'm after.'

Outside Rowan heard the noon lunchers arriving.spleel out. She
was not as prepared as she should be. Also shendtadut any
packets of corned dog and mustard pickle.

The next hour raced by, and all the time the bog A&lcholas

remained cloistered together. Then at last thel fkraght of the

Road, for today's dinner rush, anyway, called @&fsgyou,' and went
off.

And Nicholas came out.



'He's sleeping again on the couch, after which take a lift south.
He won't have any trouble getting one.’

'‘But his load?"

The first empty, or semi-empty, will be only to@adlto pick it up for
him. Besides a tip here there'll be the payofhatdestination.'

'What about his truck?' Rowan asked next.
‘My truck.'
'Oh, Nicholas, is it?'

'l wasn't being kind when | said it was the oneanted, itwasthe
one. But there was a waiting list and | knew it Vadolbe a matter of
months. But as things have turned out it's not everatter of days. A
vet and a stud man must have something other taii c

'So you've taken it over?'
‘Yes. I'm lucky, Rowan.’
'‘Perhaps ... but you're still kind, you're still--'

Suddenly overwhelmed at the happy ending to itaaipy who was
not built for all this, a boy who would have turnedhe pills he had
spoken of, to anything to keep him on the road, netwrned instead
to where he should never have left, returned toybisng wife, a
feeling of profound relief took possession of Rowan

On an impulse she leaned up and kissed Nicholssg&ihim fondly,
gratefully. He held on to her appreciatively inuret



The shadow of a vehicle across the doorway senaRavithdrawing
from the vet. Goodness, what if the customer haa $iee little act,
though these hauliers, she thought, were easyguoang

But this one was not so easygoing. He was backingagain.

Shrugging with annoyance at loss of trade, forls not done too
well today, Rowan went to the door.

It was a car, not a truck, that was speeding dovemtotorway. It was
the trustee's.



CHAPTER FIVE

JONATHAN SAXBY'S invitation ... though it had come more as
command than an offer ... to conduct the girlsh® todeo suited
Nicholas well, because he needed his own car te ki to the
nearest motor registry to fix up the truck trangfem the old to the
new driver.

'It's a more complicated business than a privatéloa said. 'l never
dreamed there were so many forms.'

The arrangement suited Elissa, too. She had sewthdm's smart
roadster which he said he would be driving, andtitgapproved of
it— She also had met Jonathan and approved of him.

When he called round on the Wednesday mornings&lsd taken
the trouble to get down to Tom Thumb so that heldvoot need to
go up the track, and Rowan soon saw why ... antkdniirectly the
car stopped, Elissa put herself near the driveat,Tthought Rowan
with amusement, would be typically Elissa.

She looked lovely in a lemon slacksuit that suhed fair hair and
complimented her slender figure. Rowan felt shedi€fooked drab
in comparison, but she had got to the caff an leaulier so as to
lighten the day's work for the others by doing sosamdwich
preparation, and had not dared wear anything |&de.only hoped
her simple deep blue linen did not appear too waalka

Nancy had scolded her for the preparation. 'Whatodothink | come
here for?' she demanded.

About to answer, 'l don't know, Nancy, what do youne here for?'
Rowan had stopped herself. She had caught a fieletrk between
the housekeeper and Barney. Into the pleasantdaiace of which



Nancy had said the freckles had joined togetherdnaft a pretty
pink. Why, thought Rowan, | do believe that pair-

She had had no opportunity to finish her thougkhsugh, for
Jonathan had pulled up, got out and they had got in

They had set out for the day's excitement.

To Rowan, it seemed a long way to go for a roded,up here she
knew distance was considered a mere detail. Elissdne middle,
said it was longer than Victorians usually wentd gaughed cosily
when Jonathan then asked her slyly how far didoviahs go. On the
outside, Rowan only half listened to their playf@partee; the
scenery was absorbing her.

Never had she seen such quick changes, such gagattirst it was
cane, mile after mile of gracefully waving, damglyining green,
making a patchwork quilt where the plantings wergarying stages
of growth. At times narrow-gauge railways ... cdligamways ...
broke up the mosaic, and little laden wagons pufledg with their
load.

It's good cane,' Jonathan said proudly, 'risestdéeur feet in parts,
though, of course, about four feet of that is "tadpther places beat us
in height, but we have the biggest sugar contdie.' glanced
teasingly down at Elissa. 'All that for sugar fouy tea!'

She smiled coquettishly back at him, but Rowantfedt she always
did this, just as she took the seat near the ntagimply was Elissa.
She acted all the time. When Jonathan describedbehsties that
came out of the cane, the mice, sugar 'roacheds who sat at six
inches, she gave a feminine little squeal and ingoldim not to let
her out.

You'll be all right, we're among the nuts now.'



These were the Macadamia nuts, and where they goemwould
also find a belt of rain forest, the trustee s@ltk nuts were picked up
from the ground beneath the trees, the harvestasn'vany trouble,
but the cracking for the kernels was, for the sha&bre iron hard. But
science was overcoming that now. They had beenggtiirough
softwood country, planted timber, for it also nekdee rain, and
Rowan caught her breath at the sight of the regdlabftwood trees
rising hundreds of clean straight feet. At the edligihe plantings the
unregulated ones rose, too, festooned in pardigitaand occasionally
trailing orchid.

They stopped for pineapple drinks at a pineappémtation, then
Jonathan took a mountain detour so that the gmlddclook down,
really look down, on the embroidery of the BarrReef islands,
paisley patterned from this height in greens angsl yellows and

greys.

At last what Rowan had waited for, and seriouslyndered if
Queensland really possessed, loomed up. Her dinst.t

'‘Not huge,' said Jonathan, 'like Townsville, Buretgh some others,
nor by English' ... he smiled slyly ... "gictorian standards, but we at
Cosy Corner think Round Corner's a big smoke.'

It was sprawling, comfortable, planted with bauaiand jacaranda,
and today had a sense of expectancy. 'lt's timplamed Jonathan,
‘for the procession to go by.'

‘A procession, too?'

'‘Well, not exactly, but all these Gold Cup rodepsroup with a Cobb
and Co. display down the main street.’

They watched the parade, then Jonathan said hesdead enough
rodeos to suit him and would pick them up in theeraoon. After



Elissa's cosiness during the trip, Rowan had ragkpected that the
girl would prefer to forgo the rodeo and stay witbnathan, but
something had come over Elissa, she was so eagger itothat she
barely gave Jonathan a farewell wave.

'‘Oh, do hurry, Rowan,' she complained.

There were crowds milling into the enclosure, dut boys had
reserved their seats. Nothing had started as yefif lwas the same
scene as at all such outdoor gatherings, the saoteténts, drink
tents, commercial merry- go-rounds, hooplas, claieolvheels and
shies, all their attendants eager to snare therdedoleo trade.
Everywhere except inside the big corral the graas already being
worn thin from passing feet, and becoming littenedh lolly
wrappers and butts.

Behind the corral in stalls the riders and thefsidkers waited, the
riders resplendent in ten-gallon hats and briglothecked shirts.
Also, whispered Elissa to Rowan, the mounts walsx. looked pale
and a little nervous, and Rowan asked her was #reyehing wrong.

'Of course not. Why should there be?

‘No reason, only you seemed—

'‘Well, it's all silly, isn't it? | mean—'

‘What do you mean, Elissa?'

'It would be dangerous,' Elissa said, and she salindetched.
‘These men know what they're about.'

‘What if a man - doesn't?'

‘Then he wouldn't go in for such a thing.'



'He - might,' Elissa said in a low tone.

There was no time to pursue that subject, for a bliexcitement had
risen to a high pitch, and to hear anything oneld/bave had to ask
the speaker to shout. The show had begun.

Rowan enjoyed it completely. She watched the stioogmerang
legs of the competitors as they sat long in thelleaghe caught her
breath at men on foot in the arena making splicséddeaps for the
surrounding rails as a horse thundered towards .th&he
horsemanship, roping, drafting and roughriding Kegt fascinated,
the risking of necks and limbs for the honour ahigeghe champion.

Several times she heard Elissa breathing tightsydeeher, but she
could not take her eyes off the virile scene, thegh, hard-riding,
lean, tanned, leggy men, the swirl of flying hooves a fresh
four-legged candidate who hadn't been ridden inthgtook his turn
in humiliating his burden into the dust as he mgted, kicked and
threw made her forget all about Elissa.

Only when the lunch break came did she rememberHiissa was
gone.

So the girl was not so tough as she liked you ittkthmused Rowan
... though tough was not the right word, tough,oading to the
trustee, was for her. She was not so blase, Ro@ught instead.
Either that, or she had decided that Jonathan Vbatter day's sport.
Somehow she did not think so, though; for all hegquetry on the
journey up Rowan had had the impression that Elssmanot really
interested, that she had something else on her.mind

She wondered where to look for her. Certainly atenof the food or
drink tents, they would not be Elissa's choicehBps, she thought,
not adverse to the idea herself after a week aksé®d eggs, some
dainty tea shop fare in the town. She left the aren



The main street was deserted. She supposed it wailia holiday
and that all the shops would be closed, in whigdehe had better
eat at the rodeo after all. She turned to go back.

'‘Had enough already?' It was the trustee, and Bewaing down the
steps of a hotel.

'‘Not really. | enjoyed it tremendously. But eitliéissa didn't or she
saw something - or somebody. Anyway, she wasntetiden |
looked round.’

'You must have been absorbed,' he laughed. 'Coareifill buy you
a drink.'

‘Tea would go better.'

'l think | can manage that, too.'
'‘But Elissa—'

‘Don't worry, let her do that.'

'l can't - | mean, after all, she came with us.cAls,stubbornly...
'she's younger than | am.’

‘And you're very old.' While he was talking he wgasding Rowan to
a table. He asked the waitress for tea ... a paused cucumber
sandwiches. He did not look at Rowan when he gaidut when
eventually he did look, he grinned. For a momentv&o looked
sternly back at him, then she laughed as well.

It was pleasant to be civilized again. That wasthetright word, but
it was the general meaning. The china was thinptlead was thin,
the cucumbers thin.



‘A bit different," insinuated Jonathan, 'from ddops and mustard
pickle.'

Rowan murmured uneasily that Elissa would haveepated this. 'l
do feel awful not knowing she left.’

Then perish the thought. She didn't want you toxkho
'‘What?'

That's true. | met one of the riders ... inciddypttiey've done their
stint for today ... and he gave me a message naditdor our lady.'

'‘But we can't do that, we can't not wait," she gst&d.
- 'Why not? She's adult, she knows her own mind.’
'‘She can't stay with those men.'

‘They didn't say she was, all that was mentionesithvat she asked to
look around their caravans. Probably she's findeigown way home
with Nicholas.’

'Oh, yes,' Rowan remembered, 'he had to come dpaiowith some
registration detail. But Elissa wouldn't know whesdind him.'

‘The boys will take her. Look'... after a paus®ur Elissa isn't about
to be eaten. Now eat your last sandwich, and desluk you are
going to do.’

'‘What do you mean?'

‘Are you going to attend this afternoon's sessiorgre you coming
home with me?’

'l suppose it would be a break for Barney and Nahky



'l said home. My home.’

'I'm not going there!" Rowan exclaimed.

'‘Why not? You go to the stud every night.’

'‘But that's my board, | mean it's where | sleep.’
‘You slept once at Narganoo.'

'l know, but—"'

She did not finish. He sat silent. But presentlysa&l, 'Well, I'm
going home. If you want to see the rodeo out ybaite to find your
own way back.'

She stared at him indignantly. "You invited me ame!
‘Do you recall me inviting you to return?'
‘No, but | naturally assumed—'

'‘Look, | don't want to be unreasonable, but | havieot to do at
Narganoo, and you've surely seen your fill at th@ning's session,
particularly when the only ones you've been intecksn are now
over.'

'l know that, and | have seen enough, but—'
‘Yes, Miss Redland?’

'l still can't see why you can't return me to Tohuiinb. After all, if
one invited someone then presumably—'



'You haven't let me finish. | will, of course, takeu back to the cafe
...in time But surely if you can put in all day at Eats,rafjht at the
Jarvises, you can spare afew minutes en routergiNao.'

If you'd said that in the beginning | wouldn't beguing now,' she
sighed.

‘Then you're ready to come?'

‘Yes.' All the same when they reached the stréet|®ked around
her, wishing she could see Elissa.

'l assure you she's all right, those boys aradit.t A pause. 'l don't
know if you've noticed anything with our lady, tot my idea she
gives the definite impression of needing to find ®amething.'

'Find out what?'

He shrugged. 'We all have to find out something.’

'Like I have to find out the family chart.’

He turned on her sharply at that. 'You're not stilthat idea?"
'‘Why not? It's my family.’

He calmed down, though she could see it took amteff agree that
finding out that your mother's sisters and brothiere only the step
varieties, your cousins the same, was a shocksumaly you don't
have to check up.’

'What does it matter if | do?'

He had reached the parked roadster and he opeaetbdn for her.
He did not answer her question.



They retraced their way, but without detours thieet no stopping to
look at the undulating cane, to gaze down at arrewhdry of islands.
In much less time than they had taken to go upy&e leaving the
road before the restaurant to turn in at that aréterganoo.

Though she would not have admitted it to him, sthenél herself
eager to see the place by daylight. It had beehgtéwhen he had
driven her to the cafe that first morning, but dte run to his
sounding of the horn, not Wanting to give him arguse for
complaint. Now it was different. She had time tok@round.

By colonial standards, she thought, it would bestidered an old
house, and that could be true, for he had saidhisagjrandparents
had lived here. On the cement platform beneatipitee on which it
stood were collections of beautiful ferns, the chke water ones, the
more robust fireplants and crotons. Travellersngalfrangipanni in
both pink and white and scarlet hibiscus dotteddims.

He got out and led the way in to the wide hall.

‘Do you want to wait here while |1 go across to fiaetory or would
you like to come?'

‘You're not ordering me now?"

He looked at her thoughtfully a moment, then hesed and took her
arm.

‘Come along,' he said, and whether it was ordenatation, she did
not know.



The factory was next door, but reached through kvaged
companionway, and it was really more bungalow fiagtory, it was
So pleasantly laid out.

It was not working. Even harvest workers, it seentedl their day
off, and today was a district holiday. He took Rowaver the

different stages of the ginger, explaining it dgi@e coloured legend
on the wall, placed there for the city cutters,slagd, who did not
know a stem from a root. - 'That is, when theywaytihe added with
an edged smile.

‘The big boss?’
‘They take it from me, | don't browbeat them likgol you.'
‘Do you?'

'l think you think | do.' He left the legend, arftbsved her the slicing
and pulping machinery that came after the manualinge She was
fascinated with it, with the ingenious method ofShe asked him had
he designed the machinery himself, and he saicedapngly, 'l think

it has evolved more than been designed. We all ehddnd, my
grandfather, my father, then | did.' She noticedyefore, there was a
slight hesitancy as he spoke of his relations.

She saw the different bottles for the differentduats, the attractive
labels, the cane gift baskets which particularlpested to her, then
turned to see that he had made tea.

'‘Canteen variety, but | can recommend it. You abvagve to look
after employees with a good cup. Also' . . . pradgiciutty brown
bread which he had spread with butter ... 'goodegiproducts. This
Is a new product our chemist has been evolving.'



It was delicious, totally different from the gingmarmalade, more a
ginger nut paste. As he watched her sampling &, sstw him add
liquid ginger to his own tea. 'Yoare a ginger man,' she said with &
laugh.

*You mean red and hot?' He put the cup down.

This was the kind of light talk he and Elissa haddibetween them
on the way up. Rowan did not respond.

At first she thought he was not going to contirue subject, then he
drawled, 'So it's all right then for a vet, but fmtthat ginger man, as
you call me.'

'l only say that in fun.'

He was silent for a moment ... but waitingly sifetind theother,
was it fun, too?'

'What are you talking about, and what do you meahall right for
Nicholas?"

‘The tender treatment,' he said directly, 'as opgde the six-foot
pole treatment, six-foot pole between the two gfwagh which you
allot me.’

'l don't understand you.'

‘Then I understood that kiss. And yet in a waydindi, for It seemed to
be you who was kissing, and isn't it the lady'sqayative to be the
kissed?'

She had gone a dull red. 'l can explain that.'

'‘Never explain a kiss.'



‘All the same, it will be explained.' Not givingrhitime to intervene,
she quickly told the story of the young truckie.

‘Yes, there are occasions when you get them liég #hhaulier has to
be born for the job, just as a painter or a wrikég. has to have the
stamina, the right attitude, the staying power t good heavens,
woman, why call on Nicholas Jarvis?'

'He - well, he's a—'

‘A horse doctor. You've said so yourself. I'm netrying his ability,
far from it, but why run up to the house—

'l didn't have to run that far.'

'‘When two steps' ... he ignored her ... 'to thenpheould have got
me.'

She was angry with herself because she knew ndwhiiiawas what
she should have done. He was the trustee, shedkpen him. Yet
In a matter of emergency she had turned somewlsgre e

'l never thought of you,' she admitted.

‘Yet you thought of Jarvis?'

'Yes.'

'‘Because what you rewarded him with you had expeeé before?’
'‘What is this? An inquisition?' she demanded cyossl

‘Just a question, Miss Redland. I'm here to sgeuf can carry on
where your uncle left off, or'... a deliberate pausif you just carry
on.’



He was being abominable, intentionally so. Learaogpss, hardly
aware of what she was doing, she raised an angry ar

She didn't connect with his cheek, though, he catigharm before
she could do so, and whirling her around, he kisssdinstead—
Only there was not the least doubt who was theslis®w, who the
one who kissed.

‘Well," he said when he had finished, 'how many{soi.. you're keen
on points, aren't you? ... for the ginger man?'

They left at once. Even though Rowan hurried oetwhs in the car
before her. She scrambled after him, and they dnaitbout
conversation to Tom Thumb.

Nancy was ready to drive home, but Barney stayedHanasked
Rowan about the rodeo, but did not seem anxioutdoreply. He
seemed depressed, and Rowan knew why. This platéden his
dream, and the dream was gone.

They were both a little glad when the rodeo boysed up to look in
on the grey, and to eat while they were here.

They had Elissa with them, for she had not retunvgd Nicholas
after all, which should have relieved Rowan ..slfe had been
capable of relief. She was not.

She was glad Elissa was back, though, even thohgte twas
something different about her, an excitement, asiten A
nervousness you could not put a finger on, but sti#lsthere. She
must remember to tell Nicholas to keep an eye srsister.

Her mind baulked sharply at that. Askchola® What had Jonathan
Saxby just said of Nicholas? The tender treatntéut.she hadn't ...
she hadn't. He was hateful to suggest such a thing.



But more hateful still that punishing kiss, for tiveas what it had
been and what it was meant for, punishment, bechaseas the
trustee, the final word, the judge, because he tviadpnsidered he
had, that right.

'Rowan, you're red, are you feverish?' It was Blis§ll looking ... to
Rowan, anyway ... a different Elissa.

'‘No. Mr. Saxby gave me some ginger, it must haenhery hot.'

Red and hot. He had said that, too. He was the oigsttionable,
impossible man she had ever encountered.

And he was the trustee.



CHAPTER SIX

THE next morning Nicholas took delivery of a small barof horses
he had personally selected before he came northpanwhich he
intended to build his future stud.

The ponies had left Victoria when he and Elissa, imd on his
instructions their journey had been leisurely,ingetclause imposed.
If any of the consignment showed the least strdiriravel, the
journey was to be stopped and a break made uaténimal was fit
again. As it happened, the vet told Rowan, the tigphad gone
famously. Upon arrival in their padded boxes, Nlakohad gone
over every animal very closely. He was delightedt tthey had
arrived in such excellent condition.

'Now is the testing timehe said, 'now | will be testing my theory tha
this sub-tropical climate will avail them all thiey got in the more
stimulating south. | can't see why not. The asaft here, but there's
no rule I know of that there must be a sharp e@ige.important thing
is the rain, that there's a good but smooth faltl aot the deluge
variety as further up the coast.’

‘What about cyclones?’

‘They're infrequent, also back here they shoulalféct us, Rowan.
We're very sheltered.' He smiled happily. 'l feml ¢§oing to do well.’

He was so boyishly lit up, Rowan could not helpnigeenthusiastic
with him. She went eagerly round the boxes he retl grepared,
modern, commodious enclosures, a special sectionfdaling.
‘Though in these latitudes,' Nicholas said, 'I'eedoubt foaling can
be done outside, something that the mare vasthensé

He had provided the area, though, and done it withew to the
mother's peace of mind as well as vet needs. Itohasrful, bright,



even providing a window for the mother's benefitg anuch larger
than usual.

'Why not?' Nicholas asked.

'Why not?' agreed Rowan, impressed with the stocaggartment,
the saddle horse, the provision for girths, stirrigathers,
buckleguards. There were plenty of benches, a hawadyber of
hooks, a place for brushes, cloths, wither padsrjking had been
thought of, even a record book and a calendaMust have a
calendar," Nicholas smiled.

'It's perfect, Nicholas.'
'I'm hoping it will be. Now come and meet the baysl girls.’

They were a fine troupe, a few specials from Newlaed which
provided the cream, though would the cream pevgigin the warm
air of Queensland took over from the apple breathat south island
across the Tasman?

'‘We'll see,' said Nicholas. 'Here is Bright Bruwere is Golden Haze.
Meet Captain, Smart Girl, Westbound and' >.. a paus/liss Mary.'

‘There was a note in your voice just then,' smiRedvan. 'l think the
beautiful box is for Miss Mary. | think Miss Manhsuld be Mrs.
Mary.'

‘Mrs. Captain actually, for she's the Captain'ylagks, Rowan, Miss
Mary will be my first effort.'

'‘How is she doing?'

‘Splendidly. She took the journey with no troublereally feel
something special with Miss Mary."'



‘The firstborn,' smiled Rowan. She added, 'Nicholas happy for
you.'

'I'm happy for myself, but happiness has to inclatleers. Elissa. -
You. | only wish my happiness could be yours, Rowlamean
actuallyyours. | know it's early to speak yet, I'm notabéshed, and
you've not made up your minblyt—'

'‘What do you mean, not made up my mind? | havantuo make my
venture a success.’

'l have the feeling you say that, but that it's aldthat important. |
mean not like the stud is to me.’

'l suppose that can only be expected. You're dgalith flesh, I'm
dealing with - well, things to make flesh. Steakgk. It's entirely
different, Nicholas.'

‘That wasn't exactly what | meant. | always feehsbow with you
that you're - well, waiting, kind of filling in tiey, until - well, until
something . .someondappens. Rowan, I'd like to be around then.

‘You're quite wrong,' she laughed, 'but thankswaayy in all your
turmoil of work for even thinking of me. | love yotroupe, Nicholas,
and I'll be down to look at them every moment l'oh running in and
out with laden trays.' She smiled at him, theniedroff, for already
she was five minutes past her usual time for relgpBarney.

It was not until mid-morning that it came ominousbyRowan that
she might not be running in and out much longehwatlen trays.
While she had been occupied with a procession of cers being
transported north on a series of large haulag&gsrusomething had
happened across the road. Actually a prefabrichtatiling had

arrived, and even at this moment was being easéadl ithpiers.



“ So the opposition had begun!

She looked at it with hate ... she would have lseprised with how
much hate. She had not expected quite so nicddirgyithough she
supposed it was the freshness of it compared tditiggness of the
horror that really affronted her. Even as she stbed step- cousin
turned round and waved his arm, then indicated/¢ng artistic sign
that was to be erected: 'The Outlook'. Then: 'Biest&. Dinners.
Teas'. There was not, she saw bitterly, any 'Eats'.

She went back into the kitchen and sat down atable for a while.
She had known it was to come, but now that it Heelfslt enraged.
How could anyone be so mean? Oh, she knew thay@awethad a
right to open shop, just as Uncle Tom had openeg shhis turn, but
this went further than that, these step-cousirieod were only doing
this for spite, spite because the child of the nneated child of the
family had been left the spoils. If somewhere iedmr she agreed
with their resentment ... and Rowan in all fairnd&s... she would
not now admit it. She spent a few moments actuatjyng with
childish rage.

Then she got up and looked around, knowing once mibthe horror
she had known the first day she had come here. Nwler a decent
place was opening across the road! Well, she naigiatell shut shop,
for no one, simply no one, would pass that clear t@ come here.
She felt like going outside and putting a matcfidon Thumb.

The mood passed as soon as it had come. Rowarviregsdeen a
fighter, even though, as one of the Grimbell givdsl said of their
cafeteria struggles and Rowan's unlucky resuftshdre's one stale
sandwich or one dud cake, Rowan will get it." Thvatught back the
memory of old lunch ordeals, the sheer joy shelkmadvn when she
had learned of her inheritance. A little tea shsipe had thought,
cucumber sandwiches, light music, an elf with &kpdacap above the
name Tom Thumb, not - not Eats.



All at once she hated that Eats, and plotted againsdidn't matter
about the smaller T. Thumb, that could remainnlifyo.. wickedly ...
to annoy the Thumbs who hadtinherited from Uncle T. But Eats
must come down. Marching to the back of the hoske,took up a
ladder she had noticed before and brought it raaride sign. There
she mounted it and began to push and pull. Theafignded her. If
she was to compete with The Outlook across the it Breakfast,
Dinners, Teas, she would make this her first m&he forced it up,
then she forced it down. And the next minute she e@vn - on the
ground. The sign was scattered around her, for efitie letters was
separate. The T. Thumb, though, beneath thempnihsat have been
connected with Eats, had descended intact.

It was there, on the strip of cement, that Jonatband her, and he
ran forward to see if she was hurt. She was guitesa@ous, if

absolutely furious she had not got herself up abaiore he could
find her, anyone find her, but there was a reaSbe. couldn't move
her foot. Her stupid impulse or at least the cagybut of her
impulse, had resulted in a sprained ankle - or somg like that,

anyway. All she knew was she would not be ablaitdpr foot to the
ground.

‘Are you all right?' Jonathan Saxby, the trustess laending over her.
‘Yes.'

‘Then what in tarnation are you doing down ther&?. Al see!' He
was looking at T. Thumb, and his face was lividvanger. 'So you
wanted that down.'

‘Well, it doesn't apply now, does it? Tom Thumio®? Redland.’

She waited for him to say, 'That's for me to dectide



He didn't. Instead he said, 'You didn't want theme@dhumb, did you,
yet | would have given the best years of my lifedoch a name. He
was one of the finest men | ever met.'

She looked at him in complete surprise from whaeedill lay. Why
would he want a different name? He must have fitdurprise, for
he said gruffly, ‘All right, get up.’

'l can't.'
'‘Why? You look all right to me.'
'l don't think my ankle is, it's ... it's sort aimb.'

'Is that why you're still down there? Why didn'uysay so?' He bent
down, picked her up and took her in to the cougaw let me see.'

To see, he had to remove her shoe, then the lomg Wwhee-high
sock she always wore instead of stockings up laew she felt very
small and stupid.

‘Yes,' he said after some probing which she suezkedhot flinching
over," a sprain. And all that to take down yourlaiscname.'

'It wasn't really, it was to take down Eats. | méaven't you seen
across the road? Breakfasts, Dinners, T- teaghéteas the tears
began to fall. Teas. Ladies in white gloves. Safsio. Fresh young
girls in green pinafores. Aiceplace.

He had left her a moment to look across the roagv Ne came back.
"'l have to get you to the hospital to have thalle attended,' was all
he said. 'lt doesn't matter.'

'If by that you mean you intend calling in the leod®ctor, just say it,
Miss Redland.’



'l don't intend calling in Nicholas.'
‘All right, we go to hospital.'
'l can't. The shop ...

'It'll have to be closed. Barney is at work urdiight and | can't spare
Nancy.'

'l can't close it, | mean that's what the oppositgwaiting for.'

'‘What's this you're giving me now? Up to a mom@uat you'd all but
given in, you were in despair, now you're fightlmark.'

'l was fighting back all along, you fool, | only m&d to remove Eats.
Eats are awful.'

'Is awful. It's one sign.’

'It's a lot of plates of steak and eggs, so itisghito me. And | meant...
well, I'm sure Uncle Tom wouldn't have minded thmatnoval,
anyway. What are you doing, Mr. Saxby? Mr. Saxkgar't go. Mr.
Saxby, the trucks will be along any moment. Mr. I8dxJonathan!’
For the trustee was carrying Rowan to the car. eyt to a nearer
town than the rodeo scene this time, and in théaget hospital
Rowan was X-rayed, then suitably bound.

'‘No climbing ladders for you for a few weeks," tteetor smiled.

All the way back from the hospital, Rowan kept warg as to how
she would manage when she got to Tom Thumb. Hovdahe hope
to cope with the noon rush of the s. and e.'sptieparation of the
corn and mustard pickles when she had only onedoowhich to
move around? She looked at Jonathan several tsitestly hating
him for his bland non-participation in her caresr his attention
appeared to be only on the motorway, but when Ineetlin at



Narganoo instead of continuing along the bitumen silence broke,
and she said sharply, 'Where are we going?'

'‘Where would you think?'

‘Turn round at once!' she demanded.

‘Along this narrow track? I'd run into the gingews.'
'l wish you would, | wish...’

‘Yes, Miss Redland?’

'l wish," said Rowan in a humble voice, and it dost a lot, 'you

would either reverse back or go to the house,mand, then take me
to the caff." Annoyed at herself, especially whia keard his low
throaty laugh, she corrected, 'The cafe.'

‘The latter will be done,’ he promised. Then heedddasually, 'In
time.' He also explained, 'Reversing along thatwig track would
be quite a challenge.’

She ignored the explanation. She said, 'What dawyean "in time"?'
' meant in time. Until the swelling goes down yeustaying here.’
'I'm doing nothing of the sort!'

‘Then how do you propose to take yourself offZateng way to hop.'
'‘Why are you doing this?'

'‘As a gesture to you, you didn't think it was foysalf?’



'l didn't think anything except the business, antatg going to
happen. Now, of all times, when the opposition ettigg ready, |
must be on the spot.’

'To climb another ladder and break an arm this?ime

'l wouldn't. It was bad luck | had the accidentthielease, Mr. Saxby,
go back.'

For a moment she thought he was going to conceddef stopped
the car, but she soon found out it was only toedlheme a point.

‘Look, what good would you be there?'
'l could hobble.’

'‘And mess everyone else up as you did, make thiigrosnuch
worse.'

‘There's no one else to mess up, Barney never comi evening,
so how could the position be worse?"

'I'm trying to be patient with you,' he said in anderously level
voice. '‘Don't try me too much. When the swelling lgane down a
little, you can go to the cafe, at least you could sit and butier

bread, but until then you would be a damn nuisah®y be a
sensible girl and admit that fact.’

'l wouldn't be. Oh, can't you see | can't be?'

‘You'd be so anxious you'd have the place in anarpiSorry, Miss
Redland, you have to rest.'

‘Can't it be on Barney's couch?’

'l hadn't finished. | was going to say "rest ored'l



She said desperately, 'Does it have to be your' béel?aised his
brows at her choice of words, and red and disceuchfishe flung,
'You know what | mean.’

‘Yes. You mean the horse doctor's bed. Now don'trgiag that
face-slapping any more, or | might slap back. koecthat's the basic
trouble with you, you were never slapped enough.'

‘This is getting us nowhere.’
'l agree.' He started the car again.

'‘Why can't| ..." she tried once more, but he paicttention; he drove
on to the house. Here, he put his finger on tha,hamd, as before,
Nancy came running out. At once she dissolved syimpathetic
'‘Oohs' and 'Ahs' and 'Poor dear' and '‘Never mird| lnave you up
and around again,' and before Rowan could protest aore, she
was put into bed.

It was the same room as the first night, the roath!vthe window
looking out on the ginger crop, the room that gl the pungency
that was released when the northern sun beat dovtheocrimson
ginger shoots. It was a completely satisfying smelicompletely
satisfying view, and Rowan knew as she lay, thesethis smell and
this view ... and this corner of the world ... hadn her heart, she
wanted to live all her life here, but how could stigen even at this
minute truckies were passing Eats, because Eatslbseld up shop
and to remain in a place like this you had to itheemeans.

Two tears coursed down her cheeks. Nancy had &dismaking her
comfortable and had fussed out to brew tea, sudloe that said, 'Is
it hurting, then?' was Jonathan's. He had comatkilato the room.

'‘No-no, b-but— 'Make up your mind.'



"You know what the trouble is,' she said in a burst
‘Tom Thumb?'

‘Yes.'

‘Then be of good cheer, you have an assistant.’
‘Nancy?'

‘She's required here to look after you. No, Elissa.
'Elissa?' she gasped.

'You can't be surprised. Serving bunches of matddvbe right up
Elissa's alley.'

'Oh, yes, she'd like that, but the preparation—"'

'l don't believe the girl is as feather-headed ashaink. Anyway, not

to worry, besides Elissa I've secured the sernof@stimber cutter's
wife - the one, | believe, who helps at the stud.nélissa suggested
it, she said she was sure Mrs. White would be giathe extra

money.'

'‘Money!" echoed Rowan bleakly. 'Another not-to-wolit will all be
overcome. The only thing now is for you to un-swatid you won't
do that unless you lie and rest.’

'l could still have done that at home." He lookedhar sharply.
'‘Home? Where is home?'

'Nowhere. What | meant was—

'You meant the vet's?"



Rowan said, 'Yes.' Yet she hadn't meant it that 8ag could see he
was angry. He crossed to the window and lookedaruguite a long
time. She felt sure he was as hot as his hot yasfaginger. At last he
turned back.

'‘With Elissa working at the shop, you would be @paosition at the
stud. Also' ... a pause ... 'you would be alonesthe

‘You really mean alone with Nicholas. You reallyanghat this is
still a formal state.'

"You said it," he said drily. 'Now can we change shbject, please?'

'‘Before we do,' she said pitifully, 'is this ... mgkle, | mean ... a bad
point on the judgment sheet?"

'Only if you try to fight it.’

‘How long must | lie up?'

'l told you, until the swelling goes down.'
‘Then can | go and help?’

‘Then,' he promised, 'I'll fix a crutch for you,,s@y you there every
morning, pick you up every night.' He added finalNo points lost.'

She said a little wearily, '‘Not that it matters,edoit? The final
decision is on the profit and loss.’

‘But ah,’' he reminded her, 'you could both be d d¢eat, and then no
points lost could make you the winner.'

'l don't know why Uncle Thomas ever made such §'sile fretted,
and Jonathan Saxby said, 'l don't, either, thotiglas better than the
first.'



'The first? Then there was another will?’

Jonathan didn't answer. He said, 'Here's tea,'gaidup to help
Nancy.

He did not bring up the will subject again, and stimng about him
warned Rowan not to, either. They did not evenudisEats.

He went out and brought in a radio player. "Whatisr choice?' he
asked. 'Grieg.’

'Fir trees in a land of gum?’
'‘And wattle, jacaranda, flame—'
*You know what,' he broke in, 'l think you like ¢hplace.’

‘Little use, is it?' For a moment she forgot theispoken pact to let
the matter rest.

‘There are other ways of stopping here," he sdihntiedly.
'Like?'

‘Well - marrying the vet." As she flushed, he saggnly, 'Has he
asked you?' She did not answer. 'Has he?’

‘Not in so many words.'

They were silent to the end of the record, thegdteip and spun 'On
the Trall'.

'l think that's more in keeping.'



They went to many parts of the world, but when ttlistee played
'‘London Suite', Rowan turned her head to the Wdllat once she felt
every inch of the heaven- knows-homany inches back to England.

She was aware, though so lightly it was barely amass, of lips on
her brow. 'Sleep, little one,' Jonathan said.

He brought good reports of the cafe the next day,Rewan,
accepting her fate, relaxed ... and even enjoyesklieThere was no
doubt that it was a comfortable house in which sesa an ankle.
Between the ginger activities, which the ginger sbesid were
diminishing now, Jonathan came and played recoodsplayed
Scrabble. Or sometimes just talked.

Once Rowan accepted the fact that he would notstadip, so it was
no use her trying, she enjoyed the talks. He knles tountry

intimately, he knew every aspect, and he had thefgelling facts in

an arresting, almost fiction-vivid manner.

She learned about cane, and how ... like the githgéidid more than
fill pretty jars for Christmas presents ... sugar more than sweeten
tea. 'Rum, power alcohol, industrial acids, vitasrand sulpha drugs,’
he said.

He told her of the manual cut which they had to heee, of

black-singleted men working several abreast, mateep swathes to
and fro across the field, leaving the cane lyingsswise to the
direction of the cut.

But it was when he spoke of the islands that hessegleamed. As
with all Queenslanders she could see that the

Barrier Reef was his joy and pride.



'It's breathtaking,' he said. 'Everywhere therdasdamds, hundreds of
islands, islands with pine-clad cliffs rising stBepp, islands with
fiord-like inlets and islands made for romantic nesvwith gently
shelving beaches and white sands." Suddenly awérehi
enthusiasm, he said a little gruffly, "You'll hawecome.'

His enthusiasm had reached her, and she said ga@dr] yes!

It was not until the next morning when he arrivethind Nancy with
the breakfast tray and said, 'In half an hour?'sha realized he had
taken her seriously. 'But - You do mean the islahds

'Of course. What else?’
'‘But how could | ? I'm not on my feet.'

‘You don't have to be. I'll carry you to the cake you down to the
jetty and put you in the boat. We'll only do anenisland. The joys
of the outer reef are only for the sound of foot.’

It was alluring. She found suddenly she wanted to quite
desperately. But it wasn't practicable, of couiSke opened her
mouth to say so, but by this time he had gone.

You'll be all right, darling,’ Nancy assured h&iter the meal, Nancy
got her up and helped her dress, and exactly irthingy minutes
Jonathan came in, picked her up and carried hixetoar. 'If | had a
stick—' Rowan began.

‘What do you think we're going for? A hoop pineatcas the very
latest in crutches this season.'

He could be charming when he put himself out toanel, he did that
today. While he told her tall Queensland storider; he said, all
Queensland stories had to be tall because it wasathstate - he



drove the car carefully down the steep descetigs¢a, then along a
stretch of coast to where his boat was bobbinghddawn at the end
of a small pier.

‘Where we're going, of course, is only the loweat ehthe Reef, and
the island will be within the inner Reef, but ybgét the idea.’

He put her in the small neat boat, surrounded hir thve cushions
Nancy had supplied, started the engine, and thelyqulioff.

She looked over the side at the cornflower blueswatet for all its
colour as clear as glass so that you could sedirtbewhite sand
underneath.

'‘Coral sand. All these beaches are. The livinglesthe home of the
tiny coral polyp that has built up the reef witls lime, and the
beaches are the result of millions of pounding yé&am the sea.’

Rowan cried out with delight when a giant turtlesed up to the
surface, then lazily nosed away again.

They passed a little atoll that he said was yetharolsland of a
Million Birds. When she raised her brows at thatelkplained, 'Right
up the Reef someone will show you the Island ofiladvi Birds. The
birds are noddy tern, and probably two million duycould count
them. Look over now and you'll see the coral.’

She did, gazing at the starlike flowers, branched aushroom
formation. The clear water made it all look so eloshe put out her
hand.

'l wouldn't," Jonathan advised, 'it would probdtigak. The saying is
it breaks as easily as a heart.' He had cut theem=gd was looking
directly at her.



A little disconcerted, Rowan said, 'l thought wa@veoming for my
crook.'

'‘We have come, if you look over your shoulder.'

She looked and saw they had reached a pine-cittistith a gentle
sandy shelf, ideal for beaching a boat. A few yarawe, and he
jumped out and pushed the boat in.

It must have been an island Jonathan knew intimai@i he carried
her unerringly to a shady palm, disappeared ftwoat svhile to return
with a billy of clear water. 'This is one of theky isles,’ he told her,
'most of them have no streams.’

Then he took sling, gun, goggles, mask and flippeitsof the boat,
stripped off to a wet suit he wore, and walked ihi® water.

‘Are crutches found in the sea in these parts?'dRaalled.
'‘No, but lunch is. 'And'... before he went undéit.won't be s. and e.’

It was snapper. Thirteen inches, three pounds efatsaid it should
allay starvation till they got back again, and edadnd filleted it. He
found a fireplace of stones left from his lasttyiand soon the fish
was cooking. Nancy had packed bread and buttessaldand that
was all that was needed. ~ 'This is perfect,’ Rosigimed. She put her
head to one side to listen to the gentle washefhter on the reef.

'Is it as musical as trucks pulling up?' he laughdd .money
dropping in the till?'

'‘Much more ... only to enjoy this there has to t@se other sounds,
hasn't there?'

'‘Not if you're a beachcomber.'



I'm not one. | don't think I've ever known one.'
'l have,' he said tightly. A little cloud seemecttome over him.

After that, the magic seemed to go. Rowan couldhawge put a finger
on it, said why, but something left them. Jonatgeinup, climbed the
hill and cut a smooth hoop pine crook. When he chagk he said a
little abruptly that they had better leave.

'‘One thing,' she remarked more for conversation,sfee did not
understand ... nor like ... the atmosphere that dragt in, 'there
would be no fears on this mill- pond.’

'‘Perish that thought,' he flung. 'This millpond téow up to a sea that
can make even the most seasoned mariner blanchcigiyp when
Jemima strikes.'

'Oh, Jemima,' she said with contempt. 'lt's a worgiee of my
step-cousins didn't receive that name. Perhapglishas a second
thought. | must look when the record comes.'

He had the engine ticking quietly over, and heddrround on her.
She saw that his eyes were angry slits.

‘You're not on that again? Not on that damn fartmisgory?'

She looked at him in surprise. She had been serphefore at his
antagonism over this subject, but now she saw lsereally furious.

'Of all the damn nosey females ...'
'I'm not,' she protested. 'After all, it is my fdyxli

'‘But it isn't, is it? You know that now. Isn't thetiough?"



'‘No. | want to know why it irritates you so muchwvént to know' ...
recklessly .. . 'what you're trying to hide.’

‘Trying to hide?'

'‘My step-cousin Pearce Grant seemed to think stadinhe advised
me to—'

Rowan did not finish. With unnecessary force Jomataccelerated
the engine and the boat took off. He kept up tleepa and the noise
... all the way back to the coast.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE crook proved all that Jonathan had said it woatd] after the
foot had gone down to the doctor's satisfactioanather journey to
the cottage hospital... Rowan practised hobblingurad with the

crutch, then, when she considered herself expeitt she asked the
trustee to do as he had said he would, drive hétret@cafe each day.

Rather to her surprise he agreed without any ofibigal argument.
Sick of her? She was not aware that she askedliigl until he
answered, 'Very sick. Why not?'

She did not challenge the 'Why not?' ... insteadssind humbly, 'I'm
sorry that | have to keep on offending you with prgsence, but |
must stick it out here. | spent my last penny captmAustralia.’

'You really mean you made a do-or-die bet of it® Yaok a chance?'
‘Isn't life sometimes that?'
'Yes, but your coming here was entirely that.'

‘Well, what did you expect? Did you think that wHdmeard that the
scene was Australia | immediately pined for gunedf®

‘You have a sharp tongue, Miss Redland.’

'‘And an inquisitive nose,' she reminded him.
'‘Also a mean memory. Be ready in ten minutes.'
'‘Or you'll put your finger on the horn.’

'Or | shall go without you. I'm meeting some Soutlees this
morning and hoping to get their signatures to agud big business,
so naturally little businesses can't hold me up.’



‘Naturally." She saw to it that she was dressedoanside by eight
minutes.

‘Good girl," he commended. She hadn't expected &mak took the
opportunity of his amiability to ask could she retto her room at the
stud now. She emphasized 'stud’. To her surprisand faint
depletion, though she would not have admitted.ithe agreed
blandly: 'Why not?'

At the cafe, things were going smoothly. Barneyabgays, was
leaving everything in readiness before he werttéacut, Mrs. White,
the timber man's wife, was very efficient, and &disvas obviously
enjoying herself, darting in and out from the kéohwell aware of
the pretty sight she made in her pink apron and jow. The
customers, always male as they were, appreciagefethinity.

''ve had a ball,’ smiled Elissa, after a rush lgate. 'And my
presents, Rowan! A case of pineapples. A peelell sfisugar cane
to suck. A bag of cracked Macadamia nuts. A bougdietrchids.
And'. .. she rolled her blue eyes ... 'a babg!cfbe donor promised
to take him away again when he reached a dangegeasThat
present | dichotaccept.'

‘How are the ponies going?’
‘Darling, I'm a working girl, how can you expect toeknow that?'
‘But you go home each day.’

‘Very late,' came in Mrs. White disapprovingly.eSfoesn't leave till
all hours.'

‘There's no need for that, Elissa.'

Elissa shrugged and did not comment.



‘The ponies must be thriving,' concluded Rowahgtise Nicholas
would have told you.' ™'l expect so.’

'Elissa..." Rowan began.

‘Look, Rowan, | came into this stud thing with nrgtier, but I'm not
all that interested."

'Yes, but you're an excellent horsewoman. Almostould say, a
perfect one.’

Elissa did not answer for several moments, thenssi bleakly...
and incomprehensibly to Rowan, 'Perhaps that wagdible.'

'What, Elissa?'

'‘Business, boss,' trilled Elissa, eager to escapesobing, and she
went to the door to welcome the haulier burninghgomotorway to
pull in at Eats. Only it was not a truck. Rowan kyatlon to her crook
and hobbled over to look, too. It was a long sleak In it was a
good- looking, fair young man.

'‘We're having society," Rowan quipped, but she #aid herself.
Elissa was gone.

The man came in. He had a pleasant smile and amoiwar
personality. He said that yes, steak and eggs wmaifthe.

Rowan hobbled out and told Mrs. White, and betwdem they
fixed up the tray and brought it back.

'Having a bad spell,’ said the man sympatheticalan't you get
anyone to help out?'



'‘As a matter of fact we have someone, but all ae@he's gone.’

His eyes narrowed slightly, but he did not commEletasked Rowan
how she had received her injury.

‘Trying to brush up the old place,’ she said rigfu¥You may not
have noticed it, but we're having opposition.' Baé not had time yet
to notice it much herself, but a glance throughdber made her feel
unhappy. The new building wasery pleasant. Prefabricated,
admittedly, but attractively so. Beside The Outlodkats was
Cinderella after the Ball.

‘This is a strategic place,' reminded the custarheerfully, 'in time it
should carry two eating houses.’

'In time.'

'It's the motorway that keeps it going, of couil8eere's nothing else
here.’

'‘Only a few farms, cane, pineapple, what-have-yagréed Rowan,
'the mountain timber and the stud.'

'Stud?’
‘Not long opened. In fact Nicholas came the dayl d
'l see. And how is Mr. Nicholas doing?'

‘That's his first name,' she smiled. 'Fine, so@rcourse it's all still
rather an experiment to see whether the soft alwéensland can
come up to the apple air of New Zealand. But tleg gecovered very
quickly.'

'This man is a vet?"



‘Yes.'
‘And the grey?"

'It was attached to a rodeo troupe going throughtlie Corner's
Golden Cup. They stopped here for dinner, mentiaaede that the
grey looked seedy, and when | told them about #tesurgeon, left
the grey there.'

'l see. Is he right now?'

'‘Before | left there, owing to my ankle incidente hvas doing
wonderfully. I could find out for sure, only thestar of the stud, who
has been helping me, seems to have gone.' Rowkedaound her
again.

'l see,' the customer said once more.

They talked easily for a while - it was the lullrjpel of the morning -
then the man got up, paid his bill, then went o dbor.

'I'll probably be back,' he smiled.
‘Thank you.'

'For the grey as well as for a meal." 'For theygréhen - you're
Larry.'

He grinned. 'l see the boys have been talking. T&@ygood bunch.'
‘Very good.'

"'l speak with them first, let them tell me abdhé grey, otherwise
they might think I've been checking up on them.'

She nodded.



‘But I'll be back to get the pony, to thank thichblas, pay him up.’
‘That's good, Mr.-'
‘You said the name before,' he reminded her.

‘Larry,' she agreed. Then she said, 'I'm Rowahtell Nicholas,
Larry. His sister, too, will be pleased. Up hererds not much
contemporary company, and Elissa ...’

'Elissa?' He was half way through the doorway niowt, he turned
completely round.

‘That's her name. Not really common, is it?'

'‘Not really,' he said after a pause. When he wenhe looked up and
down for several long minutes almost as though & searching for
someone before he got into his car and drove off.

A pleasant person, Rowan thought.

When Barney came in that evening, and Rowan wémuy, it was
to the stud she went again. No one was aroundasirtdvas still light
she walked down to the stables. How beautiful is wath the
westered sun now setting behind those remarkalmhedanountains
to leave the eastern slopes to collect violet slafbshadow in its
blurred shapes of trees. There was a gentlendiss air that even the
most cold country horses should be unable to reststed Rowan as
she turned into the first barn.

Because of the silky warmth, the horses were nddée inside,
though Nicholas had said the sheds might be udealdnveather. She
could see several of Nicholas's 'boys' and 'gilslifferent corrals.
She recognized Bright Bruce, Captain, Westbourey; there having
a conversation over the fence with Golden Haze ranther-to-be



Miss Mary. She stood watching them a while, thegelndooking for
Nicholas again.

She found him fussing over the foaling box.

'‘Because,' he said before she could ask, 'l thirgs Mlary is further
than | was told when | got her. Also, the old haadsund here say a
blow is coming.'

‘Jemima,’ sighed Rowan.

‘They don't allot the same name twice." He stopped small
attentions to the box, came out and took Rowamigsalt's good to
see you again. Quite recovered?'

'So much so that | left my walking crook at the $®u can't say I'm
up to a climb in the hills, but the ankle does s@amch stronger.'

‘And you're back with us again?'
'If you'll have me.’
'‘Oh, Rowan!" was all Nicholas said.

They strolled back to the house ... the sun hagatl right over the
domes now, it was almost night. Rowan told Nichblas Larry who
ran the rodeo troupe had called in at the cafel@ached about the

grey.

'He's nice. He wouldn't come over now because hettfe boys
would sooner report the incident. How is the ind2li

‘Eating his head off, absolutely fit." They climbie steps together.
'Elissa come with you?'



'l was going to ask you about her; she left thes adf at once. |
thought she'd returned here.'

'‘She could have, I've been outside all day. Was$r@tat home just
now?'

'‘No. Perhaps she is by now.' Rowan called, 'Elygsa have your old
boarder back again!'

There was no reply.

Rowan made coffee, and since Mrs. White had leshblas a midday
meal and he was not all that hungry, she toastetdirgahes, and they
sat on the verandah and ate them.

'‘Where is that girl?' Nicholas grumbled, though ovr-concerned.

‘There's nowhere for her here," Rowan said morédsly. She was
concerned.

At nine o'clock she suggested to Nicholas thatteek the car to see
if it was there, then went with him while he did. She car stood
beside the new truck. Nicholas turned to hunch dhisulders at
Rowan.

‘Have you looked in her room?’
‘You do that, Rowan. Women can tell better than mbat gives.'

But anyone could have told, for Elissa had lefogenTypical of that
impetuous girl, she had written: '‘Buzzed down teslBane to buy a
few things. Back some time. E.'

‘Down to Brisbane,' said Nicholas. 'lt's a wond®e didn't make it
Sydney, Melbourne. Knowing my young sister it's ander she
didn't fly to Paris.’



... How well do you know her?' Rowan asked deabsly.
Nicholas looked at Rowan. 'What do you mean?"

'l don't know myself ... | mean it was nothing hgaBut something
was nagging at Rowan. One moment Elissa had stesiddé her at
the cafe, and the next minute she was gone. Whyl? 9dHa seen
someone and didn't want them to see her? Who haeit? She tried
to remember. The truckie, perhaps, who had brogha baby croc
and promptly been handed it back again? No, Elisgdd make fun
out of that. Maybe one of the knights of the rodtbvhad not been
very knightly, but Elissa, Rowan felt sure, couwddk after herself.

'‘How would she get away?' Nicholas was saying,\arayw. 'There's
only one way, that wretched girl has hitched a hike

‘She'll be all right," soothed Rowan, but shedriss, too, with Elissa.
It was the only way, as Nicholas had just said, $ha could go, but it
wasn't the right way, it was the unadvised way. 8bgeeed with
Nicholas when he said next:

‘That girl needs a firm hand.’

Rowan made coffee again, then said she supposetetter get
going.

‘Going where?"
“To Narganoo. To the trustee.'

'‘But you've returned here. | heard you call out tha old boarder
was back again.’

‘There was no Elissa to hear, for which reasomhdas, | have to go
now.'



At his incredulous look she repeated what Jonattahsaid about
sophisticated states.

"You didn't take him seriously?"

'l take my present rather precarious position gernpously, Nicholas.
You see, | don't want to make any mistakes fostimple reason that
| don't want to leave this part of the world.'

‘There are other ways of remaining,' Nicholas sai@tly. Jonathan
had said that. He had added in his bitter way€lmarrying the vet.'
Then he had inquired if Nicholas had asked hersdrelhad tossed
back, more to annoy than answer him: ‘Not in soyweords.'

But the words Nicholas used now were direct.

‘Elissa will always be a feather in the wind, Blte'me and she'll go.
Anyway, probably she'll marry and leave. | hope-sBowan—' A
pause. 'Rowan—'

'‘No, Nicholas,' she said before he asked. ~ 'litatpunromantically,
haven't I? | put the reasons, but not what a gamts to hear.'

‘That's the whole trouble, Nicholas, | don't wanhear.'
"You mean—' he said unhappily.
'Yes, | mean that, Nicholas.'

He thought it out a while, then said cheerfully, i@ was essentially
a cheerful soul: "Then that settles you returnm¢gaxby's tonight,
doesn't it? With an understanding between us lite there's no
reason on earth for me to get out the car.'



'Oh, Nicholas!" She had to laugh at him. 'A "redstmesn't come into
it. | mean I'll still be subject to Jonathan Sagbgpproval whether
there's an understanding between us two or notysst go back.'

'‘Only a fool would listen to you," Nicholas sighegetting up
nevertheless to pick up the car keys.

They drove down the motorway to the turn-off to §avoo. The cane
fires were burning, and Rowan remembered her gt and her
alarm at the flames. Nicholas was intrigued with ¢inger crop. He
put the headlights on one of the fields and goto@txamine it.

But when he got to the homestead, he would npt. Waitthese
relaxed days I'd feel a fool handing over a womsst pecause my
own domicile was short of a female chaperone.'

'l know,' Rowan giggled, 'but it's all for a goaalse.'

But when she went inside it was to find that Joaativas not there;
the deal with the Southerners must be a lengthy $he talked with
Nancy until Nancy made supper, and then went to bed

Some time in the night she vaguely heard a carmety, but it did
not register. The first thing that did register wdRise and shine', and
Jonathan standing there with the breakfast trast, 33 he had that
first morning.

As he checked the tea, toast, butter, golden gimmgemalade ... and a
shoot of red ginger blossom ... he said boyishlypt the contracts.

‘Congratulations.’

He looked down on the tray again. 'l did it mysdife nodded.
Though you wouldn't know the difference in thesmgtr skies, it's
actually quite early. Barely sun-up. Nancy isn't yet.'



'It looks all right to me,' said Rowan of her brizet. A pause. 'Do |
eat the ginger?’

‘The ginger spread?'

‘The shoot of ginger.’

‘That,' he awarded, 'is for being a good qirl.'

'For not stopping at the stud because Elissa's.'gone

'Has she?' .

Irritably Rowan said, '"Why otherwise would | havare back here?'
‘To see me?' he suggested idly.

'| came because of what you said.' As he still¢there, she added:
‘Propriety.'

'‘And Nicholas swallowed that!'
I'm here, aren't 1?'
‘Yes ... but you wouldn't be if | was Jarvis.'

Not waiting for the indignant response he knew noashe, he went
blandly out.

Annoyed with him yet unable not to laugh. Rowanktop the red
plant and sniffed its pungency. The ginger sheasthat man, she
thought.

She managed that day without the crook, and thie dr@haved well.
They were not over-busy, so she had time to obsEneeOutlook,



which was being fitted up now, though still was tmthe stage of
accepting customers.

During the afternoon several cars pulled up, amdetiwomen and
two men got out. They would be her step- cousihe, guessed. It
seemed to Rowan very petty not to recognize thelthoAgh her
family eagerness had diminished once she had léaie these
cousins were no blood relation ... and once she dmmbuntered
Pearce ... it still seemed chary not to say hdle went across.

They were civil, but there was no warmth there.

Tour grandmother,' one of the women related coddygught your
mother with her to the second marriage. The chiéd wery young,
much younger than our parents, and later, when goamdmother
died, our grandfather put your mother into boardswuipool. We
seldom saw her, so of course ..." She shrugged.

So of course, interpreted Rowan, there was no lveasl what she
meant.

Then she grew up, married and went to England.'tAeroshrug.
'Why our Uncle Thomas should have chosen you
incomprehensible. There's no blood connectionlat al

‘Why didn't you object legally?' Rowan had askes t¢ii Pearce, and
now she received a similar reply.

‘Law!" scoffed her step-cousin.

Another step-cousin joined his sister. 'Why didydu listen to
reason?' Hal... she deduced it was Hal... askedaRoW would have
saved all this trouble.'

'l wanted the place,' Rowan admitted.



Tou won't get it, you know. On the terms of the wdu have to keep
up the profits, and once we're in swing you'll fitheé takings are
going down.'

'Is it that big an inheritance to fight so hard@Rn asked.
'‘We could ask that of you.'
'‘But I'm one and you are five.'

'Six," said one of the step-cousins. Pearce hatlestracross, and he
was looking appreciatively at Rowan. 'Rowan doelsndw much
about the family,' he said. ‘Let her discover ferdelf.'

‘But-'

'Let her find out. Now, Rowan, if you're still syreu're not interested
in that little consideration | mentioned—'

'l am not interested," Rowan said, and turned lag@in. She could
see now why Uncle Thomas had passed over his re@cksephews,
five ... six ... of themSix?They were not types you could react to, n
comfort there, no giving, only taking. No warm pengginger. Now
w™had she said that?

She returned to the cafe and got on to the sanéwidiirs. White
was back at the stud again, preparing Nicholasal,ni®ing the
house, going home of a night. Rowan wondered how IBlissa
would stop away.

She was an odd girl, she thought, buttering buBity.all her flippant
outlook, Rowan believed there was something elseethBut her
present disappearing prank did not back that up.

During the afternoon, the troupe boys came dowh wifloat to pick
up the grey. Larry was with them in his sports ¢aey all had a meal



at Tom Thumb, which helped her profits considerabitgn drove
along to the stud. When later they returned, Laangt the float on,
then got out of the car and came across to the cafe

‘All well?' Rowan asked.

‘Splendid. Grey was in good hands.’

"You'll remember that when you have another job?'
'‘What is this?' he smiled. "You seem very intekste
'‘Nicholas deserves patronage starting out like'this

'l agree with you. Not even a woman's touch to loeip

‘There is,' said Rowan, 'but she's away now.'

'Oh, yes, you mentioned a sister.' He pausedsd&lis
'You have a good memory.'

'For some things.' She thought he seemed to petnghasis on that.
He asked offhandedly, 'When will she get back?’

Rowan said she did not know, glancing curiouslyhamh as she
answered. He must have noticed her curiosity, éodismissed, 'It's
just that | had some tickets.'

‘Another rodeo coming up?'

‘Yes. Not a "corner" this time. Brudwick. Furtheest. It'll be a good
show. There's to be a novice ... a first side éver.



'l don't like the sound of that. It could be damges.'

'‘Everything is dangerous one way or other. Here theetickets,
Rowan. Try to come.’

‘And bring Elissa?' She did not know what promgtedto say that.

He looked at her a long moment. Once he wet hidgithough to say
something. But when he did speak all he said was. 'Why not?"

When Barney came in he told Rowan that tomorrow \was
stand-down day.

'l have no place to stand down, | think I'll work.'

'‘No,' said Barney.

‘The trustee wouldn't like it?"

'l wouldn't either. | mean ... Well, your off dag/Nancy's day.'

Rowan said carefully, 'And Nancy matters, doesnd, Barney?'
When the man did not answer, she went on, 'l thomkhad a dream
about this cafe, and it included Nancy.'

'Now, Rowan—'
'I've spoiled it, havehl ?'

'Of course not, if it hadn't been you it had totfeem, which heaven
forbid, but whatever it was, it couldn't be us,’

'Did it have to matter? | mean, Barney, if you IdNancy—'

But Barney had gone a vivid red, and Rowan knewhsltemade a
mistake. That pair were not in their greening, at lay between



them was still unexpressed . . . would remain uresged. And yet,
Rowan knew, it would bé¢here. She believed she understood th
position. Barney had dreamed of this placeieplace - andNancy's
place. Now that the dream was gone he couldni fihe scattered
pieces. Perhaps he would in time, but he wasn'hgoand it had
been a dream too long. Oh, Uncle Thomas, why diddye when you
did, she thought, before you could make a sensiitiie Or better still
sell to Barney.

She supposed she had better set off for Nargange #he stud was
still womanless. She would take a lift to the g#ten walk along the
long track.

There was no trouble in hitch-hiking to the archvegding to the
ginger farm, though a little trouble in convincitige driver that she
would be bad company stopping on with him righti®destination,
another seven hundred miles. Laughing at him, sheu.

It was a beautiful calm night, but rather dark dgr here. The usual
bright stars ... for in these latitudes the staesewery bright... were
cloud-enshrouded, and the trees that bordered dhg 0drive,
bauhinias and flame, were closely planted, sottieit interlocking
branches shut out all but snippets of the sky.aRwhile the flame of
a distant cane fire reflected its light and helpeda little but the fire
went out and it became quite dark. She found itl harkeep to the
track. She began to think of snakes warming thelrds after the sun
had gone down on sandy paths, and treading ontaaoa fallen
branch, or something, she leapt forward and ramdlylifor quite a
few minutes ... then found herself off the drive.

She was in the ginger, she supposed, but wherhgosetstretching
acres of ginger she did not know. It was uselesisihg for the lights
of the homestead, for the house was set a mil@apsrmore, from
the motorway. She sat down on the earth and wodderat she
could do. One thing, she would not perish in sdkylike this, but it



was still early, and the idea of remaining herenaht was a scary
one.

All night it could be, too, for when she did notriwp Jonathan and
Nancy would just assume that she had gone to tige st

If only the stars would come out she would tryitmlfher way back to
the track. Once she was there she would be all iglvas ridiculous
being lost on a farm, and for a moment she thohgimthe Grimbell

girls would laugh incredulously, but then the Gratilgirls did not

know how big were these places in this tall state.

She must have been there an hour when she sawtaltigvas the

light of a car travelling along the drive. She tgbtiruefully that had

she not seen it she would have said that the tnaak in another

direction. But it was on the left, and two fieldsay. Goodness, had
she stumbled that far? She wondered how many gpigets she had
disturbed and what the ginger man would say.

But all that mattered now was getting back. Watgttire light for as
long as she could, and which was not long, fortithek was winding
and the light soon cut out, she noted the locadimh stumbled back
again. She was so thankful when she felt sand,cntiivation,
underfoot, that she did not wait to take a resg &fllowed the
memory of that lost light.

She walked on and on. She had known the drive evag but never
this long. When would she see Narganoo's lighteddfse the going
was slow, for she literally had to feel the pathe &ept wondering if
the next feel would have a slithery feel as wélla isnake would
weave away, or worse still if it-

She hurried on, but more cautiously this time, meerblind plunging
into the crop. It was much too far, though ... aswt her slow



feeling pace making it seem such a distance? Opgddm't the lights
of home show up? Home. Why had she thought that?

Then lightswereshowing. Two beams caught her and held her the
A car turned a corner and pulled up directly imfrof her.

She was sobbing hysterically as she ran forwardJdoathan, for it
was the trustee, when he reached her, just tookshook her. And
shook her. Then he kissed her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SHE was still crying, so she supposed vaguely thatwas why he
had stopped his shaking and comforted her insfeasho man can
abide a weeping woman. Yet if that was his ideaarhfort, it was
not hers, not that hard telling kiss. It was moraore ...

In the darkness, Rowan's cheeks suddenly burned.

He had released her, but seeing her unsteadinestsl kept a hand
on her shoulder. 'You've had me at my wits' ergl Atcused. 'Why
did you do such a damnfool thing?"

‘You told me | had to sleep here.'

Yes, but | didn't tell you to hitch a ride to da €&ood heavens, girl,
you had only to cross to the phone and ring melanduld have
come. But any phone calls are for the vet, areayt?2 What happened
tonight - wasn't he there?'

'l didn't ring Nicholas and it never occurred to toeing him. When
the haulier asked me could he give me a lift, t gad yes. | mean,
when Narganoo was so close—'

'"So close," as you put it, in a locked cabin ddurn out hundreds of
miles away if the fellow hadn't stopped and youldot get out, so
how close would you have been then?

'It didn't happen,' she said stubbornly. Triumphasiie added, 'The
man had eaten at Tom Thumb.’

'‘Which instantly makes him above reproach? Growgufl, We've a
fair to good record up here, but not all motorwiagse good records,
and our turn could come. Young females who hitcid@ are asking
for trouble.'



'‘No trouble happened.'

'‘No thanks to you.' He looked at her keenly. 'Tisatokthe driver?' he
probed.

'‘He was all right.’

'He didn't even suggest that you stop on?'

The eyes were boring into Rowan's, and Rowan luiell-'
'You see.' He was taking out his bush cigarettes.

'He was joking!" She almost screamed at him. dl shat this was
where | wanted to get off, and he let me off.’

‘Yes, | know that..now.'

'Of course you know it. Aren't | here?'

'l knew before | saw you, because | questionedtthakie.’
'You what?' She was appalled.

'‘Barney thought you were off to the stud, so hé& to@ notice when
you left. But he happened to glimpse you in thekroabin as the
truck moved off, so he got the number. Then he raag

‘And you?'
'l rang the police.’
'Oh, no!" said Rowan, distressed.

'Now you see what trouble you caused by being anddrat.’



‘That poor driver,' regretted Rowan, for though shd no doubt the
man would have been pleased had she agreed tbfagter, he had
still shrugged and laughed when she had declined.

‘Spare your pity," advised Jonathan. 'He was urezoed, hauliers
are tough stuff. They have to be.'

'But he would be embarrassed.’

‘Not him. If anyone was, | was, having to ask tlodige to check.
What fool sort of girl must they have thought | viraguiring about?’

'‘Elissa took a lift,"” Rowan tried to defend herself
'Elissa is not my concern.’
'Well, she's Nicholas's, and he didn't make sutiss'

'l don't think,’ said Jonathan unexpectedly, 'shegs brother's
concern, either.'

‘What do you mean?'

'‘Put it down to male deduction. A man always knomieether a
woman is... well...'

'Yes?'
‘There,' he said cryptically, or cryptic it wasRowan.
'‘What on earth do you mean?"'

'l mean that Elissa is - bespoken. That's a fundgy old word, isn't
it, bespoken. | think she's somebody else's coricern



'‘But she came up here to get someone, a cane faanmeneapple
grower.' Rowan added deliberately: ‘A ginger man.’

‘Jarvis's words, and not, | would say, ever backpdby Elissa
herself.'

Rowan, thinking back, reluctantly had to agree withathan. Elissa
liked to be with men, but never, it had seemed, am;nshe was
coquettish with them all, but never with one. Whs tthen that
something about Nicholas's sister she could newge gut a finger
on? Could Elissa be . .. what was that old-fasldomerd? ...
bespoken? Rowan was unaware of her deep concentratitil
Jonathan said with contempt, 'So much for male ugeifemale
intuition. Nicholas was not making a fuss becausekhew ...
unconsciously perhaps ... that it was out of hrsdlsd

'‘And you're making a fuss because I'm not? Becyusée the
trustee?'

'‘Could be."' He had finished the moulding of theaaigtte, finished
the licking of the edges of the paper together,reowd he was lighting
up. She heard the scratch of the match, then fooment his face
was clear before her, a little craggy, a littlecharery male.

'l meant every shake | gave to you, Rowan,' he saadly, blowing
out the match and leaving them in darkness again.

‘And what came after?' - Why had she asked that?

"You draw your own conclusions,' he suggested.itRiawn to relief
at not having to attend a coroner's court, or tchaving to spend the
rest of the night looking for you, or—'

She waited. She waited quite a long time.



‘Just reach your own conclusions,' he flung at &sd his voice had a
rough edge.

A little disconcerted, Rowan said, 'l think | magMe damaged some
of your ginger.'

'‘How in tarnation did you get into the ginger?"

'l thought | trod on a snake ... | suppose it wasod ... but | jumped
and kept running, and then | was off the drivew#ts dark and |
couldn't see and I just kept on. | was two fieldapwhen | saw a car
going along the avenue to Narganoo.'

‘That was me cominfrom Narganoo to see if you'd turned up ye!
When you hadn't | came back again, or at least thge far.'

‘Then | wasn't walking home. | mean' ... hopindhad not heard that
"home" ... 'l was walking away from the "homestéad.

'You were walking away from thdiomestead, There was the
slightest emphasis there, he must have noticeditsérslip. "You
would have walked right on to the motorway, eitbheder or into a
truck. So much for your bump of locality!'

' m not a local.’
'‘No,' he agreed.

The clouds that had been obliterating the starghallnight were
speeding away. In the sudden clarity Rowan sawJbaathan was
looking intently at her. 'Just don't do that agdie, said.

‘or?'

'Or I'd say you were a glutton for punishment, lsed'd do the same
as | just did.' He paused intentionalidl of it. You can take that as a



promise ... or a threat. Just please yourself. §etinto the car and
I'll take you'... he waited a moment... 'to the lestead.’

Long after she had gone to bed, even though Namaght a glass of
hot milk, Rowan stared through the window at theggr fields, now

illumined brightly by stars that had previouslyugéd to help her out.
Sleep would not come.

Little things came back to her to send her chetlshing vividly.
That hard, telling kiss. That face in the lightaomatch, craggy ...
male. Jonathan Saxby's 'l'd do the same as lighsAtl of it. You can
take that as a promise... or a threat."

What had he meant? Or was nothing meant? Whemsiivas ended,
as it must end, what would the end be?

'Rise and shine!" He was standing with the trayatssome time she
must have fallen asleep.

Rowan glanced to the window and though up herestime once it
broke through, simply shone, no hourly progressishs could tell
she was late. She said so.

'‘No,' he reminded her, 'it's your day off, and taking you out. That
bump of locality, lack of, last night gave me fdod thought. | don't
believe you have a clue where you are up here.’

She was looking down at the tray, seeing no girigesom.
'Is a bump of locality necessary?' she asked.

'It helps.'

When one is temporary?'

'‘Given up the struggle already?'



She did not comment on that, and presently he '$aidk you should
know more about this tall state, if only to relliydriends when you
get back to England. | give you—'

‘Thirty minutes." She beat him to it. As he went, ahe called,
‘Thanks for the tray. - But no ginger blossom?"

'l reckoned you'd had more than enough of thatligstt.'

She ate and drank quickly, dressed quickly. Sha&vkmenow that so
many minutes to Jonathan Saxby was so many minotéspne
second more.

She was out by the first pressure of his fingeth@anhorn.
‘Where are we going?' she asked. 'A surprise.'

She looked at the less than young morning. 'l caetthat I'll get
much of a locality bump, not at this time of dayu¥should have
wakened me earlier.'

‘The idea did occur to me, but | thought you wooddtuckered out
after last night's episode and need the sleep. Heyehat | have in
mind won't take long, and will give you a very gadda.' He touched
the switch and began moving the car down the drive.

When they emerged to the motorway they turned eeitéft towards
the cafe nor right which led to the northern towdenathan went
straight ahead down a bumpy road. 'This is the aokin,' he said.
‘To where?'

'‘Our airfield." Proudly.

'‘Airfield? ... Then—'



'‘We're going up. I'm friends with the flying insttar here. You're
really going to see the place.’

When they reached the airfield, Rowan found it guaise small.

'Yes,' nodded Jonathan, 'it's a club. | belong thy&etually | could
take you up myself, but on this occasion | wangliow you, so I've
asked Guy to do the honours.'

Guy, pleasant, relaxed, sauntered across to thehesr led them to
the little Dragon that waited on a narrow striptie middle of a
paddock of bleached grass and thriving thistle. &owas legged up.

It was a wonderful experience. Guy followed the omay north
when Jonathan told him that Rowan would alreadyehseen the
aspect from the south.

She looked down on chocolate ... for that was thersquired for
cane ... earth and damply shining sugar shootsGhoytcalled slyly
that the main colours up here were black and rétkbfrom the
black molasses, red from Nelson's blood, the red i@ane produces
both,' he grinned, 'as well as lollipops.'

She saw trains going through the main streets who forests of
bunya, cypress, kauri and Indian teak. She sawhé¢oeast the
never-ending islands of the Reef.

'‘And so it goes on,' said Jonathan when they came égain, 'right
up to finger point, which, as you might guess,gdap.’

They had a cup of tea with the pilot, Rowan thagkim again for
the wonderful experience. She thanked Jonatharegsment back to
the car. 'lt's not finished yet,' he said.



He took a different track out of the airfield, gme@sently Rowan saw
they were climbing. She was elated; she had watotep into the
mountains.

‘The domes and the pinnacles that Captain Coolase petered out
at this stage,' Jonathan related, 'but it's stiélation of the same
range. | think this point will give us a view while eat.'

Nancy had packed a delightful lunch and flasksaf t

‘Sacrilege,’ sighed Jonathan of the flasks, 'withhase gum twigs
around, but instant tea is a time-saver.'

They talked very little during the meal. Rowan foer part was
content simply to sit and look out, and Jonathaenszl to be
occupied with his thoughts. It was only when he tedied and lit his
cigarette that he began to speak.

'l wanted you to get an idea of the place for amothason other than
getting a bump of locality.'

'Yes?'
'l wanted to bring you here so you could understand
‘Understand what?'

He had taken out a pencil and a notebook, and kena#ting a quick
sketch. 'Understand this,' he said.

He had drawn a long straight line that she gathekeuh before he
indicated it was their motorway. He put two croseasit, almost
opposite each other.

‘Tom Thumb,' he tapped with his pencil. 'The Ouklbdnother tap.
'In other words, you and the opposition.'



'Yes?'

'‘Being an intelligent girl ... now you needn't locgy, | think you're
aware that you're no fool ... you must have beendsang why.'

'"Why?'

'Why two sections of people are wrangling over spet.'
'I'm sure I'm not wrangling.'

He ignored that.

'l think you must have wondered why a wretchetelptace like Eats
has five people breathing fire to get at it.'

'Six," she said. 'That's what | heard."
He gave her a sharp look, but again ignored her.

‘There's no doubt that a windfall, a money windfal pleasant,
however small. Still, I don't think that the Tomuirhb as it is would
have raised the interest that it has but for wigglisg to happen.’

'Yes?'

‘Watch the sketch,' he directed, and he drew aftora the west to
join the motorway. It met at almost their own crdabg Tom Thumb
Cross.

'‘Another motorway,' he said.

‘And it connects right there?'



'‘Precisely. But' ... scoring out The Outlook .ot'there. In fact, with
the clover-leaves the road builders put in these daat X marking
that spot will be wiped right out.’

'l see.’

He put down the sketch. 'Do you see?' he said shdDp you see the
goldmine you're sitting on?'

'Or falling off, more like it.’

'‘Perhaps, but at least you understand the posittoese people, these
step-cousins of yours, are not just money-grabbthgy're big
money-grabbing, and for a position like that' e.dlanced down at
the Tom Thumb cross... 'l don't blame them.’

'‘No,' said Rowan fairly, 'l don't either, and I'tadjyou told me.'

She sat silent a while, then she said, 'Poor Baimewyould have
been a rich man if Uncle Tom had sold out to him."

‘Barney wouldn't have wanted that. All he ever wdnwas a place by
the roadside and Nancy to help him run it.’

‘Then at least he can have Nancy.'
'‘No.'
'‘No?'

Jonathan was silent a whifd.don't think you'd understand if | told
you.'

Id try.



'‘Well, Barney is of the old school. | have no doulll these years he
has got no further with Nancy than a long look oacseek over a
tray of steak.’

'Oh, surely—'

'l told you that you wouldn't understand. To meke liBarney
something to show is their song of love. The caiwo be Barney's
song of love.'

'‘And now,' said Rowan sadly, 'the notes are gone.'
‘You're not laughing?'

'‘Oh, no, | like Barney. | like Nancy. It's easy fore, a different
generation, a wider background, or' ... looking doand out... 'a
more sophisticated one, to say "How ridiculous't, Iboaven't lived
all my life in the same spot.’

'‘Almost the same field, you could say. Barney wasitimerant
canecutter hitting south with a wad at the end s¢ason. He simply
stayed on.' A pause. 'And on.’

‘And Nancy was always here?'

‘Always with me. With my - mother before me." Agdirat slight

pause she had noticed before from Jonathan. 'GheBaould storm
Nancy all right, but it simply wouldn't occur tonhi It wouldn't occur

to her to encourage it. I've no doubt the romamtoposal he always
intended was: "I'll be needing someone permanethigiicaff, Nance,
how about it?" ' Jonathan laughed ruefully. ‘I owigh | could put

some dynamite under that stubborn cuss!

' wish | could help," Rowan said.



They packed up soon afterwards and descended frermountains
again.

The next morning Jonathan drove her to work asluthen wasted
no time in getting to his own business, since aifiothe ginger
harvesting and preparing were finished, the pacigaghnd bottling
was now in full swing, and demanding all his ati@mt

Barney, ready to go to the cut, greeted Rowan wghisual report on
the number of cut sandwiches he had preparedh&sld had been a
fair to middling night, then set off.

Rowan wandered round her rather odd little domdéet.not so odd
now as when she first had arrived, and definitalihough it could
not compare to the opposition, such a horror.

Customers were a little tardy, and she wonderéxafstep-cousins
had opened shop. She peered out, but saw the tanpstill at work

.. she also saw a truck coming down the motorway zeering

inwards as they did when they were preparing tp.siie went in
and threw on a steak.

But hardly had the brakes screamed to a halt taitrack started off
once more. There was brief laughter, a high musi¢abnks a lot,
safe journey,' then Elissa breezed in. She looleg lovely in a
scarlet pants suit with cheeks and lips to match.

'‘No need for any cooking,' she tossed. 'Bruce atd further down.’
'‘Bruce who?'

'How should | know, and for heaven's sake, Rowaet, that
schoolmarm note out of your voice!'



Rowan bit her lip and did not answer back. But ad not let the
episode pass without some comment. She said gdalilgsa, is it
wise?'

'Is what wise?"

Hitch-hiking and I'm not speaking as a schoolmdhm,speaking as
one who did it myself several nights ago.' She edu#\nd got into
trouble.’

'‘Well, the difference between us, Rowan, is | wgattinto trouble.’
‘Nicholas—

'‘Couldn't care less. No, that's not right, actydilyjust accepts me as
not his responsibility.'

'‘Because you're of age?"

'‘No, I don't think so. It's just that, althoughdwesn't know anything -
well, anything concrete - | still believe somethinghim is resigned
to it.’”

'Elissa, what are you talking about?'

‘Sheer nonsense. Haven't you gathered yet that Imonsensical
person? And don't you want to see what | bougtiterbig city?' She
opened her bag to tumble out frivolous things.sen¢s, too. A cravat
for Nick seeing he's given up ties, and some fatghprons for you.'
She tossed out several rainbow-coloured items. 'Maust have
noticed,' she giggled, 'what they did for me.’

'Yes,' said Rowan abstractedly, 'a pineapple,ck sii cane, a baby
croc and a lot of wistful looks.'

'‘Well, that's nice,' defended Elissa.



'‘Only not important,' dared Rowan.
‘Those things never are,' agreed Elissa carelessly.

'Especially when you're not interested, especiahgn your interest
has been' . . . what was Jonathan's 'old- fashiowedd? ...
'‘bespoken.’

Elissa turned sharply on her. 'Now what goe talking about?' she
said in her turn.

'Simply a remark, Elissa. I've always had the irapi@n that though
you're having fun, you're not terribly amused, tihactually means
nothing to you.'

'You fhink too much, Rowan,' dismissed Elissa.dBé&can | have a
cup of tea?"

Over the tea, Rowan said, 'You went in a hurry. @imite you were
here, the next you were gone.'

‘That's Elissa," Elissa said blandly.
'l think it is. What got into you?'

‘Sudden impulse ... plus an invitation from a bugk of a haulier
who was going right through to Brisbane. You hawedecide
quickly.'

'‘One day you'll decide too quickly,"” warned Rowant she was
stopped by Elissa's mischievous face near hers rdinga what
Rowan's hitch had been like and what trouble she dat into.
‘Trouble from whom?'

‘Jonathan Saxby.'



'I'm consumed with envy! He's pure ginger, thaggimman. | was
hoping that it was Nicholas who blew you up.’

Why?"

'For all your faults,' Elissa grinned impishlyctuld stand you for a
sister.'

'‘No,' refused Rowan, but kindly.

'l rather expected so. Also, | rather believe Nigkmarried to his
stud.' She got up and wandered round the cafden, abruptly, she
stopped.

'‘More rodeo tickets?' Her voice was sharp.

'Yes. They were left here when the troupe came dowaollect the
grey.’

'So the grey has gone?'

Yes,' said Rowan again. 'The boss of the outfitegaimo. He was
very pleased with everything.'

‘The boss. The one called—'

‘Called Larry," Rowan said.

‘Then they all left again?'

‘After giving me these tickets.'

‘Well, | don't know about you, Rowan, but I've rEtbugh rodeos.’

Rowan nodded agreement. 'Though this one,' she ttadmi'is
different.’



'‘How can it be different? They do the same things.'

‘This one includes a novice competition. It's resdifor competitors
who've never rough-ridden before.'

There was a dead silence. Glancing up. Rowan wacksl at the
pallor on Elissa's face. The cheeks that had mdttieescarlet pants
suit were drained of colour, the cherry lips onhpwed red where
Elissa was biting them.

‘Are you all right?' she asked.

'Of course I'm all right. A bit dizzy, that big hkirof a haulier
certainly burned up the miles." As she was replyiBlissa was
reaching for the tickets again, re-reading them.

'‘Novice,' she said expressionlessly. 'Yes.'
‘Next Wednesday.'

'Yes.'

'Of course | won't go.'

'‘No,' agreed Rowan, wondering why a ticket for dexmall at once
seemed to electrify the room. 'Elissa—' She haipiséd forward. 'l'd
better go and report my safe return to my deahlergtevaded Elissa.
'See you tonight, Rowan.' She ran up the trachdcstud.

Fortunately, both for business as well as Rowamisdhing thoughts,
the dinner hour trucks began pulling in, and fertlext few hours she
had no time for anything but steaks. Then todayetréer teas came
almost on top of the late dinners, which meantshatwas busy right
until Barney came.



'‘A good day," he said with satisfaction as he ldoke the till.
Although it was not his caff, he was always pleasben business
was brisk.

Rowan stopped for a while to finish some sandwidheshadn't had
time to complete, said a little diffidently thatestvas sorry about the
hitch-hike incident and she wouldn't do it agahert set off to the
stud. At the door she informed Barney very circueasly that Miss
Jarvis was back again, thinking as she did sostihadn't informed
the maker of that law, the big boss at Narganodl,\We ginger man
could find it out for himself.

When she reached the stud she saw that Elissahaaged into her
jodhpurs and was exercising Captain. She crossetiéoe Nicholas
leaned over a rail watching his sister, and come@nEhe's certainly
a remarkable horsewoman.'

'‘She's certainly driving me to distraction, or gatlshe's driving
Captain,' Nicholas corrected grimly. 'l told herctanter the stallion,
not blaze a trail like that. The boy's not used tget. He's had the
long journey up from Melbourne, and now he needdotzsen

gradually, not explode - Eliss&lissa! For heaven's sake!'

Elissa came galloping over, all sweetness and.light
‘Yes, dear brother?'
'If you can't obey me, then leave the horse alone.'

'‘Obedience." Elissa pretended to consider the wsorchoment.
'‘Obedience. Man's prerogative ... from a woman. IN@on't obey
you, Nick. On the other hand I'm sick of ridingiesslid off, handing
Rowan the reins. The two of them, Nicholas and Roweatched her
saunter off.



'She can be the devil,' Nicholas fumed.

‘Why, Nicholas?' Rowan felt she knew Nicholas etongw to ask
that outright.

‘To tell you the truth | don't know. She wasn't ayw like this.
Impulsive, yes, a bit of a scatterbrain, but nawell...’

‘Driven?' suggested Rowan. 'Driven in this instaiocdrive Captain
simply because she had to release something?'

‘Exactly,’ nodded Nicholas. 'But | don't know whgacking up
Elissa's words that Elissa's brother, though ur@ouasly, no longer
accepted her as his responsibility, Nicholas nowktdold of
Rowan's arm and led her to the barn. All the wagrdhhe talked
eagerly about Miss Mary, Elissa obviously forgotten

I'm sure now she's much further,' he said. 'ltdeaht to be a bore to
you, Rowan—'

'You're not a bore.'

‘But this first foaling both for the stud and foidd Mary will mean a
lot to me. I'll feel | have established somethibg. you think she
looks well?'

‘She looks wonderful.
'Not a little droopy?'
‘Wonderful.'

'‘Not a little—"'

Their eyes met and they both laughed. 'Talk abonrother hen!
Rowan accused.



'Father rooster," he corrected, 'the mother hem'thasentuated.
Rowan ...'

Rowan anticipated the trend. 'Nicholas, of all the romantic
passes!’

'‘But you know what | mean.’

'Yes.' She turned and patted his cheek. 'Onlyrikthii's like your
sister said, first of all it's the stud.’

He did not attempt to deny that. He patted her kHeeck, and
companionably they walked to the homestead.

Elissa had quietened down, she even had laid bie tar the meal

that Mrs. White had left prepared. She gave Nichbla present, and
he thanked and kissed her, but could not resishgdbat a kiss was
more than she deserved.

‘Captain enjoyed that gallop,' she tossed backrat h
She paused. 'So did I’

Nicholas looked at Rowan wryly, a glance that wardef his sister
at this present incomprehensible stage was enj@angthing.

They had their meal on the verandah, then aftenitdjia fell still sat
on. They were sitting there when the car came aprtck.

The first thing that Rowan thought was: Jonathahebes I'm
missing again, and has come to find out. But shed neot have
feared, nor even have considered herself as fagtimi Jonathan's
thoughts, for it was the sleek model of the rodeapge boss, not the
Narganoo car.

Nicholas had got up and gone down the steps td tireeisitor.



'It will be Larry," Rowan said to Elissa, then saasg, before ... and
hadn't that been on such an occasion? ... thaaBhgas not there. It's
odd, she thought.

But no one commented on Elissa's absence. Shdftmrealed it,
Nicholas obviously did not think about it, Larry-

Larry? He certainly did not look around, he ceftaiasked no
guestions, but Rowan was definitely aware of a isgekn him
somewhere, a kind of reaching out. Again she thoutg$ odd.

Nicholas was very happy. Larry wanted him to stablainch of his
ponies at the stud for a resting spell. It woulcald®ost to the infant
stud business, Rowan saw, and she was glad fooldgh

She got up and made coffee . . . still no mentidglissa. The girl had
not entered the conversation once when Larry rokngth and left.

Nicholas, too, did not ask about her. He sat dkirtglfor a while,
obviously bucked by the unexpected windfall.

"'l have to make a new corral," he planned, 'kibepbunch separate.
Do you mind, Rowan, I'll get to bed now, no morattér. Busy day
tomorrow.'

She smiled at him and his plans, but she did notenaif to bed
herself.

Where was Elissa? She checked on the girl's rocamadf was

empty, the bed untouched. Quietly she went to Hragge, and saw
that the car had gone. She had not heard it, @itabuld easily
happen as the garages were away from the house.



For a few moment she stood uncertain. She did aot to cut into
Nicholas's pleasant preoccupation with his stud.ti@nother hand
Elissa was not here.

Then she remembered Jonathan. Twice now he hastgudir up for
not going to him with her troubles. 'You have ofdycross to the
phone," he had said.

But she couldn't cross here, Nicholas would heden®y she ran
down the track. As she went she planned what shédveay. Instead
of bursting out: 'Elissa is gone,' she first wouitbrm him that she
was staying at the stud again now that there wasale third. Then
from that juncture she would ...

Typical of Barney, he made no comment on a girhinuig down a

track to ring up when she could have rung at theseoHe gave her
the Narganoo number, then bustled in to take aardrdm a late lone
truck.

Jonathan's voice came back over the wire. 'Nargheo®'

'It's Rowan. Rowan Redland.'

'Yes?'

'I- | wanted to tell you | wouldn't be there tonigh

'Bit tardy, aren't you?'

'‘Better late than never.' She tried to make lighihg of it.

'l agree. But as it has happened you needn't hatheted. | knew.'
'‘Knew?' she echoed.

'Elissa told me you were there.'



'Elissa... where is Elissa?'
'Here.'
‘At Narganoo?'

‘Yes." A pause. 'As a matter of fact, in your rodanigidly Rowan
said, 'l have no room.’

‘Well'... impatiently ... 'the guest room you'veopgied.’
'Is she staying?'
'I've had a long day, | don't intend conducting Ineck.'

''ve had a long day, too, | don't intend to cormerado accompany
her. Nor does her brother."'

‘Very well, then. Was there anything else?' Anyghilse! This
pompous impossible man who had made an outmoded tinait
nowhere else in the wide world ... yé&sily ... would such a rule not
be greeted with incredulous guffaws, now just asmacently, and
very conveniently, cancelling the rule.

"'l be remaining at the stud,' she said levelly.
‘Yes.'

'‘But you said . . ." Yet she could not say it, blae never been so
angry in her life.

‘Anything else, Miss Redland?' He waited a momtan finished
casually, 'Good night.' The phone went down.

Without a word to Barney, Rowan went back alongttaek.






CHAPTER NINE

SHE lay looking at Nicholas's barns changed by the mhgbt into
silvery shapes, beyond the barns at the star- sletipaddocks, then
beyond the paddocks at an obscure violet slabatbald be the now
night-hidden range.

But she was not looking out on ginger fielae thought of Elissa at
Narganoo, lovely Elissa of whom the trustee had #aat first day
when she had asked him pointedly if Nicholas was taiphis
requirements, a succinct: 'He was. So was hisrsi€lé course she
was. Elissa Jarvis would be up to anyone's reqeinesn she was an
exceptionally beautiful girl.

Rowan kicked a rug off, remembered that later d bomeze always
sprang up and put it back again. She wondereds$&lvas having a
restless night. Perhaps she was at the windovinealsegself had been
that first time, breathing in the pungent ginger &hough probably
she and Jonathan were talking long into the nilgittathan rolling his
bush cigarettes, telling her some of the tall s®of this tall state.

Would Elissa get up for breakfast, or would Naraketit in? - Or
would he? Calling 'Rise and shine' as he put dtweriry, a tray with
a steaming teapot and a dainty cup, thin toasgjegipreserve ... and a
shoot of red flower.

Angry beyond all credence, angry with herself beeashe was
angry, Rowan turned from the window and tried agaisieep. It was
no use. Her resentment was eating into her. Wihyhyhad he made
a rule, that ridiculous rule of circumspection,rttseiddenly change it
to suit himself? For that must be the reason. ieduhim. Elissa
suited him.

What do | care? Rowan said to the darkness. Whyldh@are? He's
only the trustee.



'You were talking in your sleep last night," saidchdlas over
breakfast.

'Did you hear what | said?"

'‘No, | was too occupied with myself - with Miss Mato be exact.
I've been estimating that that girl should be readlgin the week.'

‘Your sister—' began Rowan, feeling he should krlost his sister
had not slept at the stud.

'She won't be a scrap of help, but thank goodnesmit need help.
The mare is in perfect condition, and' .. . witlyisb self-effacement.
.. 'I've always delivered pretty well. | want to illby myself, Rowan.
This first one has to be mine and mine alone.’

‘Yes, Nicholas,' Rowan said quite fondly, for sleidved she knew
how he felt.

She stacked the dishes for Mrs. White, then wadltedg the track to
Tom Thumb, looking up, as she always did, for tmaifiar skein of
woodsmoke billowing from the black beast. Oncesimeke escaped
Eats' crooked chimney it changed its menacing appea into a soft
blue weave. She liked to think it wdmer smoke. So long as it
wreathed upward, she felt proudly, I'm in busingSke glanced
triumphantly across at The Outlook, still stancumgjin.

She was late this morning, and Barney was reathaice.

'Fair only," he reported, 'and so spaced | coulgett all the cut
lunches ready.'

‘Don't worry, Barney, it mightn't be a busy morning



Rowan put on an apron . . . not one of Elissa'#ypoéferings, she
was keeping those for the times when businesyrgalldown ... and
started slicing the corned beef.

Her thoughts absorbed her. Had Elissa gone straigimie without

calling here first or was she still at Narganoo®dfhow long did she
intend to stop there? ... and how long did thetémigntend to waive
that rule he had made?

It was not until she got to the end of the largd ,lavhich was quite a
job, that it occurred to her that business weasy moderate. In fact
there was no business at all. Oh, well, that wasg the cookie ... in
this instance the corned dog and pickle ... cruchBl¢hat you didn't
get in the morning, you got in the afternoon, dngbu didn't get it
then, you got it at night.

Or ... standing transfixed at a sight she had knslenmust see some
day ... you didn't get it at all.

For across the road, no need of any skeins of srbekause the
ranges there were nice and clean and modern acuieland like a
fool she had forgotten, half a dozen trucks werégdwp. And not
pulled up just to look, for The Outlook's doors wernde open, music
breathed faintly across to her ... and so did soimgtthat could be
nothing else but steak.

The opposition had opened.

Wretchedly, Rowan went to the door and peeredByuhow she had
come to know a lot of her regulars, and she judbatithree of the
trucks at least were just that —it had been that.

Roy, Pearce, Snow, she enumerated bitterly. Shedibe steak was
only fit to take to a mat and squat down and gnawau called
yourself Fido.



Still, in all fairness, she could not blame the lles. They lived a
hard life, no one lived harder, and even if themedack to her, they
still had to try out the new place, it was only lammature. And they
were trying it.

The trouble was there was no provision for evemia in Uncle
Tom's will. If every haulier only patronized The ok just the
once, and once was an impossible dream, it wouldostk bad on
her account sheet.

She had known it was to come, but she had neuestfelwould take
it so bitterly. Going back to the kitchen, she ledKorlornly at her
pile of sandwiches, waiting to be parcelled andkstd in the fridge.

At noon she had a mild flutter, but mild only. AJssvery one of the
customers took a long considering look at the nefe c.. or
considering, Rowan considered it.

To make it worse, if anything could have made itseo during the
afternoon cars pulled up ... she had never realiyger her yearning
for a tea shop, for a clientele like those peopausly were ... and
customers went in. Later they emerged, looking weéased.
Sandwiches cut in fours, thought Rowan jealouséyhpps not the
special layer cake | planned, make.

She made a cup of tea and let it get cold. Shefdogstoke the fire,
then, remembering, made it so red-hot that theagaded building,
never the coolest spot, became a furnace.

She ran out and washed her hot face in the timheasier the mango
tree, wondering what the ablutions were like ohere¢. She had had
dreams of her own, and she would have carried thatmonly she
hadn't had the money nor the time. If you had tbaey, she thought,
you always snatched the time. She saw a truck appinog and
waited for it to go, as the others had, acrossdhd. But it stayed this



side, and Rowan rushed in and put on one of Higsak aprons.
Now she really had to try. But the truck didn't wanand e., just a
box of matches.

‘Got a rival,' the driver said, not even lookindratwan or the apron,
looking at The Outlook ... and no doubt markingnithis mind for
trial on the way down south again.

Late in the afternoon Elissa came in.

‘Jonathan put me off at the end of the road,’ altk s

'I've had a wonderful morning. Ginger is certaalascinating thing.'
‘Very fascinating.'

'We were shocked to see what had happened,’ Ebssa
sympathetically next. 'l mean, Rowan, you knowilt kappen, but it
still comes as a surprise. Are your takings dovanyau think?'

'‘As down as one box of matches.'
‘Not really?’
‘Near enough.'

‘A rotten show. Still, as Jonathan said, it's moénd ... that is, not for
you.'

‘Then to whom is it an end?’
'Oh, darling, don't be so touchy. Jonathan andkketahours last

night. It got me out of myself, to think about sane instead of
myself.’



'Like - Larry?' It came instinctively to Rowan'ssi, and she had the
satisfaction of seeing Elissa lose some of her dmwdour.

'How long did he stay?' she asked sharply.
'Oh, he didn't run away the moment he found yoalukeg
'l don't know what you're talking about, Rowan.’

'I'm sorry, Elissa,' Rowan said insincerely. 'Tleatieman who called
at the stud last night left quite early. | think?again it was instinct
that urged her ... 'he's in training. It could batthe's not just an
arranging boss but a working boss as well. | mé@ouarse the rodeo
and the novice event. Did you think he looked aices¥

'‘How should | know?' Elissa's voice had a high tmah note, and
Rowan could tell that her words had hit home. Stheldt see the
colour ebbing from Elissa, and she felt sorry ik dmad started
something. Yet after all, why should everythingaleight for Elissa,
why shouldn't she suffer as well? Suffer? Now thats really
overdoing it. All I did, Rowan thought, was lie alodk at Nicholas's
barns and wonder if Elissa was looking at the gicgep. Suffer! She
laughed.

''m glad you're amused, Rowan,' Elissa said coldly
She looked bleak and pinched all at once.

'Oh, I'm not," Rowan said, 'I'm rock bottom." Stenged to the door
and beyond the door. '‘But what can | do?'

'It doesn't really matter,' repeated Elissa. 'Juaratsaid—' She must
have seen a look on Rowan's face, for she leftthta.



The lack of trade continued into the evening. WBamney came
Rowan showed him the sandwiches in stock and adiVise not to
cut any more.

'I'm sorry, Rowan,' Barney said awkwardly, lookiagound at the
empty tables.

'I'm sorry foryou Barney," Rowan proffered. 'This was your drear
wasn't it?"'

He seemed embarrassed at first, then he shifteddnght to his other
foot and said he supposed it was in a way.

'It did seem the sort of retirement business thatla suit me,' he
admitted. 'And suit Nancy?' Barney went a brick red

Barney, you don't have to have a prize for a dahty's not that any
more. Not a girl.’

‘You still don't have to have it, whatever her age.

'l do. | wouldn't ask any woman ... | mean, wellwduldn't. Not
without being able to say, "Well, here itis," dyknow what | mean.'

' don't.'

‘All the same it's how | feel.'

‘You are a stubborn old man.’

'‘We're what we are,' was all Barney would say.
‘Nancy, too?"

'‘Look, it's all over. | knew that when Tom died t&f he could talk
the caff over with me, come to terms. I'm used tww. But you ...



well, even though you knew the place over the n@wad coming it
must still be a shock.’

‘Yes,' admitted Rowan. 'l can never pick up toddgss, nor
tomorrow's ... nor next week's. Even if | did cogmd again | can't
get the figures I'm down up again, that is in sudfnt time. | mean,
probates have to be settled. Wills don't carry on yfears. Also
Jonathan Saxby is so - so—'

Barney nodded. 'Jonathan is always with the laev,5dd proudly.
'‘No one has ever pointed a finger at Jonathan.'

‘Very straight and narrow," agreed Rowan, stringeratdding to
herself, 'Except at times.' - Elissa times.

Angry with the way she was chewing over somethivag should be
forgotten by now, she went off to the stud.

Business was no better the next day. A fesvy regular regulars
remained faithful, but Rowan could see that theyevegirious to say
the least, and from curiosity sprang the needni diut for yourself.

'Have to see what poison they're hitting you witkrahere,' breezed
Sam.

From a steak and a bundle of sandwiches at nomo .oom across
the road', which seemed to Rowan the ultimate badp to tea-time
there was not one customer. Then something wasgulp and she
ran out eagerly.

It was the bus, the driver who first had brought ere, calling, 'Hi
there, settled in? So you've the opposition asdl. $éever mind, the
truckies will soon see where their bread's buttasedho!" As before
he enjoyed his own play of words.



‘Are you stopping?' she asked.
'Only to drop some mail. Is Redland you?'
‘Yes.'

‘Then sign the book, it's a parcel. | don't cahg ketter mail, but |
carry parcels. How are they doing across the rd@dat's the grub
like? But then | don't suppose you'd know. Nevendnil'll try it
myself and tell you.

Better get on.'

Rowan watched him go. As on the day she had artivex@ were no
passengers, but then he had told her he pickedubpdunrther along,
down this end was always a loss, but he had td Hedause of the
timetable.

She did not think about the parcel, and if she $ta&l would have
dismissed it as something the girls had sent am fiee hostel. Even
when Barney arrived and handed it to her from titehkn table
where she had flung then promptly forgotten it stiédid not think

about it. She never thought about it as she walkdle stud.

She had supper with Nicholas and Elissa, talketéried to records,
then went along to her room. The parcel now wasrevisbe had
tossed it on the bed. Something she had sent fite sie was still in
London, she decided, a catalogue or so. The gekdmt have
bothered to re-direct it.

She was almost inclined to leave it. Not that slas Wwed, she had
done nothing to make her tired, she was simplydisied. However,
she did snap the string, and then she removed ematbtective sheet
of paper. Very carefully wrapped, she thought, ldhfg it, then saw



why. Bibles at most times are finely presented, lagrdmother's was
old as well as fragile.

Sitting down on the bed, she opened it up. Theréher mother's
delicate writing, on the front page was the readrthe family. What

a shame this sort of thing was not done much ndwe §anced
through it, wondering why she had never noticeadimethe brackets
beside her mother's name. She read Selina Thumivdtiers). N.

would be nee, she knew now.

She was closing the Bible again when somethingldzhgy eye. She
took the Bible up.

Six girls and a boy, her mother had told her, atidoicing a chick
apiece, except Thomas. Yet—

Mary ...Loris

Olga ...Jessica

Agnes ... Gladwyn

Dora ...Hal

Frances ... Pearce
Selina (n. Walters) Rowan

Then:
Thomas. By adoption: Jonathan Saxby.

Thomas. By adoption. Jonathan Saxby. So thexeesix others as
Pearce had said. But why hadn't Jonathan said?

She remembered other things that Pearce had hirthée
remembered him warning her not to expect any peatal treatment
from the trustee. Of course she would receive nefepential
treatment when he was one of the fanmilye of the rest of the family
who stood to inherit if she did not succeed.



How had Uncle Tom come to adopt a child? Had ha mearried?
She had thought you had to be married to take theercare of a
minor.

Then it occurred to her, and she was not awarevaleclutching at it
eagerly, that a trustee could not inherit, whidkeduwonathan out. She
did not mind Jonathan being just, but she couldosatr the thought
of Jonathan being just for a purpose She was sure she had rea
somewhere that being a trustee ruled being a lmeagfias well right
out.

She was not aware she was running down the halkaoacking on
Nicholas's door until Nicholas said: ‘What is ifjra?’

‘Just - just a puzzle.'
'‘Crossword?"

'‘Something like that. Nicholas, can a trustee wilbbe included in
the will?' Answering before he could, she said) 8ure he can't.’

‘You're thinking of a witness, Rowan. A trustee banefit. Is witness
what you wanted?'

'l think so. Yes. Thank you, Nicholas. Sorry tatdiib you. It was just
one of those things.'

'l know. They nag at you. I've been looking up¢htendar, and Miss
Mary's date is nagging me.'

'‘Poor Nicholas!" But as she walked back to her rd®omvan was
thinking, Poor me. Poor me to have been such d Iidial as to have
swallowed Jonathan's self- righteousness. Allithe ,teven when he
was sympathetically telling me about the new motynand what a
goldmine the cafe could be, he was aware of thisy Vétherwise,



would he have been so angry every time | mentiahadl'd sent for
the family records? He knew whatever happenedinand the other
five were to benefit, because he had the final bay,where they
made no secret about it, he did. He's a sneakimg; Hown,

unprincipled user of people; he used Uncle Thoraad, now he's
used me. Even if by some miracle | had succeedéu tve cafe,
succeeded beyond the greatest expectation, | watilildhave been
passed over. Money is a remarkable thing, espgaradhey like that.

No wonder he spoke like he did that day about Uiiclken Thumb!
Thumb," he had said, 'l would have given the beatgof my life for
such a name." Well, he hadn't had to waste timstenhose years,
but the result would be the same.

Yet perhaps she was letting her suppositions rusyamith her.Be
fair, she said sternly. You never did read the willu ymst
half-listened to Mr. Purkiss, your mind was fulllifle cafes serving
cinnamon toast. Why, even when he started to reathe alternative
beneficiaries you stopped him and recited themsailirAt least you
believed you did.

And perhaps you did. Perhaps when it came to itJé&Jiihomas only
wrote down the blood relations, having decided thiatce one
non-blood inheritor had not succeeded he wouldadtevtime with a
second. Perhaps Jonathan Saxby was never inclyskrtiaps
step-cousin Pearce had only been trying to scareute

There was only one way to discover the truth, and/dh knew it.
She could not go to Jonathan and say, '‘Are your@ryau not a
possible inheritor?' and she would never ask acegin.

She knew that wills could be read, and since thesltad" been made
in Australia that it could be read here. Read otas away, either.
Only as far as Brisbane. I'll go tomorrow, she kniwave to find out.



In the morning when Elissa came to the cafe shedabkreto mind
the shop, though it was the most ludicrous thirglsd ever asked,
for there was no business to mind.

'Of course. Taking off?' Yes. Brisbane.'
‘What?'

'‘Brisbane. Just there and back.'

'‘What for?'

'l didn't ask why you went, Elissa.’

'Sorry, but you don't seem a feckless type likenl H it's shopping
you're after, let's both go up to—'

'I'm going to Brisbane. I'm going to hitch a ride.’
‘After what you said to me?"'

Rowan shrugged.

‘Also,' pointed out Elissa, 'from whom?' That madase; there was
not one customer, up or down, at Eats.

'From someone across the road,' said Rowan, akith@iap her bag,
she crossed.

She had no trouble. After all she was twenty-twd @ould pass, she
thought bitterly. The driver was manageably amoyand even quite
nice. He was on a short haul, and said he coutdjlirer back tonight.

It didn't take long once she got into the city, amathe of it was any
trouble. She found the appropriate office, stateddase to see the



copy, and it was brought out. ... to my niece, RBoviRedland, a
young woman | have never met..." She skipped that.

She skipped ..."... but only if she carries onddud estate ...’

She skipped ... "... the judge of this to be, nd/fakend and trustee
Jonathan Saxby . . ." (For a moment she remembeEwdshe had
thought Jonathan Saxby would be a senior citiz¢h wileaning to
seedcake.) Then she came to what she had conMrfd?urkiss had
said, 'There now follows a list of names,' and Bhd broken in,
'Loris, Jessica, Gladwyn, Hal and Pearce.'

Only there was one more. The will clearly said seAPearce there
came Jonathan Saxby.

So he would benefit by her failure!
‘Thank you,' she said, and went out.

She met the haulier as arranged, and he compl#émaedhe was not
as good company going back as she had been coming.

'I'm sorry. She did feel sorry, she felt sorry for everyonedAerself.

She got out at Eats, watching unmoved as the eumissed to The
Outlook, then went in, expecting to see Barneylmsk.

Jonathan waited there.

The other two have gondge said. 'No need to stay open tonight .
any night. Where in Betsy have you been?

'Brisbane.

'Elissa said so, but | wouldn't believe her.'



'Well, that's where | went.

'lf you had wanted anything you should have told me
'‘What | wanted you wouldn't have got me.'

'Oh, if it was feminine things you could have verttit down.'
‘Not this thing," she said.

‘Very secretive, aren't you?'

‘Yes. Like you.'

‘And what do you mean by that?’'

'l think you know, Mr. Saxbwvard of Thomas Thumb.'

He' had turned away from her, apparently irritdigdher behaviour,
but now he whirled round.

'So,' he said. 'That's what it's all about.’

‘Yes.'

*Your records arrived.’

'Yes.'

"You went down to Brisbane to check something.'
'Yes.'

'‘Because you believed that [—'

'Yes.'



‘And you found out.’'

‘Yes.'

‘And your finding, Miss Redland?'

'Yes, yes, yes!' She fairly screamed it at him.

He had come to her. 'Quieten down. We've no tradeat least we
have no panic. Another outburst like that and someewill call the

police.' He waited a moment. 'You've found out tfmat have another
cousin, haven't you, or wasn't cousin the nametlyen allotted me?'

'It wasn't,' she said grimly.

"You found out that | stood, with the others, todf if you couldn't
make the grade?’

Again she said, but in a disciplined voice now:sYe

'So immediately you saw the lightyour light. | was the ugly
go-between, the one who really fixed it that yountvdown in
flames.’

For answer she flung, 'Why don't you go over thedravhere you
should be, Mr. Saxby?'

'‘Because,' he said, 'l want to stay here and stnadwy breath out of
your body. Oh, | know I've shaken before, but thige | want to fix
you properly, Rowan Redland.’

'‘And kiss me afterwards in case by some mistake Wwith and you
can still be on both sides?’

For a moment she thought h&as going to shake her, and
remembering last time she half-stepped back.



Then he said quietly, 'No. Oh, no, Rowan. Like yoade, that's all
gone.' He turned and went out.

What had gone? And why hadn't she ever suspeciebithere ... if
it had been there? For a thing to be gone, it inagé existed. Had it
existed?

She heard the car go and felt the tears burningndosv cheeks.
Because, she knew,did exist ... for me. | think | knew it that first
moment he came out with a pencil behind his earsandt 'Who's

standing the sandwiches?'

He stood there ... just there ... and he - he hasne.

Like the girls used to say with the stale sandvaict the dud cake, |
always made a wrong choice.



CHAPTER TEN

THE next morning Elissa said sympathetically to Row#ou look
bowled out, darling. By Jonathan? Well, you did sk, taking off
like that.'

They were still at the breakfast table. What wasgbod of hurrying
to open a shop that had no customers?

‘You must have had a reason for that sudden tuphsagpersisted
Elissa.

Rowan got up, saying she better make an appealfaratbing else at
Tom Thumb. As she walked listlessly down the tralok decided it
was better, anyway, than being probed by Elissa.

Barney had left for the cut, but the door was nokéd. Who would
steal a big black beast of a stove or plates thah ea cement
motorway would not have challenged? He had lefite for Rowan,
and it was typical of straight-to-the-point Barndty.said simply:

‘Nothing doing.'

It seemed impossible that only a week ago thiseplead hummed
with activity. Undoubtedly a lot of customers woutdme back,
human nature being what it was, people being Kiaithful to old

friends, to familiar corners, but to produce asattory profit and
loss sheet, satisfactory for the terms, of a wiiad to be AS GOOD.
Uncharitably Rowan wondered if Jonathan had sugdestat AS
GOOD term to Uncle Tom; it was the kind of sly tipine would do.
She mightn't care for her step-cousins, but at lgwesr rivalry was
direct, not hidden in smooth subtleties and pdla#-truths.

Thinking of her step-cousins must have been an oifieenPearce
walked in. ~*'Good morning, Rowan.'



‘Good morning.'

'‘Business as usual?'

‘Not as usual.'

'‘But as usual,' he pointed out, 'as the last feyg.da

'If you've come to gloat..." she began.

‘My dear girl, nothing could be further from my rdih
‘Then what have you come for? A loan of something?'

He looked aghast, and glancing around, she didvoatler. Empty
like this, and no reassuring if overheating fire,seemed more
depressing than ever.

‘Actually | came because I'm not happy about you.'
It's a little late, isn't it?"

'‘Oh, come now, Rowan, you must admit that in omeshyou would
have done the same yourself.'

'‘Perhaps,' she nodded wearily, 'especially whereWkabout the new
motorway.'

'Oh, so you've heard.’
'I've been told.' She paused. 'By Mr. Saxby.'

'Yes, | suppose he could afford to do that, knowirggpuld make no
difference to the final issue. The whole thing Hamen most
unfortunate. If only Uncle Thomas had made a propkin the first
place!



Something nagged at Rowan ... then she remembitered i

"There was a will before this one, wasn't therd® ®oked so
unwaveringly at Pearce that he turned his own glaveay.

'‘Well - maybe.' He did not linger on the subjeBut'the important
thing is that this one is now the order of the d&y.any chance did
you check it up, my dear?'

'l think you saw me leave yesterday.'

'So you did go. Then you would see how Jonatharysatands to
benefit, too.'

'l saw. Was there anything you wanted?'

This time Pearce did not look at the cafe aghastead he looked at
Rowan admiringly.

'l don't know if you're aware of it, but I'm the lprone of your
step-cousins not married.’

'‘Jonathan . . . His name came out before she eghili.

Pearce made a gesture of impatience. 'That's sbhbudly call him
a cousin.'

'I'm not myself.'

'l know,' said Pearce, moving forward, 'and I'm very gladu've
extremely attractive, Rowan. No wonder all our neoshwere jealous
of the little girl who came with Grandfather's sedamarriage.' He
smiled fatuously at Rowan.

‘You're also,' he went on before she could comneidng way from
home, aren't you? Do you ever get lonely, Rowan?'



'‘No.'
'l suppose you miss the old life?'
'l like it here.'

‘Well' ... a step nearer ... 'there could be a@fagmaining. Have you
thought of that?'

‘A lot. Only when you opened up it was no use timglkany more.'
'‘But, Rowan, you said you didn't blame us."
'l don't, but I still don't have to love you.'

'‘Not the girls, perhaps. Not Hal. But—' He lookedjuiringly at
Rowan. 'I'm a deal younger than the others,' hd, sand quite
well-established even without what lies ahead.nddded back to
The Outlook ... and as he nodded three more trpcksd up.

‘Do you always propose like this?' asked Rowanlpold
'It's the first time I've ever proposed in my life.

‘Then it will be the first time you've been refused
'‘Rowan, my dear—'

‘You heard the lady. She's refused.' It was Jonativho had come
silently into Tom Thumb, and he was moving acrosBearce.

Pearce stepped back ... after all, Jonathan waslaegge. But he
could not resist saying, 'At least | had a namefter her.' He didn't
quite finish. The last few words came in mid-aidasathan impelled
him out.



'‘Barbarian,’ Rowan said, and she said it of thstée) for she was
even more disgusted with Jonathan's behaviourRkance's oiliness.

'‘Often we're considered the barbarian state up,'Hexecame back.
'‘What did you expect me to do?'

‘Ignoring him would have been better.’

'‘Perhaps. But that sort of gibe went out in thet®fian era. Besides'
... without emotion ... 'it isn't true.'

*You said once you'd give your best years to haanla Thumb.'
‘That's true. Want to hear the story?'

'l think," said Rowan coldly, 'I've had my surfeitstories.’
'Rowan ... about last night...'

'I've also,' she said, 'had a surfeit of you. Yayroe the trustee, my
fate at one time may have depended on you, orlssi¢ved, not
knowing that a pre-decision had been made, butgsd't mean | still
have to kow-tow to you, say yes, sir, no, sir-

"...Three bags full,’ he finished wearily. 'All rigliave it your way.'
He turned and went out.

Several trucks did pull in, after all. One becatisy were filled up
over the road and the driver had a time clauseihgrayer him, and
the other because last time he had left his tobpoach here.

Late in the morning Elissa came along. She wasotteElissa,
restless, irritable, driven by some thought thdy @ihe knew. She
picked up things, put them down again. One of ivegs she picked
up was the folder of rodeo tickets. She re-readhthtben replaced
them.



Rowan made tea and opened a packet of sandwichewéne still
piled up in the fridge. 'l can't waste food,' siffer@d apologetically.

'‘No,' agreed Elissa, uninterested.

They sat there without talking, both intent on tlwevn concerns, and
because of their silence the impact was even louder

'‘What in heaven is that?' Elissa sat up, startldztut Rowan already
had got to her feet.

She was out of Eats and racing down the motorwasgding what
she could see, but knowing that she must face tpwuatever it was,
however awful, if she wanted to help.

Around the bend the cause of the violent noisehaehorrified gaze.
Two trucks had collided, one had gone up the barddrank and the
other had turned right over. Their occupants, aersibly more than
the drivers and offsiders, so there must have pe#rups in the back
of each lorry, were strewn across the highway. Ros@unted at
least ten casualties ... at least she hoped teabltees were all they
were. Some were moaning. One was trying to untaa¢gegled leg.
One was holding his head. One seemed to lie hyprsil.

She was aware that Elissa was now with her. Shelered how the
girl would react, because so far Elissa had onbysha very flippant
front. So long, she thought, steeling herself tovenforward, as she
doesn't panic.

But - 'I've rung Nicholas,' Elissa said, 'lI've rulgpathan. Jonathan is
contacting police, ambulance, doctors, hospitak' §epped forward
with Rowan.

The next hour went as though it was a minute, aetd rnealized
Rowan proudly, everything was done in its propey.wihe police



sealed off the motorway. The doctors ... and Niabol sorted out the
casualties (thank heaven it was only that), thehtse worst ones off
in the ambulance. Back in Tom Thumb the lessettdras, sprains
and shocks were attended to, then they, too, \e&entoff by car.

In an almost incredibly short time it was all ov@hejroad was
cleared, the motorway opened up again. Jonatharmpitetl his car
with a broken toe, a twisted wrist, a slight shtekt had received hot
sugared tea and an extra rug, and taken them off.

Nicholas, needed no more, had gone back to thewhaile Miss
Mary might need him ... and Elissa said, 'Phewt! sat down and
looked at Rowan.

‘You were wonderful, Elissa,' Rowan said warmly.
‘You were yourself.'

‘Yes, but... well...’

'You didn't expect it of me?"' Elissa shrugged.

Rowan said frankly, thinking how the accident hadskened up
everything so that she could speak more diredtly:"’

‘But then you don't know me.'

Rowan replied, thinking now that even Nicholas dat know his
sister: 'Does anyone?'

'Yes. One.'
'‘Who, Elissa?"

'He knows me, and | ... | ..." She got up fromdahair into which she
had flopped so exhaustedly and began pacing tha roahe old



Elissa way. 'Rowan," she said miserably, 'thisghumst now has
shattered me."'

‘That's aftermath, Elissa.’

'‘Not the accident... | mean not the actuality of it...buwell, the
possibility of it. Of - of disaster.’

"You mean in the midst of life we are in death.’

'‘Don't!" Elissa turned almost desperately to Rowan. Prigs&m said
more quietly, 'All those pick-ups were hitchingiderto the rodeo.’

'Yes, | heard them say so.'
Another pause, then:
'‘Rowan, | have to go.'
'‘Go?’

'Go there as well - to the rodeo. | said | wouldotit | have to. Will
you take me?’

‘What, Elissa?' queried Rowan.

'‘Don't ask why, just please drive me, becauseell, Wdon't think |
can drive myself.'

'‘But, Elissa-'
'Please do it, Rowan. Please!'

Rowan looked at her a searching minute, recognaedntense
urgency, then got up, closed the shop, said, 'Comehen, | only
hope | can manage the car, and | only hope wetfiadvay.'



'‘Brudwick lies west of a turn-off twenty miles updait's another
thirty miles from the road sign. A very clear sigfou see'... with a
funny little laugh ... 'l know all the details.’

‘Are you all right, Elissa?' Rowan asked with cance
‘Yes.' Then Elissa said oddly, or oddly it sountteRowan:At last!'

There was no looking at the scenery today. Rowarterdrated on
the unfamiliar gears of a car she had never driaveth Elissa sat
huddled and unspeaking. She was alert, thoughyanded Rowan
of the approaching turn-off before it came intdhsig

'You've been here before?'
'Yes.'
'Like to tell me, Elissa? Oh, not the full storytb-'

'I can't. Elissa's teeth were actually chattering; she waa highly
nervous state. Rowan, concerned, went to pull upabonce the girl
put out a trembling hand. 'Just keep going, RoW@arheaven's sake.'

Rowan drove on.

Soon she saw that they were not the only traveiteBrudwick, and
she remembered one of the men . . . Nicholas?damfat . . saying
that western shows were part of living up here. 8thiced her
speed, aware of Elissa's impatient anxiety, buethas nothing else
for it but to join the long ribbon of traffic. Brudck, when they
reached it, was not so large as Round Corner,tjle substantial
country town. The rodeo was in the shire oval, &ne usual
procession had been staged in the morning, as asethe open
events. This, anyway, was what the girls were sddhey pushed



their way to the corral where the afternoon's bigaation, the
Novice, was to be staged.

Now Elissa was looking around her desperatelyaviehto stop him,’
she said.

Rowan did not ask whom, she simply nodded andh&girl lead the
way.

Elissa was hurrying to the back of the corral, seglout different
outfits, the carvans serving them. She went urgenglto each, each
time turning away.

'Is it the Boys you're after, Elissa?' Rowan toathance and asked
directly.

'Yes.'

‘Larry?’

‘Yes.'

‘You're frightened he'll—'

'I'm frightened he's really going on with it, witiis entry? His name
was down on the programme. | saw it days ago."'

'‘And what are you actually frightened of, darling?'

'Him. Doing something like this. Because ... wbkcause he can't.
Because' ... wretchedly ... 'l taunted him.'

'Elissa—' Rowan began.

'Oh, | can't tell you now. | have to find him, stioin.' A break in her
voice. Tell him.'



‘Tell him what? | mean, Elissa, when a man has goisdar-'

Tell him ... how | feel. Tell him that | ... that.l. Oh, help me,
Rowan!" again Elissa appealed. 'Help me, please!

‘There's the outfit now.! Rowan had glimpsed theygrand,
recognizing the pony, looked around and recogngmue of the
men.

Elissa raced forward. Rowan heard her incoherentevand
wondered if she was making any sense. She must trenegh, for
one of them ... Trev? Dick? ... said, 'But he'lln®xt in. It would be
no use. It would be too late.'

There was the roar of the crowd as yet another etitop was
released from his small waiting space, and oncengga Rowan's
mind) Rowan saw the swirl of flying hooves as askeopig-rooted,
kicked, threw and heaved in the effort to throwrider.

She did not know that Elissa was seeing it, tad,not in her mingd
until she realized that the girl had pushed awagnfher, had pushed
through the crowd.

She followed just in time to see the corral attensldeaping for the
rails. And to see Larry thrown to the ground.

After that everything seemed to happen like theghilag mirrors and
facets of a kaleidoscope. Elissa was in the aredattee horse was
being caught and taken away. A stretcher was daiogght in, and
the bearers were trying to persuade Elissa to gétom the ground
so that they could lift Larry up to be attendeds&d still crouched
there, the man's head on her lap.

'‘Perhaps | can do something." Rowan climbed over vaent in.
‘Elissa darling—' she appealed.



Elissa looked up and her eyes were dull.
'Is he—' she asked. 'Rowan, is he—'

'‘No, nothing like that. But certainly dazed. Polsiboncussed.
Elissa, you must let these men take over.'

Rowan doubted if she would have even listened itoléealone heed
her, had not at that moment the man opened hisaaykkoked fully
at Elissa.

'Yes,' he said, 'do that.'

The girl sat on a moment, then she let the attesddide a cushion to
where the head had rested against her, then shae/ lon to a
stretcher. She let Rowan help her up, take herlead,her out.

'He isn't dead, is he?'

'‘Darling, he's very alive.'

'He spoke to me, didn't he?'

'Yes, he asked you to let the ambulance men tage'ov
'He'll be all right, won't he?'

'Of course, Elissa.'

'‘Because you see' . . . Elissa swallowed haitin.hls wife.’

It was an hour afterwards and in the base hosgitaludwick. Larry
had been X-rayed, then the negative result pengitit been
administered a sedative and left to rest.



'‘When he wakes up and not before,' the doctor hpdlated, 'you
can see your husband, Mrs. Mason.'

'Mrs. Mason.' Elissa Jarvis was Elissa Mason. 'Deeholas—
began Rowan.

'‘No," intercepted Elissa, 'Nicholas doesn't knomvharried, Rowan.'

The little waiting room was empty. Rowan guesse&cbiild be rather
like Christmas, no one got sick at Christmas, ndtandon anyway,
that is, unless ... unhappily ... they could nophe Up here in
Brudwick evidently no one got sick on a rodeo d&ye girls had the
place to themselves.

'‘No, Nicholas doesn't know,' repeated Elissa. 'Ne knows except
Larry and me." A tight little laugh. 'The partnershe contract. We're
both impetuous people, one of a sort really, waukhbave made a
go of it. When Larry proposed out of the blue to msimply

answered Yes.' A pause. 'We went that afterno@r.eies dreamed.

‘How long did it—'

'Did it last? Practically as long as it took to émd that was my fault.
I've always been spoiled, Rowan, hopelessly, rbttespoiled.

Nicholas is quite a few years older than | am, wheén our parents
died he took me over, but his idea of taking mer avas giving me
anything | desired. He just couldn't deny me, arthd unfortunate
results.’

'Oh, Elissal'

‘That's true. | was a brat. | had a lot of sillyaaf, but all the same
when | met Larry, | knew. | mean you do know, dgo'ti?'

‘Yes,' Rowan said, 'you know.'



'He asked me, and | agreed, and | thought thatl/dsere was to it.
Only ..." Elissa's voice trailed off.

'Only there was more?' helped Rowan.
‘A lot more,' Elissa said.

‘Larry had been passed on his father's entreprédnmsimess. Do you
know what that means?"'

'‘One who undertakes an enterprise, a kind of cotaira

'Yes. Old Mr. Mason had a string of these commitisieranging
from ballet to Shakespeare to - well, to this." Sheead her hands.
'On his death Larry took them over. It's very ltime in fact a
goldmine.'

She was quiet a while, and Rowan did not worry her.

‘You don't know me," she said presently, 'l re&lfywe a very bad
nature.’

‘Darling—'

'‘No, Rowan, lhave.l just have to be contra, somehow. Nichole
always said it was the shock of Mum and Dad at mynature,
vulnerable age, but Nicholas has always been kind.'

'Yes, Elissa?'

‘The ballet and the Shakespeare were all rightwihen | learned
about the Boys, of the Western Outfit, | was insglt Rowan,
terribly insulting ... | can be ... and Larry wagrth | should have
called a halt when | saw how he was taking it,ddEemon got into
me, and | went on ... and on. I'm a good horsewomanu've seen
that. Another of Nicholas's indulgences. He stoasl tire best of



teachers. | knew that | was better than Larry eveuld be - if that
mattered.’

'It doesn't,’ said Rowan softly.
'I know. Oh, | know thatNow.'

'l jeered at the idea of an indifferent horsemke Liarry managing a
Western troupe like this, and - well, it went oarfr there. It was a
hideous quarrel, as hideous as you can think. Anés entirely my
fault. | packed up straight away and went homeitdhdlas.'

'‘Didn't he question you about leaving your husb&bidd't he reason
with you?'

‘He didn't know. | told you. It was done in an irtysgus rush, and the
awful, the hideous quarrel occurred in a week. Btsly we had
inherited the property from a distant relativat.had meant little to
me then, but when Nicholas unfolded his planskedseagerly if |
could come, too. | -1 said | was finished with edaffair | had grown
tired of, that perhaps in the north I could findwaterests. Nicholas
took me up at once, except that he took me ugla {do much'... a
rueful laugh ... 'even made matrimonial plans. hinsdong with him
to the degree of trying to have fun, but all tmedil knew it was no
use, Rowan. Because' ... softly now ... 'you ceange your life, but
you can't arrange your heart.'

‘You still love Larry?'

'l never stopped loving him. | simply rebelled frdime sudden change
from utter freedom to - well, | chose to considdsandage. Though
that wasn't true. It wasn't that Larry ever wanteglto go his way, he
wanted us to meet on the same ground, but | acchsadof
demanding compliance.'



Yes,' smiled Rowan, 'but your word was obedienoa,said all men
wanted obedience.'

'l said a lot of things,' Elissa cried.

‘Well, it's all over, darling. He's unhurt, it'ssjua matter of waiting.'
'For what?'

Almost as if in answer a nurse came in. ‘Mrs. M&son

Elissa jumped up. 'Yes?'

'‘Can you come? No, don't look alarmed, he's fitra. dorry'... to
Rowan ... 'but he only asked for his wife.’

'Of course,’ Rowan said, and gave Elissa a littlibes

She sat on for a long time. Whatever was beindeseitt there was
being settled thoroughly.

Then the nurse came in again.

'l hope you don't mind once more, but Mrs. Masos Wnking that
perhaps you'd like to leave without her. They'reesy young and
very devoted couple, aren't they?"

Yes,' Rowan agreed faintly.

'‘She said you may be inconvenienced, so not tofaalter, to take
the car. She can put up locally. For that mattecareaccommodate
her here.'

‘Yes,' Rowan agreed again.



She did not go in to say good-bye ... good ludb Elissa, she simply
went across to the parking area, but as she passgtiow she saw
two heads together, and she knew that good luckhetaseeded. Not
there.

Absurdly happy, she ran across to the Jarvis carstarted off.

She could not have told at what juncture of herney down she first
noticed the long streaks of high cirrus like tlmnfing tails and manes
of wild horses galloping full speed across a skiMares' tails’, she
knew they were called . . . but she did know tloainsafterwards,

alarmingly soon, the cirrus had merged into a tier@ag bank of

fast-building dense black cloud.

Almost within minutes ..seconds... the cloud filled the entire sky.

At once the wind struck.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

SHE seemed to be alone on the motorway, a glanceesinelr vision
mirror showed no vehicle behind her, there was aoig front.
Probably everyone else had read the message efitassing clouds
and sought shelter. She would have sought it,dobthis particular
stretch of the bitumen was a lonely one, so thg thrihg to do was to
keep on until something fairly protected offereflige.

It was raining, but you could not have said that fall, because the
gale was blowing the drops almost horizontally. yrekashed against
the side of the car. Sometimes the wind slightitedi the car, but
fortunately she was neither going into the wind Io@ing swept by it.
At this stage the slight tangent at which the cat the onslaught
helped somewhat.

At one time the road had a full view of the seat tbvely millpond
where the Barrier Reef islands lay embroideredaislpy colours on
shining silk. But there were no paisleys now, ndmoideries, no
silk, instead rolling, monstrous water in cruel ioal grey.

A particularly strong gust really lifted the candaRowan thought: |
must do something. | can't go on like this.

She toyed with the idea of turning into the buskvmonming the
road to the west, of trying to find a space betw#endense trees.
Trees could fall, but it would be bad luck if oredl ivhere she placed
the car, and at least she would not be lifted sicigdy up as she had
been lifted just now. She watched for an openiagy sne, and slid
in.At once she knew she had made a mistake. Shertaagined the
noise element would be reduced. It wasn't, it wasgmfied a
hundredfold, for besides the wind demons there tivagoar of the
protesting branches, the cries of the tormentedelaWhen a
deafening crash occurred somewhere near her, sve &riree had
fallen, and that this was no place for her. But nvblee tried to get out



again, she saw that part of the fallen tree hachppéd her, there was
no escaping the way she had come in. She ventutsiile the car to
see if there was a space to reverse, but she ayg=etl in as close and
as contained a corner as though she had beentfiteel

Now she did not know what to do; to remain here teasfying, yet
she was afraid to return to the road. She stooe thiecertainly till
another crashing tree somewhere in the forest madher mind, and,
not waiting to take her things from the car seafact too frightened
to remain a moment longer, she raced out to thewag again, and,
keeping to the rim in the hope that it affordedesasure of protection,
she ran.

She was soaked within minutes. There was no esgdbat fierce
horizontal rain. She was practically blind as wethipped-up spray
from the sea had collected into a grey veil and enacn obscure
world.

Her heart was protesting painfully, but she stépk running, she
knew she could not keep it up, there were milestyejo, but she
could not remain still, there was no place to st&sthaps she should
have stopped with the car ... Nicholas's car. 8heytilty over that.
But if anything was going to happen to it she coudd prevent it.
Also, she could not bring herself to go back.

If only some truck would come along, one of thosg lhaulage
trailers that could withstand a blast!

None came.

The wind was increasing. She could tell that bywhéning branches
of the bordering trees that instead of just drogpimeir twigs and
sticks to the ground now were flinging whole arnighem on the
motorway. At one particularly violent blast evee thordering gravel



was lifted, then thrown down again. The noise vimmderous. The
wind shrieked and roared as it plunged and soared.

Then, through the dense grey, she saw somethinghgaeh her. At
first she thought it was a house, a house liftedllpdy the wind and
driven along the bitumen. Then, with relief, shevghat it was a
truck. No trailer attached to anchor it down furthbut a very
substantial vehicle, and a heavy duty one. It ratisdfog lights to cut
the obscurity, and that was what had made her thirk house, a
house with a yellow front beacon.

A horn's piercing warning, savagely applied by agrg finger, from
the way it cut stridently through the noise, maederkalize she was in

the truck's way, and she leapt aside. At oncertiek tstopped, the
cabin door opened, someone jumped out.

‘Youfool, you utter little damn fool, did you want rte drive over
you?'

'l wanted you to see me.'

'l saw you ... heaven knows how | did from the wWag been
straining my eyes looking for a glimpse of you,tloé car . . . and
where is the car? No, don't answer. Get in.'

‘Yes, Jonathan," Rowan said.

Once in the cabin, it was a little better, thoughyittle better.
'‘We better get going,' Jonathan said grimly.

‘But in a heavy vehicle like this—'

''ve known heavy vehicles like this tossed arolikel leaves. Now
where will | turn?' He drove up the motorway fowhile, then found



a spot. Meanwhile she began to tell him wretchadiyut Nicholas's
car, but he stopped her half-way.

'Forget it for now. At least you're not in it.'
‘But if a tree falls on it..."

‘Then it'll be finished, won't it?' As she did @aoiswer, 'Look, it's only
acar.'

All right for you, she thought, in your comfortalgesition, but how
could | replace Nicholas's car?

'‘Rowan, for heaven's sake, we're not out of it g@tselves,’ he
shouted, and, having turned, he began to drivasasaé the wind and
the obscurity would permit back along the road.

‘Are we going to Narganoo?' she asked.

'‘No, I'm taking you along to the cafe, Miss Redlandwould you
prefer the stud, up the steps, right to the framdrd What do you
think?'

‘Jonathan, don't shout at me like that. | only dskecause | don't
understand.’

‘Then understand this: in weather like this you'leay where are
you going, you just go. Actually what | have in ihiis a rise between
here and the next milepost. | think | can get beltinl think | recall a
rough track. We can shelter there.'

‘Stay in the truck?'
'You can stay underneath it if you like.'

'‘Jonathan!’



'‘Well, don't be such a damn idiot. At any moment/nts going to
break.'

'‘Going to break? But - but isn't this it?'

‘A foretaste only." He was pushing the truck toutshost. 'lIf you
could analyse it, you would see that the galeasvlrlg in a clockwise
curve, but after a while the winds change to cagyarcs, and then
that's it. Places already weakened by the firgtldanply can't stand
the change of attack. Havoc sets in. If we can hegdhat variation in
the shelter behind the hill, we can take the opmity of the calm, or
the eye, or the core, as it's alternatively caltedt{ will follow after,
to get home.'

"You- you mean there'll be more yet?' Rowan askedsigh

‘A lot more. Melinda ... as this one is to be dahllewill quite possibly
bring along a sister. Let's hope she's a littleesidHold on, Rowan,
this is the rise | saw where we're going to weathethe first attack.'

‘Thefirst attack!" Rowan groaned.

It was a bumpy, rutted way, barely a way at alt violoere the hill rose
to its highest level, Jonathan drove the truck theobase, and there
they waited.

It was a nightmare experience, and yet for alinlseeased ferocity ...
yes, Rowan learned, that savage wind she had kmowhe road
could increase its ferocity ... she was not afesitbefore. Not because
of the protection of the large truck with its skeeitg cabin, not
because of the rise breaking the impact, but becdasathan was
there.

'‘Where did you get the truck?' she asked duringl.a |



'It's mine, of course. What do you think | do, agnamy products by
car?'

'‘How did you know to come for me?'

'Elissa had rung Nicholas to tell her story, and said she was not
coming back tonight, that you would bring the ¢arckily Nicholas
had the good sense, even though he's a southeadhapaused to our
weather, to read the signs in the sky. He pronmaitg me.'

'‘And you came out for me.'
'It looks like it, doesn't it?' he said.
‘Jonathan, I'm sorry.'

‘Just sit tight, girl, a really good blow is comirigalways does after a
breathing space.’

She sat tight, heard the roar, but, oddly, didthwmtk much about it
now. When it stopped, she saw that Jonathan wasgeeady to
move out.

‘Isn't it just another [ull?’

'It's a lull, but not just another one. It's thalns, eye, core. Now we
race home.'

Race they did. Jonathan put his foot right dowthemaccelerator and
they drove as fast, Rowan thought, as the demowsdfhad driven.

They turned in at Narganoo.

They could not get there entirely. After three-deies of the way a
blown tree blocked the track.



'‘Out!" called Jonathan, and not waiting for hercaonply, he fairly
pulled her out. Together they ran the last halfemd the house.
Nancy, watching for them, opened the door, themsiad it again.

Almost at once Melissa, Melinda's sister, broke.

'‘Big sister or little sister?' asked Rowan, crogsia the window
where Jonathan was standing to look out as welthenwhipped
countryside.

He judged for a moment, then said, 'A little sister say, and thank
heaven for that. But don't go getting any ideasy&o You'll be here
for the night, possibly tomorrow night as well.’

‘The wind doesn't sound at all high here.’

'‘We're exceptionally well protected at Narganoce Titst Rays chose
it with care.’

Rays? Rowan wondered, but she did not follow itSpe said, 'Also,
we wouldn't get the full impact as on the actuasto

'‘Perhaps not. They'll be a shambles there, bubithevon't go scot
free. I'll be all right, the ginger isn't a tallargh crop. Also I've
already harvested, thank heaven. But the canegeilit, it will be
tangled into a diabolical mess. Also, all the Magad nuts will be
shaken out of the trees. However, it was alwaysatanof picking
them up.'

'What's Melissa called? | mean weather-wise? |saidtea cyclone?'

'‘A secondary satellite cyclone only, and she wba'tso fierce as
Melinda, but more persistent. These younger sistexsnclined to
sulk because they have to take second place, tdgedn fretful



squalls. So you may as well relax, girl, you wdret leaving for
hours.'

Nancy brought in tea, and they sat in the comfbthe large lounge,
where Jonathan had actually lit a fire for the lobk since it was not
even chilly, but the burning log, crackling reagsgly, settling down
In its crimson embers, made the room a cheerfaleplRowan found
herself quite enjoying her first cyclone, and shiel so.

‘Yes, it's cosy enough here, but some poor devillonathan sighed.

He told her how further up the coast as soon agatiar cyclone
warning station gave the word, experienced peogdab to prepare.

'How could one prepare? | mean you can't stop it.’

'If you know you're in the target area, and thesesdhey can tell you
right to the eye, or core, you evacuate, thentbyteir family.' He
glanced affectionately at Nancy. 'l know someone atbes a deal of
advance cooking when she hears, just in case.’

They talked on till dark ... dark by time onlyhié&d been near enough
to dark ever since the winds had struck ... they thent to bed,
Rowan to her first room again, the room that looketion the ginger,
though no use to open a window and snatch a bteaidpht, for the
ginger would be crushed on the sodden ground. dbmrtoo, where
Elissa had slept...

Rowan slipped into bed. She must have droppedotiErwise the

Impact would not have taken her by such surprise,vgould have

heard the leading up to the secondary cyclones dtburst, and not
leapt up at that sound like a truck dischargingaallof metal, like a
monstrous wave breaking against a rock. As it magsst ran as she
was, still in a pair of Jonathan's pyjamas thatdydmad said would

be all right if she tucked up the legs and turmethe sleeves.



In the passage, Jonathan caught her, held heougtt you would be
alarmed, little one. There's nothing to fear ths last fling." Without
another word, he lifted her bodily and carried teethe lounge, put
her in the chair by the still red fire. It's oveam' he assured her.

'l ... I was asleep,' she apologized. 'l woke up lawas scared. I'm
sorry, Jonathan, I'm afraid I'll never make a copmbman.'

You'll make one,' he said evenly, and she saw he molling a
cigarette, 'even if | have to belt it into you tae rest of your life.’

‘Which," she flashedyou would do.’
'‘Which," he altered blandly, 'l intend to do.'
‘Jonathan ..." she stammered.

'I'm going to make a countrywoman out of you, a tthte
countrywoman. You're going to be a Queenslandenard

' won't mind that."'

'‘But will you mind being - my variety?' He had ribtthe cigarette,
but he held it aloft, waiting to. Behind the cigéeeand the match, his
eyes were narrowed.

'‘What variety is that?'
He said, quite casually, 'A ginger wife.'
'‘A— What do you mean?'

'l mean, that I'm asking you in my own peculiar i@ypecome Mrs.
Saxby.'



‘Mrs. Jonathan Saxby?'

‘There's no other Saxbys around here. Yes. | nfeati He lit the
cigarette, but did not take his eyes from her.

'l don't understand ... | mean why? ... why? Whwaabnce?'

‘All at once?' He took the cigarette from his moatid threw it
furiously into the fire, even though he had jusdma. 'Why? You
ask me that? You must have known how | felt rigbtrf that first
day.’'

'Yes ... furious that | was an inexperienced newchthat - that |
promptly cried." She was remembering a fat teapgltg into the
black tea that he had passed across.

‘And you must have peeped through your weepingsard someone
completely hooked for the first time in his life.'

‘You had an alien way of showing it.'
'‘Ginger is an alien crop.’
'‘But you were hard, sarcastic.’

'l hadn't bargained on someone like you. | had ragtée duty to
fulfil, but I hadn't thought it would be at the eqse of someone like
you.'

‘Then you knew the outcome right from the beginfling

'Of course,’ he said angrily, 'anyone did who haddrthe will.

Everyone knew that the cafe couldn't keep up gisrés when it had
to share the trade. If Tom had had legal adviceramdvritten it out

himself all this would never have happened.' Hesspdy'And | would
never have got you.'



'‘Wait,' Rowan said. At a look in his face she addHaere are things |
must know.'

‘The first will be why did | deceive you,' he saigarily. 'l didn't,

really, | thought you would have had the element®gse to have
read your uncle's will, to have known that | wasluded with the
others.'

'l hadn't read it, and when you knew | hadn't, wign't you tell me?'
'‘Obvious, isn't it, when | knew your obvious reantl

'You mean | would have thought you were fighting atéhe same
time as my step-cousins were fighting me, only snaakier way?
Yes, | did think that.'

'So,' he said, 'l said nothing.'

'‘How did Uncle Tom come to adopt you? Was he mdrig you
were an orphan why do you speak of your parentgeanttiparents at
Narganoo? And who are the Rays?'

'Finished?' he asked. 'Then let me say a word@rTam adopted me
because he was so damn sorry for me. That's alh Isay. All this
coast was damn sorry for me. | was damn sorry rhfaahat kid out
there.'

"You?'

'Yes.'

'‘Out where?"

'‘Out there on the island. Remember that day | {@ak'

'Yes.'



'l grew up there. | had a father. | won't say he magood, but | won't
say he was good, either. Do you recall our beacheotalk?'

She nodded.

‘That was him. Part artist, part sculptor, partevripart dreamer, part
...and the most part . . . loafer. | had a mothet she gave up before
| can even remember her, so he must have beendsspdbr a
woman has to suffer a lot to leave a child.’

'‘Poor Jonathan!" She made a little move, but hepsi her.
'‘No, let me finish first.

'He did a lot of things | want to forget... but theal one was to
forget me and go away.'

'He left you there!' she said aghast.

'l survived,' he half-grinned, ‘and it really wasiening point. Half a
dozen of the Tall Staters applied to adopt me. Nlagganoo ginger
planters, the Rays, childless and wonderful peapfesially got me.

Your uncle Tom never married, so he couldn't beswhared, but if
you had known your uncle Tom you would have knowo, that

legal niceties meant nothing to him, to Tom | waally his adopted
son. He even wrote it in his will.'

'‘My mother,' said Rowan, 'wrote it in her Bible.'
'‘Which you sent for. | could have shaken you!
‘Yes, you're good at shaking.'

‘Keep it in mind," he advised, 'because I'm gettmghty sick of all
these explanations.’



But there were still breaks in the story, stilindps she must know.
'You would have ruled against me?' she asked.

‘Yes.'

'‘And benefited yourself?'

He did not answer.

‘Jonathan,' she said, 'l have to know. | mean theemention of a
previous will. Did you' ... she paused ... 'mangpalthat as well?'

‘Yes.' He looked at her coolly. 'l did. | made Talter it. | would have
made him alter this one, | mean as regarded my plaaael known.'

'And whom did that first will benefit?"

Another pause, then: 'Me. | was the sole inheritsaw it, and tore it
up. Nowdo you understand?’

She sat silent a long time, a lot of the piecdsfainto place.

‘Your step-cousins,' Jonathan said, ‘were runefthl, no better, no
worse - | really mean, Rowan, they wanted theireshH&ke most
people would. But they went around it the wrong whgy pestered
Tom. When | refused to benefit, he went right te tther extreme
and selected you.'

‘But if | failed, youy, too. Yet you say you didn't know?'
‘No'... angrily... 'l didn't know.'

Although the room was warm, he put another loghenfire. After a
while the wood began to crackle. Rowan could B&br the rain, but
indistinctly.



‘Now,' she asked, ‘what happens?'

‘That,' he answered, 'depends entirely on you.'
‘I mean'... flushing ... ‘as regards the cafe.’
'It still depends on you.'

'How can it when I'm ruled right out, | mean I'medi out now with
the decline in profits.’

‘You were, but..." He paused. After a moment hetwan'l haven't
told you yet. Cosy Corner wasn't so cosy todagpita bad doing.
Even before | came to get you, it had happened.'

‘What had?'
‘The opposition. The Outlook. Your step-cousinfref
‘It was—'

'It was blown away. It's on the weather side, retvemit overlooks
the sea.'

'‘And Tom Thumb?'
‘Absolutely intact.’

'‘Which means I'm the winner?"
He-hesitated. 'In a way.'

'Inaway ... Oh, you mean | won't feel good abttuiNo, Jonathan, |
won't. I'm sorry for them.'

'I'm glad to hear you say that. Now we can go omfthere>



‘You mean recompense them?'

Yes. After all, Rowan, they were entitled much mtiran you were
really, entirely more than I.'

'‘And with the new motorway meeting up at our juoicti can do it
handsomely, can't I?' Rowan beamed.

‘Well..." Jonathan evaded.

She looked at him and waited, aware that theremae to come.
'‘Well, the best laid plans,' he shrugged. 'It hagl the time.'
'‘What happens?'

'‘Changes in policy. A new board has taken overtaatplan, the one
favouring Eats, has been dumped.' He leaned dodmpiaked up a
small log, took out a penknife and carved a fewglolines on it.

‘That's our motorway. That was the proposed junctbthe new

one.' He scored it through, and scraped anothas i3 the actual one
that will come.’

'‘Missing us?'

Yes.'

'‘So... no fortune?'
'No.

'In fact nothing?'
‘Nothing,' he said.

‘Then how do | recompense my step-cousins?’



'l do." He was looking at her tentatively. 'I'miahr man, Rowan.
When the Rays took me | got worldly wealth as vaslla wealth of
love. You'll have to let me do this, pass on sorhé¢hat double
inheritance. Treble, when | count old Tom. Pleasgdarling.'

My darling. She felt around that. Tasted it. Londedit.
But still she waited.

'‘We'll give them all they've expended, and moreeyllh have to
admit we've been fair. Then Barney and Nancy valirg'

'In a cafe where no one stops?'

'‘Don't you believe it, there'll be callers. Not@dmine, but Barney
would have hated that, anyway. All he ever wantad aplace by the
roadside with the woman he loves. He'll ask hermiegs got it, he'll

say—'

Rowan broke in: ' "I'll be needing someone permaimeihe caff,
Nance, how about it?"'

They both laughed.
‘But will he accept charity?’

‘It won't be. When he knows about the collapselamg he'll accept
the cheap price we ask. Oh, yes, we'll have tesastething, | know
that stubborn cuss.'

Questions were running out. The breaks were naérjled. Yet not
quite filled.

'You changed your mind about propriety very congatly when
Elissa spent the night here.'



‘There was Nancy.'
'l really meant you changed your mind about me."'

'And Nicholas? Elissa told me, and sisters knovat tihere was
nothing there.'

‘There could have been," said Rowan, a little pique

'‘Don't | know it? Haven't | lain awake every nidgdmowing it? But |
won't lie awake again, because Nicholas has antiher

As she looked at him wonderingly, he said, 'Borthenmiddle of the
onslaught ... by the way, the stud fared well,&ltshed pocket there.’

‘Miss Mary?'

‘Yes. A fine little filly to be called Miss Mary Tm Nicholas was in
his seventh heaven, Rowan, he was absolutely waiesh I'm afraid,
my darling' ... my darling again!... 'you never @amto it.'

'‘No," she said softly, and she was seeing Nichwitshis firstborn,
his pleasure even greater than Miss Mary's. Shetlsauittle wet,
wide-eyed girl being gently handled by that kiral;ihg man.

‘Dear Nicholas,' she said.

She glanced up and found Jonathan's eyes on hen, @aect. 'lI've
called you "my darling" twice," he reproached, ‘&llifou say is "dear

Nicholas".' He waited and still looked at her.
There is one more thing,' she faltered.
'Yes?'

'Did ... did you give Elissa a ginger flower witartbreakfast as well?'



'Elissa? Good lord, no!
‘You gave them to me.'
... to tell you," he said.

Tell me?'

'‘Down in the Antarctic when a penguin courts hendmsi a little
pebble. Well' ... boyishly ... 'l brought a red ggn flower.'

"To tell me?'

'Yes.'

'Oh, for heaven's sake, Jonathan, teliwhat?'she demanded. - Oh,
what a man!

He got up, crossed to her, picked her up ... istiliis tucked-up,
turned-in pyjamas.

He said:

This.'



