PROLOGUE

Western Australia:  1869
Bram Deagan watched his assistant check that the Bazaar had been tidied up properly at the end of the day. He couldn’t help marvelling sometimes that this spacious store was his. Two years ago, he’d come to Australia 
with a little money and a few goods, risking everything to set up as a trader, bringing in goods from Singapore. 

His gamble had paid off so quickly, he felt breathless sometimes.  He was selling some goods himself and allowing other people to rent stalls in his Bazaar or let him sell their goods for a percentage. What upset him was the thought of his brothers and sisters living in poverty in Ireland, those who were married as well as those still at home. He knew only too well how hard their life was.

He turned as Isabella came into the Bazaar. Forgetting about business, he moved towards her, holding out one hand. Oh, he was a lucky fellow, he was so! He’d found himself a wife in Singapore, and now he had a baby son and an adopted daughter.

Isabella took his hand and they stood there smiling fondly at one another like a pair of young lovers, instead of a happily married couple of thirty-two
. 

‘Are you too tired to take a stroll with me in the last of the evening sunshine?’ she asked. ‘Sally will look after the baby.’

‘Never too tired to spend time with you, my love.’ He nodded as his assistant came to stand nearby. ‘Go home now, lad. You’ve worked hard today and deserve your rest. I’ll finish locking up and let the night watchman in later.’

As Bram and his wife strolled along the street, he took a deep breath and put his hopes into words. ‘Our bazaar is doing so well, Isabella. I can hardly believe it. I just wish . . . Well, you know I have another dream and . . . ’ 

She finished it for him. ‘You want to bring your family out to Australia and help make better lives for them.’

‘Some of my family. Not my parents.’ His father had tried to coerce his sister Ismay into marrying a man she hated, even condoning rape to force her into it. Just thinking of what his father had done made Bram feel sick with disgust. 

Isabella’s voice was soothing. ‘No, of course not, my darling. But Ismay’s happily married to Adam now, so everything has turned out for the best. And since Dougal and Adam have bought another ship together, well, things are going to be even better, aren’t they, with more regular shipments of goods?’

He nodded. No use dwelling on the past. ‘Do you think my other brothers and sisters will want to come to Australia? Would you mind if I suggested it to them and got permission to sponsor them?’

She laughed. ‘Fancy asking me if they’ll want to come, when I’ve never even met them. And no, of course I don’t mind you bringing them out here.’

‘Ah, you’re a wonderful woman. I do love you.’ They stopped walking to smile at each other again. If they weren’t in the street, he’d give her a hug. Ah, he gave her a quick hug anyway.

A little flustered by this public display of affection, she pulled away. ‘Stop that! How many of them do you think might come, Bram?’

‘The more the better. I doubt they’ll all come.’ He grinned. ‘And even if they do, I won’t expect them to live with us.’

She frowned. ‘I hope they don’t all come at once. We’re not rich.’

‘We’re rich by their standards. And that’s partly 
.thanks to you. Your silks are selling so well. You’re a very good businesswoman, and thank goodness I have you to do the accounts.’ 

‘I love silk and Xiu Mei sends me some beautiful lengths.’

‘It was a lucky day for me when you went to work for Mr Lee in Singapore.’ 

‘I was lucky too. The Lees are lovely people. I’m glad we’re still dealing with them. Just one thing, Bram. We’ll need to buy a new house before any of your family arrive. We’ve been thinking about it for a while. Time to act.’

He loved her so much, he’d buy her the moon if he could. ‘We’ll do it soon.’ 

‘I know you don’t want to move. We’ve been very happy in our little cottage.’

‘We have. The new house won’t be the same, however grand it is.’

‘Nothing ever stays the same, Bram. But given your position in Fremantle trading circles, you do need a better house.’

‘I’m not a member of the elite. Bateman, Marmion and the Samson brothers nod to me in passing, but I don’t even want to be as rich as them. I’d have to neglect my family to manage businesses that big and I won’t do it.’  

‘It’s a wise man who knows when he’s happy.’

‘You’re happy too, aren’t you?’

‘You know I am.’

‘So, I’ll write to Ireland and ask Kieran Largan, the landowner, to put my offer to all my brothers and sisters. Then maybe he will help any of them who want to come, as he did my sister Ismay.’ 

‘I’d have thought you’d write to your family directly.’

‘Most of them aren’t much good with the reading and writing, and anyway, I can’t send a letter to the house, because my father would probably throw it away unopened. I don’t even know where my married brothers are living now.’ He paused and smiled dreamily. ‘I don’t think all my brothers and sisters will come here, though I wish they would. Just imagine it, the nine of us together in Australia – even the little ones, like Padraig, Ryan and baby Noreen. No, that won’t happen, more’s the pity. But some will come here, surely?’

He started walking again, with her arm in his, saying softly, ‘I can dream of that, can’t I?  Dream of having some of my family living near me?’

1

In Lancashire, Maura Deagan, senior housemaid at Brent Hall, cast a quick look over the drawing room, nodding approval. The new maid was a hard worker and had learned her job quickly, thank goodness. 

Maura turned as she heard footsteps, nodding to the butler who joined her in the doorway. She always tried to slouch when standing next to him, because she was three inches taller than him, taller than most of the indoor servants, the only tall person in her family that she knew of.

‘You have a knack for finding good maids, Deagan, and for training them too.’

‘I do my best, Mr Pearson.’

‘The mistress wishes to see you. She’s with the housekeeper.’

‘I’ll go at once. Thank you for letting me know.’

She found Mrs Brent sitting with Mrs Jerrold, who was on very good terms with the mistress. Both of them smiled warmly at Maura.

‘Do sit down,’ Mrs Brent said, with one of her fluttery waves of the hand.

Maura knew better than to take an easy chair in the presence of her mistress, so sat bolt upright on the edge of a spindly chair.

‘Miss Walton has written to give notice. Her mother is no better, so she will have to move back home permanently to care for her.’

Maura tensed, not wishing ill to Miss Walton, but hoping this meant what she thought.

‘I’d like to offer you the position of Assistant Housekeeper in her place, Deagan.’ The mistress cocked one eyebrow and waited.

Maura couldn’t help beaming at her. ‘I’d be delighted to accept, ma’am, and I promise you I shall do my best to give satisfaction.’

The housekeeper nodded approval. ‘That’s good. I’m certain you’ll do a good job, Miss Deagan.’ 

Maura nodded. Addressing her as ‘Miss’ showed that she’d risen in the servants’ world. She would eat her meals with the senior staff after this. 

‘Now . . . you’ll need to move into the Assistant Housekeeper’s bedroom, so if you can pack Miss 
Walton’s things for us, we’ll send them to her.’

‘I’ll see to that today, ma’am.’ 

The housekeeper made a gesture of dismissal, so Maura stood up and left the room quietly. But she was unable to resist twirling round for joy once she’d left the family’s part of the house.

‘You got the job, then?’

She turned to see the butler smiling at her. ‘Yes, I did, Mr Pearson.’

‘You’ll be housekeeper here or elsewhere before you’re through, Miss Deagan.’ He smiled and walked on.

She certainly hoped so. It was her dearest ambition and she was working very hard to achieve it. Not that she minded hard work. She went to examine the bedroom that would be hers from now on. Miss Deagan’s room. A place of her very own. She’d done it, climbed up another rung of the ladder.

She’d come to Brent Hall as a junior housemaid after her husband died, and had known within days that she’d found a safe place at last. You shouldn’t be relieved at someone’s death, but she had been. Vincent had been her family’s choice and they’d nagged and browbeaten her into accepting him. 

But he’d been even duller to live with than she’d expected, though at least he’d never ill-treated her, as some men did. That was probably because he was too lazy to bother thumping her, just as he’d been too lazy to bother her  much in bed, which was probably why he hadn’t fathered a child
. 

That last thought was part sadness, part relief. If she’d been left with a child, she’d not have been able to take advantage of the opportunity to make a new life for herself. She’d come to Lancashire 
before she told her family what she was doing. The doctor’s wife had found her a place as maid at Brent Hall. It was a good distance from Shilmara and the north-western part of Ireland, far enough that they couldn’t stop her doing what she wanted. 

She’d sent money to her parents when she first came here
, mainly for her mother’s sake, but after they’d died a few years ago she’d refused to send anything to her brothers. Sean and Eamon especially would have wasted it on 
drink 

She kept sending letters every year, though. It seemed wrong to lose touch completely with your family.

Well, reminiscing wouldn’t get the work done. She ordered Miss Walton’s trunk brought down from the attics, and had packed it within the hour. Then she brought in the maid of all work to clean out the room thoroughly, just on principle. This time she didn’t have to ask anyone for clean sheets, because managing the bed linen was now one of her tasks.

By nightfall, she had her own possessions in place. She didn’t have much: a few books, a couple of good ornaments she’d bought second hand during her annual week’s holiday, which she spent in Manchester last year, having a fancy to experience city life. There was also a Bible. 

Father Patrick hadn’t approved of anyone in Shilmara beside him reading the Bible, so of course when she was given one at Brent Hall, as all the servants were, she’d started to read it gradually, in between reading any other book she could get her hands on. The words in the Bible were so beautiful she had to go slowly and sometimes ask Mr Pearson or Mrs Jerrold what they meant. 

She didn’t hesitate to do that, because she wanted to improve herself. She’d listened carefully to how the master and his family spoke as well, and now felt she had only a hint of an Irish accent.

In the evening the housekeeper came up to check that everything was all right, bringing her an old spirit burner and matching kettle, somewhat dented. The family had no more use for it, but Maura was delighted because she’d be able to make herself a pot of tea whenever she wished. 

If she stayed here at Brent Hall for the rest of her life, she’d be more than satisfied. It was a large house, with twenty indoor servants. The family had lots of visitors, who brought their own servants, so there was always something going on and new people to chat to after work. Maura did so hate to be bored and idle.

Perhaps she’d look around for a position as housekeeper somewhere else in a few years’ time. Who knew where that might take her?

But she’d never, ever marry again, even to fulfil her old dream of having children of her own. She looked in the mirror on that thought. She was 35, with threads of grey in her dark hair at the temples, getting past the age of child-bearing anyway. 

You couldn’t have everything in this world. Some people had almost nothing. She should be content with the comfortable life she’d made for herself. And she was . . . most of the time.

�Must be longer as he has the Bazaar at the start of TTW and he and Isabella already have a child


�Wasn’t sure this didn’t feel a bit contrived – after all, to a modern audience, it’s really not old at all. ‘instead of a happily settled married couple of thirty-two’?


�Would he not say that he loves her first, before stating the business reasons for asking her? Unless he’s saying ‘can we afford it’, in which case, I think he should ask that clearly. I also think she would ask how many people this would be – after all, several siblings and their whole families would potentially be a lot.


�As above, the Asst Housekeeper gets to be Miss


�Does this mean they never consummated the marriage, or just that they didn’t have enough sex? Seems an odd thought for Maura to have since she was presumably a virgin before she married. Wonder if ‘too lazy to be interested in starting a family’ suggesting he was avoiding sex so as to avoid having to pay for/raise a family?


�Why did she choose Lancashire?


�When did they die? Presumably they were quite a bit older if they were also Bram’s Da’s parents…


�Changes made so it doesn’t sound like she only has one brother





