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AMATI 
 
 

PROLOGUE 
 
 

CROSS THE SEA AND CHANGE THE SKY 
 
 

Sydney – Australia  1885 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Debris from the gale that swept through Sydney Town during the 
night remained strewn over the road generating a hazardous situation 
for the cab driver as he tried manoeuvring his charge through the 
devastation. Yet Charles hardly noticed; his mind was too occupied 
with the events that had kept him and Claudia apart for several 
months, but now, thankfully, it was all over and he was at last on his 
way to the prison to see her. 

The security formalities out of the way, he followed the prison 
warder through several locked corridors, each gate resounding with 
the clang of iron upon iron as it closed noisily behind them, until 
finally he was ushered into a courtyard surrounded by high stone 
walls. Pointing to a wooden bench, the warder instructed him to 
wait. He sat down facing the iron gateway, hardly believing that the 
woman he loved was an inmate of such a notorious institution. 

Waiting for Claudia to arrive, he looked around the yard, and 
although the earthy damp odour emanating from the porous 
stonewalls emitted a somewhat inhospitable impression, he felt 
pleased that at least some attempt had been made to disguise his 
otherwise foreboding impression. Large terra-cotta garden pots 
overflowing with colourful flowering plants placed in strategic 
positions around the courtyard helped alleviate his assessment, and 
in one section, a succulent green-leafed creeper supporting trumpet-
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shaped purple flowers had almost succeeded in hiding the greyness. 
In all, the visitor’s yard looked quite pleasant, but despite the 
presence of greenery, he doubted it made much difference.  It was 
still a prison. 

The clang of iron gates opening and shutting from somewhere 
within the maze of the prison corridors caught his attention, and he 
swallowed hard to rid the nervous anticipation rising in his throat. 
The deep-seated yearnings that had troubled him for months were 
about to be realized, and he floundered wondering what to say or do 
the moment she stepped into the yard. He need not have concerned 
himself; everything fell into place the moment the warder stepped 
aside to allow Claudia to enter. He did not notice him take a seat on 
the opposite side of the gate or the plain calico dress Claudia was 
wearing, nor did it register that her hair had been cropped. She could 
have been dressed in the finest eveningwear in readiness for a gala 
ball for all that his loving mind cared. Nothing could distract his 
attention from her at this moment, the months of waiting had finally 
ended and he hastened to welcome her into his arms. 

“Oh Claudia how I’ve waited for this moment,” he whispered 
drawing her closer. 

“Dearest Charles, what can I say?” she responded at the touch of 
his arms around her waist. “Oh how I have longed to see you.” 

Suddenly a piercing command shattered their moment of sweet 
interchange. 

“Sit down both of you! You are not permitted to touch each 
other,” snarled the prison warder seated beyond the closed gate. 

Incensed at the authoritarian command Charles retaliated by 
drawing Claudia even closer to him. “You heartless bastard.” he 
snarled in defiance.  

“Shush Charles, don't create a scene,” Claudia whispered, 
releasing herself from his embrace, “It’s not worth it; it will only 
make matters worse.” 

Seated opposite each at the roughly sawn bench that separated 
them, Claudia longed to reach for his hands but bitter memories of 
recent events compelled her to turn away and bury her eyes in the 
sleeve of her prison dress. 

Nothing had prepared Charles to see Claudia this way. As 
resolute and determined as he had been to maintain a cheerful 
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disposition for her sake, the wretched look on her face as she turned 
away was all it took to dismantle his honourable resolve. 

“Claudia,” he ardently began. “I want you to know that what 
happened has in no way altered my feelings for you. I do not know, 
nor do I care to know the circumstances that brought you to this 
wretched place. All I know there is not a power on this earth or 
anything you can say or do that could alter the image of the beautiful 
Claudia I know. It is permanently imprinted on my mind and 
nothing, I repeat, nothing will ever erase it.” 

Slowly raising her head she looked at him knowing he meant 
every word and that he really had no need to express them, the look 
on his face said it all. She had expected him to ask for a full account 
of the events that led to her detention, and then she regretted the 
thought, knowing that unlike the man whose mysterious death was 
now the reason for her incarceration, Charles would never set his 
interests above hers. 

“Oh dear Charles,” she began earnestly, “I feel so ashamed. I am 
so confused.” 

“You have no reason to feel that way my darling, I didn’t come 
here to pressure you, only to let you know that no matter what has 
happened I am here for you, and will be for as long as you need me.” 

“What can I say Charles,” she sighed. “There are moments I wish 
I had never been rescued from the beach, that it was me in the grave 
and not Henry.” 

“Claudia, you must not think like that.” Charles earnestly pleaded. 
“It’s true Charles; death appears to me a much kinder option than 

having to be reminded day after day of what happened.” 
“Claudia!” 
“It’s true Charles, every morning when I awake, there are 

moments when I forget where I am, and deem that nothing has 
happened. Then the reality of it all comes rushing upon me and I feel 
terrified, and hate the fact that I’m alive. In that moment I wish I 
could go back to sleep and never wake up.” 

“Then it is imperative we do everything we can to get you out of 
this mess,” Charles sternly replied. “Do you have a lawyer?” 

“No, what's the use, nobody will believe me.” 
“My God Claudia, you need one for the trial.” 
“What’s the point, it’s a fait accompli; the police have made sure 

of that.” 
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“Claudia you must never give up hope!” Charles snapped. “There 
has to be a plausible explanation.” 

“There is no point denying what happened Charles, it was I who 
pulled the trigger.” 

“What do you mean there is no point? Of course there is.” 
“I've just told you the police are convinced.” 
“It doesn’t matter if the police are convinced or not, we must look 

beyond what appears to have happened. There has to be more than 
what appears on the surface, you cannot throw your life away 
Claudia, you just cannot.” 

He had not noticed she had closed her eyes while he was 
speaking; it was only when she began shaking her head that he 
realized she was denying everything he had just said. Snubbing the 
warder’s authority, he reached across and touched her arm. She 
ceased shaking her head, opened her eyes and was looking at him as 
though it was a stranger sitting opposite her. 

“Did you hear what I said?” he asked urgently. 
“Yes I did,” she timidly replied “I’m sorry Charles but I believe 

you just don’t understand.” 
“Understand? What do you mean I don’t understand, I’m trying 

my darnedest to comprehend what happened. Oh God Claudia you 
haven’t allowed all that has happened get you down, you  haven’t 
allowed yourself to sink into depression, have you?”  

He was about to add to his rising concern for her safety, to 
counsel her, discipline her, implore her, anything that might impress 
her to see reason. Astonished by her attitude he sat back on the seat 
shaking his head to peer at her in disbelief. 

“I can see by the look on your face you don’t understand,” 
Claudia lamented. 

“I understand that if you don’t fight this you are about to throw 
your life away…” 

“What life, after what’s happened. Answer me that, Charles,” she 
heatedly replied.  

“Claudia, please!” 
“No Charles,” she cried, rising to her feet. 
“Claudia, sit down, you’re creating a scene.” 
“Do you think I could pick up the threads of my life and become a 

normal woman after having taken the life of another human being, I 
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have not the confidence to do it?” she said, burying her face in her 
hands. 

“Claudia I beg you to refrain from incriminating yourself; you’re 
becoming agitated.” Then rising to his feet he added. “Please don’t 
saying anything else, you might be overheard.” 

“What’s done is done!” she cried. 
Stunned by her confession he rushed to her side. In his moment of 

anxiety he did not hear the gate being unlocked or see the warder 
barging towards them. 

“We're not finished!” Charles roared, waving him away. 
“Oh yes you are,” the warder insisted, pushing Charles aside to 

take Claudia by the arm. “You've broken the rules so get out!” 
“I told you we're not finished. Are you deaf?” Charles shouted, 

pushing the warder aside to stand in front of Claudia. 
Infuriated, the warder grabbed the whistle suspended from his 

neck, gave it several quick blasts then took a step backwards with his 
arms folded over his chest, smirking as though he was enjoying the 
challenge. 

“We’ve got to get you out of this god-forsaken place,” Charles 
bellowed, though common sense warned him he was in a precarious 
situation with the warder waiting for him to take him on. 

“Charles, please stop this,” she cried, clutching the back of his 
coat. “You’re only making matters worse.” Then suddenly she let go 
a piercing scream and he swung around to face her. Reinforcements 
had entered the yard, explaining the terrified look on her face. 

Incensed with the intrusion he scrambled to protect her; too late, 
brutal arms had grabbed from both sides. Lashing about to set 
himself free his body was brutally hoisted from the ground; his legs 
kicking everywhere in the dire hope of finding an advantage over his 
molesters. Then he grimaced at the realization of his horrific fate. It 
was all over in a flash when his body hit the prison wall with a 
painful thud. Slumped on the ground he noticed Claudia sobbing into 
her hands and realized to continue would only increase her distress. 

“Don't give in Claudia. Don’t give in whatever you do,” he 
shouted. Claudia looked up in time to see him being roughly 
extricated from the yard; her heart heavy with shame and remorse. 

“Humph, it didn't take long to get rid of that troublemaker did it,” 
the whistle-blower warder sneered, stepping forward to return 
Claudia to her cell.  
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Scowling at him she hastily stepped aside. “You didn’t have to!” 
she jeered. “He didn’t set out to make any trouble, he’s a gentleman, 
but that is subject you know little about.” 

“Too bad Berti,” the warder derisively chuckled, “It’s back to the 
cell for you.” 

“Bertolini,” Claudia corrected him. “And I think you mean back 
to my hell!” 

. “Get going and don’t be smart,” the warder growled.  
They had walked a short distance when he added: “It was an 

impressive performance you just put on,” he said, locking the gate 
behind them. “You should be on the stage, but you'll never get that 
chance will you. A gallows bird is what you are with the noose 
waiting to take you down there,” he scoffed, pointing to the ground. 

Claudia simply rebuked his remark with a disdainful look.  
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CROSS THE SEA 

CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
 

The late winter’s sun had traversed the vast continent of 
Australia, appearing to be hovering above the Indian Ocean as 
though about to become part of the sea. 

It was early evening, and as the minutes drifted toward the 
darkness of night, the outline of the ship’s massive bulk began taking 
on a different appearance. Glimmering in the aura of twilight, blue, 
orange, red, yellow and white lights steadily came to life, creating a 
wonderland setting; an air of excited anticipation for the voyage 
ahead. 

It was time for the Aquatania to weigh anchor at Fremantle, the 
westernmost port of Australia, and resume its voyage to Sydney, its 
final destination port on the eastern side of the continent. 

From her cabin suite situated high above the waterline, wealthy 
Australian pastoralist Lillian Walliston stood at the window looking 
down at the small crowd of onlookers gathered at the base of the 
gangway. Apart from one or two people in the throng of happy well-
wishers, the crowd looked much the same as any other attending the 
many departures she had observed in the course of the ship’s voyage 
to and from England. This day however, was no ordinary departure. 
The ship’s arrival at Fremantle had afforded Lillian the opportunity 
to be on Australian soil again, and although it was far from her 
beloved homestead, one-day’s travel by horse-drawn coach from 
Sydney, she had hoped that its parting from the dock would 
engender some relief from the recent events that had dominated her 
every waking moment until now. It had not. The ship’s quartet was 
playing ‘Auld Lang Syne’; its haunting melody and lyrics only 
accentuating the sadness she was feeling. She remained at the 
window recalling the significance of the song. Of the words, she 
knew only a few, but at this moment they were enough to remind her 
of the promise of great magnitude she had given only hours before. 
Her compassion for the plights of others had again cornered her into 
an impossible situation where she could deny no longer the 
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heartrending request of a dying man; an elderly gentleman she had 
befriended during the voyage from England. To her, Auld Lang Syne 
seemed a fitting eulogy to his sudden demise. 

The quartet had ceased playing and, calling on her observations of 
such events during her voyage to and from England, she knew that 
soon visitors would be asked to leave the ship. That after the crew 
hauled in the gangway a cacophony of raucous toots and sirens 
would fill the air from the tugs signalling their position as the 
hawsers took up the strain of towing the Aquatania from her berth. 

She was about to close the curtains when she noticed several 
spectators in the crowd had become agitated. A sudden gust of wind 
had blown up, creating havoc with the women’s long skirts, while 
others, struggling with their umbrellas, tried desperately to restrain 
the gust from turning them inside out. How long the visitors would 
remain on the dock with the light rain now visibly dampening their 
enthusiasm she had not a clue. Already several were preparing to 
leave, while the majority, though deploring the blustery conditions 
chose to ignore it, deciding instead to farewell their friends and 
loved ones who had joined the ship at Fremantle for the east-bound 
voyage. 

Then ever so gently, the ship moved when the might of the tugs 
eased it away from the dock; a movement almost sublime and unlike 
anything she had experienced before, that is until she embarked on 
her voyage to England several months ago. 

Leaning forward, she looked down at the dock, the division 
between it and the ship now visibly obvious by the ship’s lights 
shimmering on the darkened waters below. She had experienced the 
separation many times, but for reasons known only to her, this 
departure held a special significance, its affect leaving her to feel 
unusually sad. 

It was time to dress for dinner. Closing the curtains she moved to 
one side of the bed; her mind clouded with issues she was uncertain 
where or how they would unfold.  Slipping off her shoes she laid 
down on the bed, her head greeting the pillow like a dear cherished 
friend; the plush eiderdown cover a warm devotee. Insensitive to the 
movements of the ship and time, she stayed put, allowing the events 
of the day filter through her mind. Time passed, when in a strange 
and unexpected way she learned something about herself. She had 
always believed she was not a lady easily overtaken by whims or by 
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fancies, or for that matter a person easily influenced by her peers, let 
alone how the haunting tune of a well-known melody could affect 
her wellbeing. This evening however it did, and she felt surprised 
that she had succumbed to its influence. The ship’s departure from 
the dock, the music and the words of the song, and the sudden 
demise of her fellow passenger and friend, Tobias Jennings were all 
too much to endure. Everything seemed to have arrived at the same 
time, a melding, an assemblage of emotions, each one shouting the 
truth that a fracture had taken place. A separation demonstrated not 
only as the ship left the dock, but also in the way of Tobias Jennings 
sudden demise. The legacy she promised him to administer before he 
died left her wondering if she was competent enough to execute it 
without becoming emotionally involved. 

Mulling over the events of the past twenty-four hours, she began 
to realize why she had become despondent this day. She had 
accepted the responsibility but until now had not realized the 
ramifications it would have on her wellbeing. It was an obligation 
she had never encountered before and she had allowed the weight of 
its responsibility get her down. 

She had lowered her guard for one brief and sad moment. The 
method she usually applied to prevent herself from becoming 
involved with other people’s affairs had somehow given sway to one 
poignant and sensitive moment, leaving her tender and 
compassionate nature exposed. 

In the darkness of her cabin suite, it dawned on her how Tobias’ 
passing helped define her character, but what she had not understood 
at the time of the undertaking was how the issues surrounding her 
promise would impact on her friendship with Claudia Bertolini and 
Charles Kinsmith, two young passengers she had also befriended on 
this voyage. 

Charles and Claudia had fallen in love during the voyage, of that 
she was positively aware, but now the custodian of privileged 
information given to her by Tobias moments before he died, she felt 
overburdened with the responsibility it entailed. 

Tobias had confirmed her suspicions that Claudia was in fact his 
granddaughter, that his reasons for keeping the truth from her now 
lay at Lillian’s discretion whether or not she tell Claudia. However, 
it was his last dying request that had unnerved Lillian more than 



10 

anything, it being that she try ensuring Claudia attend his funeral at 
sea. 

Her troublesome thoughts were interrupted when she suspected 
somebody was tampering with the cabin door handle. The latch gave 
way and she sat up, drawing the quilt to her chest. 

“Oh goodness I didn’t expect you to be in Madam,” the female 
steward exclaimed. 

Relieved it was her steward and not an intruder, she let go of the 
quilt to rise to her feet. “Thank god it is you and not somebody else; 
I was quite scared out of my wits for a moment,” Lillian explained, 
shading her eyes from the light. 

“I am so sorry Madam, please pardon the intrusion. I heard the 
gong announcing dinner quite some time ago, and I presumed you 
would not be in your cabin. Please forgive me.” 

“I understand,” replied Lillian. “There was something on my 
mind and I needed time to figure out what I must do about it.” 

“I am here to turn down your bed, but I see this is not a good 
time, I will return later. Will you be going to dinner, Madam?” 

“I’m not sure, perhaps I will, but don’t bother about turning down 
the bed, I can do it myself.” 

Surprised at Lillian’s response, the steward hesitated for a 
moment. 

“I don’t know what to say, it is a part of my duties, Ma’am.” 
“No, I will do it thank you,” Lillian reassured her. “I need time to 

be alone.” 
“Very well, Madam.” 
The steward was about to leave when Lillian beckoned her to 

stay. 
“Yes Ma’am?” 
“I…I’m sorry,” Lillian stammered. “I don’t know why I did that, 

asked you to stay that is. Perhaps it was a subconscious reaction 
knowing it was you and not an intruder who entered my cabin.” 

“I understand,” the steward said, kindly. “Will there be anything 
else Madam?” 

“I don’t think so, thank you anyway.” 
The steward was about to take her leave when again Lillian asked 

her to wait. 
“Before you go, there is something I have been meaning to ask 

you.” 
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“Yes, Madam?” the steward asked, appearing somewhat 
confused. 

“We are nearing the end of the voyage,” Lillian began 
awkwardly, “And after all this time I have never asked you your 
name.” 

“Beulah, Madam…Beulah Cunningham,” the steward replied, 
surprised that Lillian should bother to enquire. 

“Beulah! What a delightful name, I don’t recall ever hearing that 
name before. Does it have a special meaning; do you know its 
origin?” 

“I’m not quite sure,” replied Beulah, intrigued by her charge’s 
sudden interest. “Though I have been told it is mentioned in the 
Bible. I believe it has something to do with marriage…or being 
promised in marriage.” 

“Goodness, how quaint, I suppose it means you will marry one 
day,” Lillian replied in good faith. 

Beulah lowered her head and Lillian felt she might have caused 
the young lady to feel uncomfortable. It was a gesture she knew only 
too well, for she had experienced similar awkward moments many 
times during her youth; more times than she cared to remember. 

Concerned by Beulah’s attempts to conceal her embarrassment, 
Lillian was about to say something; anything she hoped would cause 
the girl to return to her former ebullient mood. Then strangely, 
Beulah's countenance changed. Assertiveness now charged her 
bearing, a change of attitude that although Lillian knew not why, 
pleased her just the same. 

“I’m afraid it is impossible for me to marry the man I love,” 
replied Beulah. 

“Oh?” Lillian inquired. 
“My church does not allow it.” 
“Church? I’m sorry, I don’t quite understand,” Lillian replied 

with rising curiosity. 
“No I don’t suppose you do, and you’re not the only one; I know 

several others who feel the same way.” 
“That is sad,” replied Lillian, wondering if she should end the 

conversation lest she become involved somehow. Her desire to 
understand prompted her to continue when she noticed Beulah 
fidgeting with her ring finger. “You are in love with someone then?” 
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Beulah forced a nervous laugh. More a snigger than a laugh, 
Lillian believed. 

“I don’t know why I am telling you this, but I believe you are a 
lady who might understand,” said Beulah. 

Lillian rolled her eyes at the prompt of her inner voice warning 
her she was becoming involved. 

“My family forbids me marrying the man I love because the 
Church cannot consecrate such a marriage. You see, Mrs Walliston, 
I am in love with a widower, a man with two young children. He is 
not of the Catholic faith whereas I am. The disparity makes it 
impossible for us to marry.” 

Beulah’s frank explanation was not what Lillian expected to hear. 
She assumed the girl was Irish by her accent, but had no idea she 
was labouring under such disappointment. A moment of awkward 
silence passed between them before Beulah found the need to speak. 

“I’m sorry; I see I have embarrassed you. I should not have said 
what I did; you are very likely a protestant and I had no right to 
place you in this uncomfortable situation.” 

Beulah curtsied in the style of taking her leave, when again 
Lillian gestured her to stay. The girl’s explanation did not satisfy 
her. It was too precise and its nature opposed her sense of equality. 
Born the daughter of convicts banished to Australia to serve out their 
sentences, Lillian knew only too well the struggles one encounters 
endeavouring to rise above strict social conventions. 

“I am not embarrassed, believe me I’m not,” Lillian began 
earnestly. “Although I struggle to understand why such an edict 
should apply in your circumstances, I do pride myself for not being 
too judgemental.” 

“Thank you Madam,” Beulah replied graciously. 
“Having said that,” Lillian continued. “I can assure you that you 

are not alone in having to deal with matters that generate a great deal 
of consternation.” 

“I’m not sure I know what you mean,” replied Beulah. “Are you 
saying that you’ve experienced something similar in your own life, 
something that might give me hope?” 

“In a way yes, but right now I suggest you listen to your heart, for 
I believe it is the source of all truth and justice, no matter what other 
people may say to the contrary.” 

Beulah hastened to take Lillian’s hand. 
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“Thank you Madam for your kindness and wisdom, I will give 
thought to what you just said.”  She was about to take her leave 
when she paused to look kindly at Lillian. “I will leave you now, but 
before I do, I would like to say that it is a pleasure serving you, and 
look forward doing so for the remainder of the voyage. Good 
evening Madam.” 

Lillian waited until the door closed behind Beulah before pulling 
back the curtains to see how far the ship had moved away from the 
dock.  It was now in the open seas sailing southward and she sighed 
with relief knowing it was taking her closer to home. 

Seated in front of the dressing table, she dallied for a moment 
wondering what she should wear to dinner, but the subject soon 
vanished from her mind when she caught sight of her image in the 
mirror. Lines on her face and brow she had not noticed before caught 
her attention and she attempted to quickly dismiss them, believing 
they would likely disappear once she got over the business of 
tending to Tobias’ funeral. The image staring back at her however, 
insisted she take a closer look. This time it was not the lines on her 
forehead that demanded attention; it was her inner self, imploring 
her to understand why she should be concerned about Beulah’s 
plight, knowing that each time she encountered a person with a 
disturbing problem, the emotional strings of her heart behoved her to 
swing into action. ‘Haven’t I learned my lesson by now?’ an inner 
voice posed the question. ‘By allowing my defensive mechanisms 
fall prey to the plights of others I again may find myself involved 
somehow? Her readiness to be consumed with Tobias’ sensitive 
issues and the ramifications it now imposed on her life should have 
been enough to warn her to step back, and that she should learn to 
fine-tune her curiosity. 

She was beginning to understand what the image in the mirror 
was suggesting. It was not about someone else; it was about 
impartiality and fair play, attributes she needed to address about 
herself. As quickly as the thought entered her head, her first reaction 
was to dismiss it, believing that she need not concern herself with 
such a notion, that she was well adjusted, and any suggestion that 
she was lacking in any way was absurd. After all, her presence as a 
passenger onboard the Aquatania had commanded a high level of 
respect from her fellow passengers and she felt sure there was 
nothing about her demeanour that suggested in any way that she was 
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deficient in good sense and refinement. She was a woman rich in 
both stature and character and could hold herself in good stead with 
any decent conversation involving her male counterparts. 

She held her pose before the mirror as though hoping somehow to 
look beyond the reflection staring back at her, when, as if by habit 
she drooped her eyes as she often did when remembering her humble 
heritage.  

Turning in the chair she looked around her suite thinking how 
different her life is now, compared to what it was when her father 
struggled to provide her with the basics of life and education. What a 
contrast to the shanty huts she lived in on wealthy landowners’ 
farms. Her suite the best money could buy; opulent to the highest 
degree of gracious passenger comfort and planning, and equipped 
with electricity that at the touch of a switch flooded the cabin with 
light. 

Clasping her hands, she brought them to rest on her lap, asking 
herself if her marriage to Robert Walliston and the wealth it 
bestowed had changed her outlook over the years. She hoped not, 
and in a sense thanked her lowly beginnings, for they had taught her 
how to get by with just the essentials in life. A legacy she felt sure 
had endowed her with a balanced understanding for those less 
fortunate than herself, in spite of the fact it often left her with an 
over-refined sense of compassion. 

Her voyage to England to finalise her late husband’s estate had 
placed her on the other side of the world, separated by oceans from 
her four thousand acre farm. It had taken her away from her lifestyle 
in the country and had introduced her to people and customs, the 
likes of whom and which she had never known before. 

Her outward appearance, grooming and the trappings of wealth 
imparted an immediate impression of affluence and power. Yet, 
underneath all its sophisticated style, she found it empty and 
wanting, knowing that in the end, all the money in the world could 
never change her lowly heritage, and she secretly chastised herself 
for entertaining the idea that maybe it could. 

She was about to arise from the dressing table when she took one 
last look at herself in the mirror. Stripped of all vanity, pomp, and 
any false sense of power, a different image emerged. Staring back at 
her now was her true discernable self, and she sat back on the seat to 
sanction a moment of her true discernable self. 
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What had happened to the pretty young face that had once been 
the quintessence of one man’s affection, her husband Robert 
Walliston? If he were still alive and found her peering at her image 
in the mirror, would he still find her attractive she dared ask herself? 

Turning sideways, she touched one side of her face, and then 
turned to the other, this time to try erasing the thin lines that had 
appeared under her eyes. Lowering her hands to her neck, she raised 
her chin to allow them slide to the base of her throat. Then, inhaling 
a deep breath she sighed, castigating the passage of time for 
extracting the bloom from her once youthful face. 

She was not accustomed to admitting defeat, but this day she felt 
depleted of the stamina that usually helped her to rise above the 
heartaches in her life. Having reached mature age she had grown 
tired of trying to work out the whys and what-fors and although not 
overly concerned about growing older, she took a moment to 
scrutinize her image; this time taking time to slowly brush aside the 
grey hair covering her ears. Feeling mildly disappointed how the 
passing years had changed her appearance, she wondered if it was 
the real reason why she had paused in front of the mirror this 
evening, or if it was something more subtle taxing her normally 
cheerful disposition. Whatever the reason, she reached for the face-
cream and began slapping it on her face in a futile attempt to dismiss 
the question. 

The mind behind the white mask informed her the excuse was not 
working, and she reached for a face towel and began wiping away 
any pretence of hiding from the truth. When she had finished she 
looked back at the face stripped bare of every trace of deception and 
illusion, realizing it was the only thing to do if she were to 
understand the reasons for feeling so disenchanted. It only took a 
short while. The image in the mirror had finally come up with the 
answer, but her intellect did not like what it said. ‘The unabashed 
fact is you are alone,’ it told her. ‘You have emptied the well of your 
need for love and affection and have allowed it to run dry. You are 
all too ready to take on other people’s problems at the expense of 
yourself, and it is no wonder your spirits are low. Your residues of 
self worth cannot keep up with the pace you set. You have allowed 
your spirit to become parched and dry, and it is crying out to be 
replenished.’ 
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She knew at last what was troubling her. She was on her way 
home, yearning for the loved ones she had left behind, the love of 
her sixteen-year-old twin children, Amelia and Kenny, and her 
respect and affection for Old Tom the farm overseer, and the two 
young couples housed in one of the three cottages that her husband 
had built for his workers. Oh to inhale once more the scent of freshly 
cut Lucerne and hay, or to crush a gum leaf and allow the scent of its 
oil rub off on her hands. To relax under the trellis at the rear of the 
homestead, and to relish the sweet fruits of the vine. Yes, she was 
missing these things. It was her home, Walliston Downs. The 
combination of the twins, the employees, and the life-style on the 
farm, and the folk who helped make it what it is today. Ordinary 
down-to-earth people who had supported her whenever moments of 
melancholy took hold of her feelings, moments like how she is 
feeling right now. 

Widowed so early in marriage, she found she must do what she 
had done many times before, find solace in the cradle of fond old 
memories, memories of strong arms that once encircled her slim 
body. The warmth of her husband’s breath on her neck and the thrill 
it engendered when he whispered, “I love you with every breath in 
my body.” She was homesick. 

She had always known it was Robert’s love that endowed her 
with a sense of stability and because he was not with her right now 
was partly the reason why she was feeling so downhearted. Oh, if 
only she could turn around and find him standing behind her, ever 
ready as he always had been to offer comfort and solace, but he was 
not and she closed her eyes to allow his memory spark her 
imagination. A lesser substitute perhaps yet powerful all the same. 

During her return voyage home, she met several passengers 
whom, by an incredible sequence of chance and coincidence she 
found herself warming to their various personalities and charm, but 
none whose friendship she enjoyed more than the young violinist 
Charles Kinsmith, Claudia Bertolini and the ailing Tobias Jennings.  
Several times during the voyage, she wondered why she had so 
easily become involved in the complicated and intricate romantic 
problems between Charles and Claudia, and why, more recently, 
Tobias had selected her of all people to be the guardian of his most 
private and confidential secret. Had she taken them on board as a 
means of preventing herself falling headfirst into the most 
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debilitating of all ailments, homesickness? Perhaps so but deep down 
she knew there were other factors involved also. 

She had become endeared to her new friends, for, unknown to 
them, they had given her a gift of great value. They had taken her out 
of herself, and had given her the confidence she needed to prove that 
she was a woman capable of holding her own in a society that had 
never given her that opportunity until she had embarked on this 
voyage. They had unknowingly enabled her to live out her true 
character, a woman with an abundance of empathy, and the capacity 
to see it through to the end. Yet despite all the encouragement they 
had unknowingly given her, a new problem had surfaced; she was at 
a loss how to ask Claudia attend Tobias’s funeral. 

Returning to the mirror, she began an exercise she regularly 
engaged in whenever she felt at sixes and sevens with herself. 
Taking a deep breath she held it for a while before slowly exhaling 
to allow particles of her worries disappeared into thin air. She 
repeated the exercise several times until the first sign of a solution 
came to mind. 

She recalled the events of yesterday when she returned from a 
sightseeing tour to the city of Perth with Claudia and her admirer 
Charles Kinsmith, and discovered Daniel Bluett, the Australian 
lawyer and fellow passenger waiting for her at the top of the 
gangway. Tobias, she was informed had taken a turn for the worse 
and urgently wished to see her. 

Summoned to the ship’s infirmary, Tobias explained that the last 
thing he ever wanted to happen was to die a lonely old man.  That he 
had decided to join the voyage after a fortuitous coincidence led him 
to discover that Claudia was in fact his granddaughter. His 
confession did not surprise Lillian for she had suspected for some 
time that he and Claudia were related somehow. There had been too 
many quirky inferences during their discussions together that led her 
not think otherwise, and although she had kept her suspicions to 
herself, she felt relieved when he told her the full story. Although 
secretly discovering his estranged family’s whereabouts only weeks 
before the Aquatania sailed from London, he believed that no real 
purpose would be served by making himself known to Claudia. That 
too many years had passed where, if he were to explain would create 
heartache and distrust. Setting aside his chances of surviving a 
voyage to Australia, he booked his passage anyway, explaining it 
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afforded him the grand pleasure of at last being in the company of 
one of his kin, his granddaughter Claudia. He deeply regretted the 
likelihood of Claudia never learning the truth from him; nonetheless, 
he was pleased that he and Lillian had become friends, for he 
believed their friendship might open the way for Claudia to know the 
truth one day. But leaving it entirely to Lillian’s discretion if or 
when she inform Claudia. 

How she was going to try make sure Claudia attend the funeral, 
albeit at sea was Lillian’s first problem and one of her favourite 
slogans when confronted which course to take was to say: ‘I’m torn 
between the devil and the deep blue sea’, and right now in her 
moment of sad reflection, that phrase seemed more appropriate than 
ever. 

There was one consolation however. Soon after Tobias passed 
away, Lillian learned that he had at one time during the voyage, 
confided in Daniel Bluett, who, as providence arranged, was 
assigned to the same dining table as Claudia, Charles Kinsmith and 
herself. 

She learned from Bluett, that Tobias had asked him to supervise 
his funeral should he pass away during the voyage, and that he had 
presented to the captain signed confirmation from Tobias to that 
affect. Lillian felt relieved when Bluett told her the captain had no 
problem accepting his appointment, and had left it to him to decide 
whom the attendees at the service should be. It was not a difficult 
task for Bluett to perform, for he had already decided he would ask 
his dining companions, namely, Lillian, Claudia and Charles 
Kinsmith. 

 
********** 

 
It was an hour after the ship had left Fremantle, and Lillian was 

aware the vessel would be quite some distance from the coast, 
heading towards the dreaded expanse of sea known as the Great 
Australian Bight. Feeling in no mood to socialize with fellow 
passengers this night, she decided to have dinner alone in her suite. 

Tobias’ funeral arrangements still bothered her; there were too 
many urgent matters that needed to be addressed before morning. 
Seated at the writing desk, she penned a note to Bluett, advising him 
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that she would not be present at dinner this evening and would he 
please meet her in the winter lounge after he had finished dining. 

When she stepped into the passageway to have the note delivered 
to Bluett she met Beulah walking towards her with a large vase of 
cut flowers in her hands. 

“I was on my way to your suite,” Beulah gaily let known. “I 
wanted to give you these.” 

“Flowers for me, how lovely,” Lillian delightedly replied. 
Accepting the vase, she raised it to inhale their fragrance. 
“Calendulas, Irises, and what are these tiny sweet scented flowers? 
The perfume is exquisite. I don’t recall ever seeing this variety 
before.” 

“I believe they are called Boronia, Madam. I am told they grow in 
the lower south west of the colony. They do indeed exude a 
delightful perfume do they not?” 

“Indeed they do.” 
“The flowers were delivered to the ship just before we left port,” 

Beulah informed Lillian. “Mr Jennings passed away during the 
night, and the purser ordered flowers to be cast into the sea at the 
time of his funeral. I knew you were quite fond of the deceased, and 
as he was alone on this voyage I thought you may like to keep some 
of them as a memento.” 

Lillian frowned. “Are you sure I should have them? I mean…” 
“Most definitely Madam, I have permission from the purser to 

give them to you.” 
“How sweet and considerate of you.” 
“The least I can do Ma’am, I’ll put them in your suite if you like.” 
“Thank you,” said Lillian. She was about to hand the vase back to 

Beulah when she asked: “Do you think they will be safe? We will be 
approaching the Bight some time during the night and from 
experience I know it can get very rough; the vase could topple over.” 

“Hmm, I suppose it could,” Beulah replied. “Perhaps you may 
like to press them, that way you would have them forever.” 

Lillian took a moment to think. The Boronia’s perfume appealed 
to her and she welcomed Beulah’s suggestion believing it to be a 
permanent reminder of her friendship with Tobias. 

“I hadn’t thought of pressing them. Thank you Beulah, it is an 
excellent suggestion, I will do just that.” 
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“You are welcome Madam,” replied Beulah. “Shall I put them in 
your suite?” 

“No, I’ll take them,” Lillian replied. “However, there is 
something you can do for me if you would.” 

“Certainly Ma’am.” 
“I was on my way to see you…” 
“Yes?” 
“There are several things I must sort out before morning, and 

would prefer to have a light snack delivered to my cabin. Do you 
think you could arrange that for me?” 

“It will be my pleasure,” replied Beulah. “Would there be 
anything else?” 

Lillian hesitated for a moment. “Well, I was on my way to the 
purser’s office with this envelope. I wanted it delivered to Mr Bluett 
in cabin 28.” 

“I can do that for you.” 
“That’s very kind of you,” said Lillian, handing the envelope to 

Beulah. 
“I will deliver it straight away.” 
“And thank you for these lovely flowers;” said Lillian, “it was 

very considerate of you. Good night then.” 
“Not at all; good night Madam.” 
Returning to her cabin, Lillian placed the flowers in the 

washbasin. Impressed by the Boronia’s fragrance she plucked a 
blossom from the stem and held it to her nose. Overwhelmed by its 
heady scent, she flinched when it forced her to catch her breath and 
she quickly put it down again, scarcely believing how a tiny flower 
had the power to infuse the cabin with such unique fragrance. 

There was yet another matter bothering Lillian. She had not given 
any thought how much her friendship with Tobias meant to her.  His 
solid character had imparted a confidence that reminded her of her 
father, or was it her late husband Robert? She knew not which of the 
two and it did not really matter. What did bother her was why a man, 
whose character matched that of her father and husband, was also 
snatched from her life. Why it should be so was unfair to her way of 
thinking and she pined for the time when she would understand why 
tragedy seemed to walk side by side in her life. It was a cruel 
parallel, especially when she was fully aware that at the stroke of a 
pen, or at the nod of her head, she could afford any of the luxuries 
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that wealth bestows, yet the touch of the only man she ever really 
loved was beyond her reach. 

Following her successful meeting with Bluett to ensure that 
Claudia attend Tobias’s funeral, she retired early that evening. It had 
been an emotionally and physically tiring day. 

 
********** 

 
It was the day of the funeral, and to secure the vessel’s autonomy 

at sea, the captain ordered the ship steam into international waters. 
A small group of mourners had gathered in the ship’s chapel to 

honour Tobias’s farewell. The captain, attired in full dress uniform 
assumed his position in front of the group, reciting a service that 
hardly impressed Lillian. She believed his words and standard 
delivery lacked the sincerity and honour that Tobias’s life’s struggles 
deserved. Yet she acknowledged the fact that he was doing his duty, 
and probably would have made a greater effort had he known a little 
more of Tobias’s incredible secret. 

With Charles and Claudia by her side, Lillian breathed a sigh of 
relief, knowing that Tobias’s last wish was now taking place. Yet 
despite Claudia’s presence, she could not help feel how poignant the 
occasion was, knowing she had not the faintest understanding of her 
relationship with the deceased, and probably would never know that 
she was witnessing an event that meant so much to a lonely old man. 

Glancing at Bluett she secretly thanked him for arranging Claudia 
to accompany her at the funeral, it was a clever manoeuvre on his 
part, and one she acknowledged deeply respected. 

When the captain called for the group to pray, Lillian reached for 
Claudia’s hand in a solemn sympathetic gesture, of unity: Tobias, his 
beloved granddaughter Claudia, and Lillian, the custodian of his 
private and most confidential secret. 

At the end of the prayer, Lillian delayed opening her eyes. She 
lingered for a moment enjoying the precious moment where she 
believed two family members were at last united. When she opened 
them again she was surprised to notice that Charles had vacated his 
seat, and had taken his position at the entrance to the chapel. With 
Claudia by her side, she thanked the captain for the service, then, as 
they moved to rejoin Charles, she noticed him stoop behind the last 
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row of pews. When he stood up her heart leaped with appreciation, 
the Amati was at his side. 

Covered by the ship’s flag, Tobias’s canvas-enshrouded body lay 
on a wooden slide, attended by two impeccably dressed seamen. 
Taking his cue from the captain, Charles took his position at the rail, 
raised the violin to his chin, and with his most sensitive touch 
brought the violin’s mellow voice to life; a fitting expression that 
added credence to the captain’s final eulogy of farewell. 

Glancing at Claudia she noticed tears streaming down her cheeks, 
the sight such a poignant moment prompted her to believe that 
Tobias’s spirit had at last reached her heart. He was gone forever 
from their presence, but not from their thoughts. Her responsibility 
to him had reached its conclusion, thanks to everyone present, and 
not least of all the sensitive expressions of the violin. She felt sure 
that by adding its melodic voice to the occasion, it delivered a most 
gratifying finale to one man’s extraordinary life. 

She hoped Claudia’s tears would soon turn into tears of joy when 
the weight of how she would tell Charles about her engagement to 
Henry Ames now living in Australia would be over. That upon 
hearing the news, the sense of betrayal Charles might feel would not 
create a permanent chasm between them; that the intense love they 
discovered for each other during the voyage would win out in the 
end. 

Looking skywards, Lillian realized it was an enormous ask but 
hoped the union she now believed Claudia shared with Tobias might 
somehow help induce a positive solution to her problem. 

Slowly a glimmer of hope brightened her thoughts, and she 
smiled inwardly, wondering if it was hope, or if it was faith. It did 
not really matter right now. The sun reappearing at the sound of the 
music offered relief from the clouds of despair; and although left 
wondering about the fateful twists and turns in one’s life, she sensed 
there must be a reason, and hoped that one day she might understand 
why. 
  


