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Chapter 1: A Daughter’s Resolve

I was numb. We had ridden in the mourning coach all the way from Shipley,
up the Otley Road to Undercliffe Cemetery. I could hear the horses’ bridles
clinking as they pulled in unison, plodding through the soot-blackened
slush. Ahead, another team dragged the hearse. 1 kept my eyes down. I
didn’t want to see its black-curtained mass, didn’t want to think of dear
Papa lying there stiff in his coffin. I pulled my cape closer but felt no
warmth. The wind was icy, blown in on an Atlantic storm, the morning’s
rain turning to sleet. Its draught whipped through the cracks of our coach,
sending cold fingers into a heart poised to shatter into tiny fragments of
grief.

Clip-clop, clip-clop, clip-clop.

Clip-clop, clip-clop, clip-clop.

I tried to focus on that sound as the procession slogged on. If only I
could dull my mind to everything except that one repetitive beat, perhaps
my thoughts would still so I could endure this day. Yet, my senses were so
sharply focused I was aware of everything: Mama’s ragged breathing; a
handkerchief pressed to her mouth to stifle her sobs; my sister Julia
clenching and unclenching her gloved hands; Arthur, at fifteen, now the
man of the family, rubbing a nervous hand up and down his thigh. The
creaking timber as the coach rocked to the horses’ rhythm. The swish of my
skirt as we swayed. Now and then I glimpsed the toes of my boots. The
boots Papa had made. Was it for my last birthday, or the one before?

No... not the last. He was already ill last November. This past year, as he
hunched over his anvil, the coughing fits were so sudden and so fierce he’d
been forced to leave most of the fine handwork to his men. Squire Whitley,
Master Cordwainer, Anatomical Bootmaker. Dead at forty-four.

I felt for the paper folded in my pocket. Be strong and courageous. Do
not be afraid; do not be discouraged... Joshua 1:9. Papa’s last gift to me.
Words written in a faint and shaky hand as I sat with him in a late-night



vigil. I knew those words by heart, had no need to draw out the paper and
read them again. Just to feel its rasp and know his fingers had touched it
gave me strength in this moment.

Uncle Frederick scowled as he handed us down from the carriage. A
funeral was no place for women, he’d said, but Mama insisted that, after
our months of devoted nursing, we two eldest daughters had the right to
farewell Papa. Turning his back on us, Uncle Frederick called Arthur to
follow him. We were left to find our own way to the gravesite. Holding my
head high, I walked behind Julia as she supported Mama.

It was Julia who had dressed Mama this morning, layering her in
widow’s black garb, covering her body from head to toe, hiding her hair
under a heavy crepe bonnet.

Mama’s hand, palm up, had trembled as she reached out to me for the
mourning brooch I was clutching. It was as if I could still feel the heat of
Papa’s fever in it. His end, when it came, was so swift I could scarcely
believe my father was gone. But the proof was there in the strands of his
hair lying criss-crossed in an onyx mounting.

As I clipped the brooch in place and pulled the veil over Mama’s face, I
saw the glint of her first tears. But now she too walked tall as she neared the
coffin balanced on timber bearers above the gaping hole of Papa’s final
resting place.

The sleet was turning to needles of ice. As if to make a point, Mama
stood shoulder to shoulder with the minister and told Uncle Frederick to
hold his umbrella over their heads. And it was she who decided when the
minister could begin.

I was too upset with God to take any comfort from the words of hope
and salvation in the afterlife. I lifted my face heavenward, hoping for the
moment I’d see my father’s spirit taken up into God’s bosom. All that was
visible were the smouldering factory stacks of Bradford, belching out
plumes of black smoke which hung low across the valley in the cold and
cloudy air of a bleak January day.

Arthur and three shop employees wrapped stretcher bands around their
wrists, taking the weight of the coffin as the grave-diggers slid the bearers
away. Inch by inch, Papa was lowered into the depths. Until Arthur — his



young boy’s body too short and thin — lost his grip.

Papa’s coffin tumbled into the grave.

Uncle Frederick glared at me as if my mere presence was the cause, and,
as if to punish me, made no attempt to straighten the coffin. The memory of
Papa’s body lying skewed in a cold, damp grave would linger with me
forever.

I returned my uncle’s glare, and then, defiantly, my eyes locked on his,
grabbed a handful of earth and sprinkled it, clump by clump, onto the
coffin.

That was the first day I vowed to leave Bradford.

%k

What had Papa been thinking, making a will that left Uncle Frederick in
charge of the family’s assets? It was like putting a fox in charge of the
henhouse.

As for the will, none of the money from their twenty-year marriage was
to be for Mama. Rather, it was for the maintenance and education of the
children — us — as if Mama would not have done so willingly, but — even
worse — the will went on to specify ‘only those children born in due time
after his death’.

I was livid. How dare Papa make such a slur against a woman who had
been his helpmate and devoted mother to us all? Mama tried to calm me by
saying it was normal legal wording, but I knew how much the insult hurt
her.

Mama, who had stood behind her husband in all matters of business, and
was, in effect, his equal, albeit a silent one in public, was now forced to
consult Uncle Frederick on every financial decision. And when Mama told
him she intended to continue with the two businesses, the ensuing row must
have been heard by every worker in the shop below our parlour room. I
waited outside its door, my temper rising by the minute. It was all I could
do to stop myself from barging in and tearing my uncle limb from limb.

*

Uncle Frederick spat the words out. ‘This is preposterous. You surely
cannot mean to run the business yourself?’



‘Why not? It is not as if [ am proposing to slave in a factory.’

‘That has nothing to do with it. It is obvious why not. Bootmaking!
Such business is not for women. Take a shop if you must, but for pity’s sake
choose something appropriate. Why don’t you sell hats?’

‘I have no intention of starting another business, Frederick. Why would
I start again? We have two shops already.” I heard the exasperation in
Mama’s voice. Who was she the more irritated by? Domineering Uncle
Frederick — or Papa for having tied her future to him? Surely, she had the
right to be incensed with both of them?

‘One of them is right under my feet,” she continued. ‘Why should I not
be its master? It’s not as if I will be making the shoes myself. And, besides,
Bradford is full of working women.’

‘Not married women! Not of our class. I would never countenance my
wife in such an endeavour. Think of the children. Think of their care. That’s
what your husband intended.’

‘It is them I’m thinking of. Julia and Louisa are old enough to manage
the household in my place. What is to become of us if I don’t carry on the
business? You’ve said yourself you won’t take it on.’

‘Put Arthur into it, then. It’s only natural he follow in his father’s
footsteps, after all.’

‘ Arthur knows nothing about the business—’

‘And you do, I suppose?’

‘As a matter of fact, yes, I do. And, in any case, Arthur is apprenticed.
We can’t afford to break that.’

I was impressed Mama had the courage to stand up to Uncle Frederick.
He was not used to being contradicted. He was on his third wife, and none
of them would dare confront him in this manner — all the same, he wouldn’t
be easily beaten.

‘If you wish to keep the business you should get in a manager. Better
still, sell both shops and live on the proceeds.’

‘How far do you think that will take us? Laura is only two.’

‘It 1s an absurd notion, woman. You will not manage it. Mark my words.
You know nothing of such matters.” He said it dismissively, as if Mama had
spent the last twenty years in a cocoon, completely ignorant of her



husband’s work!

‘I have nine children, Frederick,” Mama answered. ‘Arthur is too young
to care for us, and Julia has no man in the offing. So, unless you wish that
we come under your protection, then it falls to me to do as I believe best.’

It was all I could do not to applaud and give away that [ was listening to
every word of this argument. Uncle Frederick still had nine children of his
own at home. He wouldn’t want to take us in. Mama knew that.

She pressed the advantage home. ‘I will do this thing whether you agree
or not. But I would like your blessing. Can you give that?’

‘I can wish you all the best — but my blessing? No. That I cannot give.’

He clunked down the stairs and let the street door slam shut behind him.
A moment later it opened again. In his rage, Uncle Frederick had forgotten
to pick up his hat and gloves on the way out.

*

That was early in 1872, just after Papa died. Try as she might, Mama was
unable to prove Uncle Frederick wrong. She nursed the business for four
years, even selling one shop and reducing the workforce, but, month after
month, the creditors increased, and the customers decreased. Eventually, if
she wished to keep her reputation intact, there was nothing for it but to put
the business into liquidation. How Uncle Frederick must have enjoyed
reading the notice in the newspaper. Of all of those on the page, a sea of
other traders like us — silk spinners, stonemasons, ironmongers, butchers,
even a chemist — Mama was the only woman. Perhaps Uncle Frederick was
right. Women had no place running a business.

Not here, at least, not in the old world. But somewhere out there,
somewhere in the new world, things must be different.

And where was that New World? America was not far enough away.
Bradford’s mill owners went back and forth as easily as catching a tram.
No, Australia was the place to be. If a convict could achieve success, like
Abel Magwitch in Great Expectations — why not a free, educated woman?

Papa had set me on a quest when he wished that I be strong and
courageous. Had he foreseen that Australia was my destiny? I believed so.

That was the second day I resolved to leave Bradford.



*

The January day we took George and Laura to the orphanage was as bleak
and squally as the day we buried Papa, and I was as numb and disbelieving
as then.

With Mama occupied with the business, Julia managing the household,
Arthur apprenticed, and my next four sisters in school, the care of infant
George and baby Laura had fallen to me. I could not have loved them more
if I had borne them myself. Now, with my babies being wrenched from my
arms, it felt again as if my heart was shattering.

My worn cape offered little warmth, yet I pulled it tight and fell into
step with Arthur as we strode away from the Crossley School for Orphans.
There was no reason to look back. As soon as Arthur had presented the
letter from Mama, the little ones were whisked away with no chance for
goodbyes. Brave George managed a quick salute, but the Matron hid Laura
within the folds of her crinoline as she urged them up a wide staircase.

‘You shouldn’t be angry with Mother,” Arthur’s voice was muffled
behind his scarf. ‘She did all she could to hold us together these last five
years.’

‘I’m not angry,” I muttered.

‘George and Laura will get the best education of any of us at Crossley.
This is a great opportunity for them. We should be grateful for it.’

‘Grateful we went bankrupt?’ I snorted.

Nothing more was said on our thirty-minute walk back to Halifax
station. The brisk pace warmed my body but not my toes. With no new
boots in the family, every step on damp and chilled feet was agony. I
shuddered to think of George and Laura left behind in that stone pile.
Would the dormitories be cold and draughty? Would the food be meagre
and monotonous? Would the headmaster be cruel? My mind conjured up
every miserable orphanage scene in every novel I had ever read, and I was
filled with dread for George and Laura.

Two visits a year: that’s all we were to be allowed.

How could Mama do this?

It was warmer in the train carriage. I rubbed my boots together, but the
pain caused as sensation returned to my feet was excruciating. I stamped



them hard, trying to shake it away. Arthur clicked his tongue.

‘Mama did her best,” he insisted, thinking I was stamping in temper. ‘We
didn’t have the capital to modernise. Not when so many were set against
doing business with her.’

‘I’m not angry,’ I repeated. But I avoided his eye as I continued to stamp
my feet.

‘Then why are you still talking about going to Australia?’ he asked,
raising his eyebrows at me.

Sitting opposite in the compartment seat, I let out a deep sigh and
looked straight at him. Then, slowly and firmly — as if to a child — I replied,
‘You... know... why, Arthur.’

‘There are plenty of positions in this country. You don’t have to go all
the way to Australia. This will be the death of Mama.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous. If she can send her babies to that vile place, then
she is hardly going to miss me,’ I snapped.

‘I told you already, Mama did her best,” Arthur insisted. ‘Selfish. That’s
what you’re being. Your place is here with the family, not on the other side
of the world. Mama needs your support.’

‘I should think she’d be happy to have one more off her hands,’ I said,
tipping my chin at him defiantly. ‘She couldn’t get rid of George and Laura
fast enough.’

‘You’re misrepresenting the situation, Louisa.” He paused, as if choosing
his next words. ‘If you go to Australia, you will never see your mother
again. Have you thought on that?’

[ didn’t bother to answer. My intention was to make my mark in
Australia and have my sisters join me. Mama might come, too, of course.
But Arthur didn’t need to know my plan. Not yet.

Arthur softened his tone. ‘Louisa, all [ am asking is that you don’t make
a decision in anger that you will regret later.’

Who did Arthur think he was? As if he had any i1dea how I felt.

‘You presume too much, little brother,” I snarled. ‘I would never regret
going to Australia.’

The savagery in my voice surprised even me. Fearing I had gone too far,
I quickly changed the conversation. ‘Besides...” For the first time today, |



smiled at my brother. ‘How could I ever regret emigrating to a land where I
will never again suffer the pain of chilblains?’ I stamped my feet again to
emphasise my point.

He shook his head in disgust. We looked at each other through an icy
reflection in the window that distorted our faces into broken shards and
ugly angles.

‘I’'m quite determined to see this through, you know that, don’t you,
Arthur?’ I met his one clear eye.

He nodded. Glumly. ‘Very well.” He wiped the fogged window clear
with the edge of his coat sleeve. ‘Believe in whatever you want, Louisa. It
is no concern of mine.’ Then he closed his eyes and leaned back in his seat.

This conversation was over.

I was relieved. I studied him as he slumped there. At almost twenty, he
had a full moustache, but his hair was already thinning, and there were
creases in his forehead from too much frowning. I tried to remember when
we had last laughed together.

Nothing came to mind.

%k

Anger is not a Christian virtue for a woman. We are raised to turn the other
cheek. But meekness is not in my nature, and I take no responsibility for
that. If the Divine had wished it differently, He should have designed me
another way.

I’d been angry with that God for taking Papa, and I’d been angry with
Papa for leaving us to the mercy of Uncle Frederick. For a time, it was true
I had even been angry with Mama. Yet that seemed merely practice for the
outrage I felt when Arthur attained his majority and determined he was in
charge of my life. Oh yes! I had good reason to be furious with my younger
brother. Looking back, perhaps I could feel pity for him. After all, who had
been his guiding light in those six years since Papa died? Uncle Frederick,
of course, and, taking his lead from that arrogant man, Arthur decided that
women should not have a mind of their own. Do I now feel sorrow for what
that outrage drove me to? Perhaps. But I will never forgive Arthur for what
he put me through in those early years.



‘You don’t make it easy for Arthur, you know,” Mama said to me one
day as I railed against yet another of his restrictions. ‘You are uncommonly
obstinate and headstrong, and you know that, Louisa. You are quite unlike
your sisters in that regard.’

She reminded me — none too kindly, I felt — that I had already refused
two marriage proposals. ‘Arthur is the eldest male, and that is a fact neither
of us can change. Until you marry, he has not only the right, but the
obligation, to manage your affairs.’

‘We’ll see about that,’ I told her.

She only laughed gently and went on kneading the bread for the next
day. Since losing the business and letting the servants go, Mama had turned
her skills to the kitchen. She said she found peace in the never-ending
rhythm of feeding a family.

‘You should try it, Louisa. A home and children of your own: that may
be all that 1s needed to bring you the same contentment. Look how well you
cared for your siblings when they were young.” Then, seeing the pain that
swept across my face at the mention of George and Laura, she wiped her
hands on her apron and cradled my face. ‘But... although it will distress me
deeply to let you go—"’ I felt her hands quiver. Then she rested her forehead
against mine for the briefest moment before pulling back and locking eyes.
‘If it 1s your firm wish to cross the seas, then I will support your decision.’

Had I just heard correctly? It was days before I could really believe it: I
was going to Australia.

*

Advertisements for assisted immigration to New South Wales had been
appearing for weeks, but this was the first to mention costs. Single female
domestic servants could travel, inclusive of bedding and mess utensils, for
two pounds. On impulse, folding it uppermost, I left the newspaper beside
Arthur’s place at the breakfast table. He was studying it when I returned
with his bacon and eggs. With not a word of thanks, he ignored me, pushed
the paper aside and started to eat.

I hovered at his elbow. A minute ticked by... and then another. I was
about ready to grab the paper and thrash it about his head.



‘Well?’ T asked.

‘Well, what?’ Arthur’s attention was on his food.

‘Don’t you think it would be a good idea if [ emigrated?’

“You’d be better off marrying here.’

‘Marrying?’ 1 exploded. ‘If any one of us should marry, it should be
Julia. She i1s the eldest, after all.’

Arthur ignored my outburst. The silence lengthened. I settled into the
chair beside him. He ate, bite by bite, his deftness with the knife and fork
elaborately laboured.

‘Besides,” 1 said, moving the toast rack toward him, ‘haven’t you
noticed how many young men are leaving Bradford? My chances of finding
a husband would be better in the colonies than they are here. You can see
that for yourself.” I pointed to the advertisement for single men, not
exceeding thirty years of age.

‘I don’t envisage an agricultural labourer as a suitable husband,” Arthur
snapped.

‘Perhaps an unemployed wool comber would be more ideal?” The
corners of my mouth lifted into a teasing smile. Arthur was not amused.

‘It’s out of the question. You cannot travel on your own, and I’m not
dragging the family to the other side of the world.’

‘I’ve spoken to people who know how the system works,’ I appealed. ‘A
matron accompanies the single women. The government provides for their
protection every step of the way. I am not afraid to make the journey on my
own.’

‘It 1s out of the question, Louisa.” More often now, Arthur adopted a
hardened, formal attitude towards me. Perhaps he imagined it was how
Papa would have behaved. Or more likely, Uncle Frederick.

The mantle clock chimed seven as Arthur took a last bite of his
breakfast, wiped the crumbs from his moustache, and pushed his chair away
from the table. ‘If you no longer wish to be part of this household,” he stood
over me as he spoke, ‘then I suggest you apply for a position as a
nursemaid. That is what you are best qualified for.’

‘A nursemaid?’ I grabbed the paper. ‘But they’re not asking for nannies.’
I read the advertisement again.



‘Which is just as well,” he shrugged into his coat, ‘as you well know 1|
mean a position in England.’

We went on this way for months. Every time 1 saw the advertisements, I
cut them from the paper when Arthur was done with it and kept the
clippings in a sealed box. The pile grew, taunting me until the day I
determined to take matters into my own hands and let my brother be
damned. But I’d had enough of housekeeping, so I set my sights on being a
governess.

“There is no call for governesses,’ the agent told me when I applied, ‘but
I would be happy to send you as a domestic servant.” He saw my face fall.
‘Don’t delay too long, Miss Whitley,” he urged. ‘There is a definite
preference for the single women to be young.” He left the reason unspoken,
but I caught his meaning. ‘Many marry within a short time of arrival,” he
added.

All the way home I fumed. My opportunities were either servitude or
marriage. When I stormed in the door, Arthur was waiting for me, thunder
on his face. Somehow, he’d heard I’d gone behind his back to make the
application to emigrate. He dragged me into the parlour before 1I’d barely
had time to hang my cape and bonnet on the hallstand.

His rage was like an explosion. ‘I will not have you take the
Government’s assistance. What will our friends think?’

‘It’s not as if we’re rich, Arthur. Why should it matter to them?’

‘It matters to me.” Arthur thumped his fist against his chest. ‘To me,
Louisa. We have a position in this society — and I intend to carry on where
Father left off.’

Papa’s death was still a touchstone for me. Arthur couldn’t hold a candle
to dear Papa.

I took a step towards him and shouted in his face. ‘I don’t believe that
Papa intended for you to be in charge of my life. You are younger than me

bl

A door opened. Mama, dressed as usual in her widow’s black, strode
into the room.

‘I could hear you two all the way down the hallway. You sound like
squabbling children.’ She settled into the armchair beside the fire, smoothed



the black silk of her dress, adjusted her lace cap, and straightened the long
side tails that hung down to her bodice.

‘Now.” She clasped her hands together and indicated for me to take a
seat. ‘Let us settle this once and for all...”

I fidgeted on the day couch as Mama spoke. Arthur stood near her at the
fireplace, leaning one elbow on the mantelpiece and regarding my reflection
in the mirror above it.

‘In these years since your father died,” Mama continued. ‘I have been
grateful for your spirit, Louisa, and for all you have done to support the
family.’

I jerked up, surprised. Mama held my brother’s gaze. His face was set
like stone.

“Yes, Arthur,” she inclined her head. ‘You must acknowledge that Louisa
picked up my maternal role while I ran the business.’

He gave a curt nod.

“You should know I have already given Louisa my permission to travel
to New South Wales. It may surprise you to know I do still have some
authority in this house.’

Arthur and I tried to speak at once.

‘But...” Mama stood then, holding up a hand to cut us both off. ‘Louisa
shall travel privately. Not on an assisted passage.” She touched Arthur’s
shoulder, forcing him to face me. ‘Arthur shall advance you the fare and a
letter of credit for initial expenses.” His eyebrows shot up. ‘From the
account he holds on my behalf.’

‘Mother, no.” He shook his head, too violently in my opinion. ‘That
money is for your benefit.” He stressed the word, making it sound as if any
suggestion I should have it was akin to robbery.

‘I have enough to be going on with for now,” Mama deflected him. ‘But,
Louisa,” I was on my feet by now, feeling stunned. ‘You are to understand —
it is a loan. As soon as you are able, you must repay it.’

‘Yes, Mama,’ I squeaked. I could barely believe what had just happened.
I’d been given my heart’s desire. Or was it? So many emotions were
coursing through me in that moment that I didn’t know whether to be
ecstatic or terrified.



I was going to Australia.
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