


                                     THER IS NO GOLD IN PICCADILLY          
                                                     CHAPTER ONE

Jacob opened the door of the train carriage and dropped his bags on the floor in front of him. He slowly looked around the carriage to orientate himself then picking his bags up again he hoisted them into a nearby overhead luggage rack, found  himself a seat by the window, keeping a small bag that contained his money and personal items at his feet.  He made himself comfortable in his seat all the time watching with interest the activity on the station platform through the grimy and smeared glass. He removed a coarse cotton handkerchief from his pocket and gave the glass a perfunctory clean slightly improving his view of the world outside the carriage. The Perth railway station had been recently built, despite this it was already developing the usual grime and odours associated with railway stations. The shortage of cleaning staff was obvious, many having left Perth to take their chances on the new goldfields to the east.
 The farewells of those on the platform were of interest to him, some these farewells tearful with kisses and hugs, some business like, a hand shake and a nod at best. Many were like himself with no one to see them off. Most of the latter individuals were not idling about but boarding the train as soon as possible to obviously attain a seat of their choice preferably by a window.
There was quite a variety of dress amongst those boarding the train, some scruffy with signs of sleeping rough, maybe sleeping on the station platform itself the previous evening, to others at the other end of the scale who were very well turned out. There was as much variety in accents as there was in dress amongst those milling about on the station platform. There were very few women seen, but this was the norm in the Western Australia of the early years of the settlement, the ratio of men to women was far from parity in these early days and those women that did live in the colony did their best to stay indoors to avoid the flies and the heat during the summer months.
A shrill long drawn out shriek came from the Guards whistle at the rear of the train. Those passengers that were still wandering about the platform and others who were carrying out their farewells separated, with the exception of some here and there, who were taking one last hug or kiss from a loved one. In a few moments it appeared all those who should have been aboard were so, carriage doors banging and clunking in the rush, people voicing their farewells as they boarded. The Guards whistle shrilled again, shorter and with a more urgent sound. Jacob leaned out of the now open window; he could see the guard waving his green flag signalling that all passengers were aboard to the driver at the head of the train. The Driver responded with a brief asthmatic screech from the locomotive whistle, a pause and then the train started to move, slowly, ever so slowly; the couplings connecting the carriages rattling and banging as the slack was taken up by the trains’ initial motion.
Jacob was surprised that he had the immediate area to himself: This fact did not bother him at all as he was not really in the mood for company right now. He knew the train had quite a few stops to make on the way to Kalgoorlie and no doubt there would be other passengers boarding that would bring an end to his preferred solitude. He looked forward to this time on his own, brief as it may be, as over the last week or two he felt as though he had been pushed and pulled every which way by circumstances well beyond his control. He had found little time to think or reflect on the circumstances he now found himself in. Jacob felt he needed to gather his thoughts without any intrusion; something he had been unable to do just of late.
 The train gathered speed clattering over points and sidings as it left the station precincts, Jacob idly gazing at the passing scenery as he cast his thoughts back over the last two weeks in attempt to place all the events in some sort of order and perspective. 
His coming home after being out working all day to find the house burned to the ground, his parents losing their lives in the flames. They were gone, so suddenly with no warning. There they were on the veranda, alive and real when he left home that morning, waving goodbye, and now their ashes were blended in with those of the house with no evidence of their passing. He, standing there in utter disbelief as friends and neighbours made impotent efforts of consolation with well intentioned, but meaningless words. Little did Jacob know just then there was far more grief yet to come. As if the loss of his parents and home was not enough to bear for one who was still some distance away from the expected stoicism of manhood.
In the ensuing days after the fire Jacob discovered what had seemed a very normal childhood to him was less than fact. 
He had moved in with the kindly next door neighbours and had watched, tears streaming down his cheeks as a torrential storm days later all but washed away life as he knew it from the now empty block of land next door. Even the ashes were now gone, just charred stumps marking his home, his childhood. 
A few days later a well turned out gentleman had sought him out, a lawyer or someone similar from the legal circles. A will was presented along with a great deal of other paperwork that showed his parents were in fact, not his parents. Jacob had always thought they appeared older as compared to his friend’s parents but he had never questioned this. It would seem they had taken him in as a baby but had never actually adopted him. His birth mothers name was there amongst the documentation but there was no father named. The will had left him the house, now just blackened stumps pointing to the sky and the outline of a house on the ground, there was nothing else of real value, except memories.
He was just seventeen, his birthday being the day he started this train journey from Perth to the Eastern Goldfields. The year was 1898, right at the end of the southern summer.
Jacob stretched out on the seat of the train, placed his feet on the opposing seat and sat very still, the movement of the train rocking him imperceptibly in his seat making him drowsy, the muffled clatter of the wheels on track and the warmth of the day added to his torpor. His thoughts drifted dream like in this semi- comatose state. 
He was not totally broke having accepted some 50 pounds from the folks next door for the land where the house had been, a generous amount he thought, he had also managed to save a few pounds on top of this. There had been some tools of his fathers in the shed behind the house that had escaped the fire and these were now in a box in the guards van of the train. These he could use.
He knew his de facto father had a cousin somewhere in the Eastern Goldfields, Jacob was not too sure where but he thought the Eastern Goldfields would be the best place for him to go, to make a fresh start. He would seek him out as he was family sort of. He had met this cousin of his fathers, Tim Slattery was his name, as Irish as his name suggested. Young as Jacob was he was well aware his parents had not exactly viewed Tim through rose coloured glasses. Tim was a black sheep without doubt. As his father had once said. “Every family has one.” Still, he was family after all and there was nowhere else for him to go. Nowhere that had any appeal anyway.
He had been approached by a number people since the fire, some he knew as family friends and associates and others who appeared to have some standing in the community. His father had never worked full time as such but despite this, his parents appeared to be reasonably well off. He had been told by one of these persons who had approached him after the fire that his father had been receiving a stipend of some sort from England. This had ceased immediately following the fire and the death of his parents leaving Jacob without a home or support. He had signed a number of papers thrust under his nose, little understanding or caring what they meant though he had no reason to distrust anybody involved with these details. It struck him as strange that a number of these people had suggested he leave Perth, in fact they appeared keen to see him go. He had finished his schooling a couple of years back and had spent the last two years working with his father. As yet he had not found any employment that had attracted from a permanent point of view. Maybe he would find something at the end of this journey.
Jacob continued his musings’, his hopes lay in locating his cousin Tim and finding employment on the newly discovered Goldfields. He was handy with tools, especially working with wood, his father had carpentry skills and had been a good teacher so he hoped some initial employment might be found in that area. He had heard the Goldfields were short of people with trade skills. Whilst he was not a tradesman in the true sense he was better than many who purported to be so. This was especially so when it came to working with the hardwoods of Western Australia. A skill few of the new chums had at all being used to the softer and easier worked timber of England.
The train stopped at Midland on the outskirts of Perth near the foothills of the                 Darling Range and more passengers embarked for the trip into the hinterland. Two adults and a girl around his own age entered his carriage. Jacob had manners, his parents whatever their back ground may have been, had certainly taught him manners. He arose and helped the people with their baggage, obviously travelling some distance going by the amount, and then helped them to their seats. A gruff thank you from the man and a pleasant smile from the woman was his reward.
The guard and the engine driver did their whistling duet yet again, the virtuosity of the guard being overpowered by the sheer volume of sound from the engine.  They were off once more heading over the Darling ranges and into the interior, the locomotive making hard work of the climb. Jacob had introduced himself to the man who identified himself as a Mister Powell, his wife Mrs Powell and their daughter Emma. Mr Powell informed Jacob that he and his family had recently arrived in Western Australia on the SS Orizaba from England and he was looking around for an opportunity and a place to settle with his wife and daughter. Jacob had reciprocated with his story that he was on his way to visit a relative on the Goldfields for a few weeks. He chose not to mention the loss of his adopted parents and his resulting, very, altered circumstances.
The sun was warm through the carriage window and Jacob finally dozed off, he was very tired as sleep had been in short supply in recent days. He awoke after an hour or so and found Emma looking directly at him. She smiled. Jacob gave her a lopsided grin in return, thinking how pretty she was, especially when she smiled. Emma nodded in the direction of her parents who were now fast asleep, the hypnotic motion and sound of the train along with the heat of the day having taken its toll. Her father, head back snoring quietly, her mother, tousled head resting on her husband’s shoulder. Jacob inclined his head toward the unoccupied seats across the aisle, Emma nodded in agreement and they rose and quietly moved across the aisle to the vacant seats so they could talk without waking Emma’s parents.
A good hour went by before the parents awoke but Jacob and Emma had made the most of this time filling in where and who they were in the general scheme of things. Emma happily relating the adventure of the sea voyage out to Western Australia on the SS Orizaba. Jacob was an open guileless young lad and Emma was of a similar mould. They had taken an immediate liking to each other. She was virtually straight off the boat from England and he the opposite being native born, a son of the Colony. They had so much to talk about when it came to their very different worlds of experience; she was as interested in his back ground as he was in hers, so diverse. Her voice and educated English accent was like music to him, still a girl’s voice but Jacob was still a boy and such things are relative.
The train continued its slow journey toward the east stopping at small sidings and settlements with rather strange names, especially to Emma and her parents. Emma and her parents were particularly delighted by the kangaroos that bounded alongside the train, weaving in and out of the trees and shrubs, the larger ones having no problems keeping pace with the train until they appeared to tire of the sport then coming to an abrupt halt watching the train until it chuffed out of sight.
Emma was sixteen, Jacob just seventeen, and the young couple delighted being in the company of each other, due in part to the vast difference in background, their upbringing and social status being poles apart. Emma’s parents let the two of them have a relative free rein as there was little mischief that they could get up to in the confines of an open train carriage plus it was a trip of some seventeen hours duration to the goldfields and Jacob was obviously good company for their mischievous and vivacious young daughter. They had been suitably impressed by Jacobs’ manners, something they had not expected from a local lad of his background.
The train made many more stops along the way, some for the benefit of the locomotive but mostly for passengers boarding and alighting at small wayside settlements. The railway was new, and had changed the whole social structure of the towns and settlements along its route, as previous travel had been painfully slow being carried out by horse, wagon even camels on rough unmade tracks that took its toll on the people, beasts and equipment alike. The train was not only met at these sidings by those travelling but by spectators as well, so there was always a reasonable gathering  which made the train a focus for general socialisation for the local residents as gossip, mail, freight, even newspapers were collected from the station on a daily basis. 
The train rolled into the settlement of Merredin in the early evening, asthmatic whistle wheezing its arrival, the usual crowd on the platform meeting, greeting and spectating. Merredin was the approximate halfway point of the journey and the train stopped for an hour to allow the passengers to stretch their legs and to allow a change of engine crew and service the locomotive with water and coal, and the many other mysteries required by the mechanical marvel.
The Powell family disembarked along with the rest of the passengers, Jacob in tow. He had enjoyed the trip so far as Emma and her parents had included him into their small family group. Whilst they were gazing at the locomotive and watching the crew go about their work they noticed a boy acting in a furtive manner close by. It was apparent the boy, of around Jacobs age was trying very hard not to be seen. Mr Powell said quietly to Jacob, “What’s that young fellow up to I wonder?” Jacob shrugged in reply but commenced watching the boy who he had hardly noticed amongst the milling crowd up until now.
The locomotive crew finally finished tending to the engine and climbed aboard sounding the whistle in warning of their imminent departure as they sorted themselves out in the cab. The guard had finished unloading freight, mail and such like, the local recipients and spectators giving him a willing hand, possibly not too his advantage but adding to the general festivity all the same and leaving them all with a feeling of involvement.
Jacob now watching the lad that Mr Powell had pointed out noticed the boy was keeping close as possible to the Powell’s little group as if he was trying to blend in as part of the family. They boarded along with the boy tagging along as part of their group. Jacob noted his possessions were small, just a canvas bag and a hessian sack comprised the total of his belongings. When Jacob and the Powell’s had resumed their seats the boy disposed of his bags under a seat adjacent to them, then sitting down obviously trying to blend in with his surroundings. 
Jacob looked at the young fellow and gave him a friendly smile. The boy responded in kind, a big grin as if some weight had been lifted off his shoulders. The train did its usual clanging, banging, whistling, wheezing and passenger waving exercise as it resumed its journey. Once settled the young fellow introduced himself as David Ross; Jacob and the Powell’s reciprocated with their introductions. Jacob had noticed Emma looking at David, she trying to make it not too obvious. Jacob had to admit he was not a bad looking sort of cove. His tousled fair hair, tanned complexion from an outdoors life, he was obviously very solid for a lad, his form no doubt the result of hard work. Jacob thought David would have presented a rather pleasant picture to any young girl, especially that disarming grin topping the package off. He might not have much apparent polish but he was very presentable all the same. He came across as a likable young cove on first impressions.
He was chatty and told his story with ease. He was an orphan and had been sent out to work for a farmer in Merredin from an orphanage in Perth. A job and a future supposedly, slavery and penury as it turned out. David had done his time in his opinion, two years had been enough. He had walked out on the farmer with his train fare and a few quid that the farmer had seen fit to pay him over the previous two years. He was not too sure where he stood legally and had tried to stay out of sight until he could board the train. He was off to the goldfields to make his fortune, or so he hoped. No matter, it had to be a better life than clearing paddocks from native bush. He had the build of a man from these last two years of sawing and swinging an axe from sun up to sun down.
David was not a shy retiring type despite his upbringing. He had held his own  against all comers since he was but a pup and had the innate confidence of one who knew what he was capable of. The farmer who employed him had never been able to break his spirit or make him cower in anyway no matter how badly he treated him. The harsher he was treated the stronger the boy became. The farmer discovering David’s departure was, if anything, relieved as the spirit of this boy come man was beginning to gain the upper hand in their relationship. The farmer found him a bit unnerving. The slow grin in reply to the farmers’ admonishments but the eyes did not smile, ever. Not at the farmer anyway.
Jacob on the other hand was still very much a boy, sensing manhood but still a long way from it. They were alike in looks as a lot of the native born were, broad smiles, well formed, cheerful disposition and optimistic about life in general. At a glance it was obvious Jacob was by far the gentler of the two, hardness had not yet settled on his features and there was a trace of softness about the eyes. It could not be said that David had hard features, he had that easy smile but at brief moments the jaw would set and his blue eyes were like steel. He had seen too much for one so young, and dealt with it.
The two boys hit it off, the difference in characters made for no competition, no desire to be top dog, they liked each other from the start. Emma found herself quite piqued as she was not used to being ignored. Jacob had lived not too far away from the orphanage and had heard a few of the stories about the place and he found it remarkable that this open easy going fellow of his own age appeared to be unmarked by the experience. He had come out the better for it if anything.
The train clattered on, the countryside changing as they travelled further into the interior, the harshness and heat now being tempered by the fading light. In a quiet moment between the talk a name came to Jacob, out of nowhere. Jane Miller, who is that he thought. Then it came back, the name on his birth certificate, his mother. He had the birth certificate amongst his possessions but had not looked at it since it had been given to him as there had been just too many things to absorb. He was Jacob Panton, always had been until a week or two back and now he was somebody else. Jacob Panton he was not it would seem, so who was his father, his natural father. Tom Panton has been his adopted father’s name. The man Jacob had thought was his father, the only father he had ever known. Jacob planned to find out all he could about his natural parents when he had the time and the opportunity, maybe Tom Panton’s cousin Tim Slattery could help, assuming he could find Tim of course.
Despite the very uncomfortable seats they all dozed off eventually only to be awoken briefly as the train stopped at some small siding for passengers or water for the locomotive. Dozing off yet again, as the train’s rhythm tapped out its sleep inducing symphony in the background of their consciousness.
The train continued on through the bigger towns such as Southern Cross and Coolgardie finally arriving at its destination, Kalgoorlie Station, in the early morning. Despite the hour the station was a hive of activity. No lonely outpost here, this was a busy central railway station serving a booming goldmining area. It took the Powell’s, Jacob and David aback. They had not expected the level of activity confronting them. Perth station was quiet by comparison, or so it seemed.
 Mister Powell had arranged for somebody to meet him and his family and had also made further arrangements to be shown around Kalgoorlie over the next week so he could assess any business opportunities; the family were to be accommodated at the Palace Hotel, the best in town it was said. Mr Powell had kindly invited the two boys to dinner at an as yet unspecified time. They were advised to contact him at the hotel in a day or two. This was to occur once the family had found their feet in this very busy and dusty outpost of civilisation. Emma had sat quietly, wistfully watching her father and the boys discussing these arrangements. Not that she would have ever contemplated going with the boys but she envied the adventures that possibly lay in front of them as compared to her own constrained and proper life under the watchful eye of her parents.
Jacob and Emma exchanged glances during their discourse with Mister Powell, there had been little time to talk again since their initial getting to know you on the train in the early part of the journey and they both felt there was much left unsaid. David, well he had no eyes at all for Emma, she was out of his class and he accepted that, plus his childhood had virtually been devoid of female contact and attractive as he may have been to women he was totally unaware of any effect he may have been having on Emma or any member of the opposite sex for that matter. David was not shy per se, just unknowing.
The Powell’s set off in the sulky that had been provided for them, the driver indicated points of interest with his whip as they moved away from the station. The boys had decided there was no rush to do anything right away, just get a feel for their situation first so they decided to stay put at the station for now.
The boys had no one to meet them and nowhere to go as such, nothing planned anyway plus they were a bit hesitant about leaving the station just yet. They bought themselves a cordial at the station after Jacob had checked his tools and baggage into the station luggage room for safe keeping and they then wandered out front to drink their cordials and have look around. The boys leaned back on the hitching rail sipping their drinks and soaking up the scene in front of them. They had decided after a brief conversation to stick together for the time being, a mate was always a good thing when you were on strange territory. Despite their apparent confident demeanour they were still boys with little experience of the world at large, and this was a very strange and new world to both of them.
Jacob looked down at David’s feet, he had noticed the new boots when David had first boarded the train in Merredin but had decided against saying anything in front of the Powell’s. “What’s with the new boots Dave, a farewell present from the farmer?” he asked.  David laughed. “No.” He replied. “I worked for him for two years, he promised me boots when I first started working there but all that time I was there clearing scrub and doing farm work I was bare foot, no sign of the boots he promised. Miserable bastard he was.” “So what’s with these boots?” Jacob asked again. “I nicked ‘em on my way out, they were sitting by the door step” said David. “They were owed to me I reckon. The bastard had only just bought them and paid a big quid for them so he will be really pissed off.” David laughed.
There may have been a grin on David’s face but there was no laughter in his eyes as he recalled all the broken toes, the cuts and splinters in his bare feet over the two years he toiled around the farm. Yeah he really was a miserable bastard David thought. Maybe the boots were a bit big but he hoped he would grow into them. Some thick socks would solve the problem between times. They were his first pair of boots, and good ones too.
Curiosity finally overcame the boy’s reluctance to leave the security of the station so they decided to walk into the centre of town and have a look around to see what they had let themselves in for.
Busy, it was very busy, there appeared to be people, mostly male, on the move wherever they looked. The reluctance even shyness they had started to drop away as they walked toward the main intersection of Kalgoorlie at Hannan and Maritana streets. The people appeared friendly, a greeting or a nod from virtually all they passed as they walked into town. The boy’s destination was where the famed Palace Hotel amongst others was located. The hotel where the Powell’s were staying though this fact was not uppermost in their thinking as they soaked up the ambience of this alive, very much alive town.
Arriving at the intersection they just stood and looked, stared at the variety of people moving around them, the newly erected hotels and other buildings. It was unbelievable the frenetic pace that everything appeared to move at. The two boys stood back from the flow of pedestrians and just gazed at the activity, not talking, letting the sensations take over.
After a short time they turned and grinned at each other, both felt the same thing, they could make a life for themselves here. Kalgoorlie, what a name, it rolled around the mouth making Perth a name a no consequence or having any  attraction to the two boys. David let out a yell of pleasure, of freedom, of future, this is what he wanted, what he was looking for. He would be his own man in this place, this would be his town.

                                                    


                                              CHAPTER TWO

It was Friday evening, Jacob and David sat on the step of the partially built house, kicked their boots off and leaned back to enjoy their mug of tea and generally relax after a week of hard work.
Some six months had gone by since they arrived in Kalgoorlie and they now thought themselves well and truly established though not in the direction or area they would have assumed upon their arrival.
Mr Powell had finally bought a general hardware and building supply business in Kalgoorlie and had retained the original owner to run things for him whilst he went back to Perth to better organise his family and improve the financial standing of the business and establish a branch in the capital.
He needed a house in Kalgoorlie for his family and there was little available that could be seen as suitable so building a house appeared to be his only option. Builders and tradesmen of most disciplines were in short supply and discussing this problem over the planned dinner with Jacob and David at the Palace hotel he had discovered Jacob was a tradesman of sorts and David also had some training in carpentry from his orphanage days. He had asked the boys if they were up to building a house, under some supervision of course, and was delighted when they jumped at the chance of work, steady work and with someone they knew even if this had only been for a short time.
The previous owner of the business that Mr Powell had bought, now manager, was to be their supervisor and obviously the supplier of building materials. Mr Neave was his name and a fairer and a more easy going man would have been harder to find. He had kept an eye on the boy’s activities, dropping in every couple of days to check on progress, which, much to his surprise was quite rapid.
The boys had built a shed on Mr Powell’s lot to begin with and this was their dwelling and workshop, Mr Neave checking out the standard of their work by having a good look around the handiwork on the shed. He was more than pleased. He passed on to Mr Powell that Jacobs work was as good as anything one would find on the Goldfields and David was no slouch neither, what he lacked in skills he certainly made up for in output.
The house was located down the bottom end of Piccadilly , a misnomer if there ever was one. Piccadilly was a small inner suburb of Kalgoorlie, on the northern side of the railway line. The area was dry, dusty, stripped of vegetation and not a very attractive location at all in these early years. Who coined the name Piccadilly for this fly infested area certainly had a lot of imagination, maybe inebriated beyond belief and dreaming of a more salubrious location back home in the mother country.
David, ever the enthusiast, had started digging a shaft down the back of the Powells land in his spare time, gold is what he was looking for. Mr Neave noted this activity, having seen many newcomers dig holes on worthless ground, but he made no comment until David had progressed some distance in the general direction of down. David was met by Mr Neave as he emerged from his shaft late one Saturday  afternoon. Mr Neave said to David. “Find some gold Davo?” David shook his head in the negative, dust and clods of red dirt going every which way. “Fill it in son, there is no gold in Piccadilly.” Said Mr Neave in a kindly manner. “Better still build a privy over the shaft for the time being, it will be of use until the water pipeline arrives from Perth. I thought I would wait a bit Davo until the hole was of a useful depth before telling you your gold exploration efforts were in vain.”
What Mr Neave did not realise at the time was he had given the boys a catch cry for any situation that turned untidy in the future. “There’s no gold in Piccadilly” was it from that day on.
The boys were now sleeping and cooking in the partially built house, the walls and roof was up and from their standards the house was habitable. Far better accommodation than the shed had been anyway. They yarned and looked back over the last six months, they had fallen on their feet, and they knew it, they appreciated where they were at right now. Steady money, a roof over their heads and they were, little known to them, acquiring a reputation as honest, reputable tradesmen. Mr Neave was their town crier, the good gentleman passing on what he was observing down the bottom end of Piccadilly. It never occurred to the boys that it was unusual that Mr Neave often had company with him on his visits, these people showing a great deal of interest in the house the boys were building. Mr Neave had his plans for the future and these two young lads were very much part of those plans as was Mr Powell. The money Mr Powell had paid him for his business he planned to put to good use. Communication to these ends had already commenced with Mr Powell but both men had decided to let the boys alone to concentrate on the house for the time being. Distractions at this time the boys could well do without in the opinion of Messrs Powell and Neave.
David had gone inside to rustle up something for dinner, he enjoyed cooking and showed all the signs of becoming a great cook and trencherman, especially when it came to his own cooking. Not being much of a cook and, unusual for a young bloke, having a general indifference to food, Jacob was happy to let David take up the duties of baitlayer. He had to admit David turned out some good meals. The boys shared the chores and lived together with little rancour. It was obvious they had met at a time in their lives where a good mate was essential for their future well being and they both recognised the value of their friendship.
Once again yarning back on the step after their tucker and a bath David remarked that they had changed quite a bit over the last six months. “How?” Jacob replied. “Maybe it is not us so much but the way people treat us, we are not kids anymore.” David said. Jacob thought about that, he was not one for a quick response, not slow thinking, he just liked to mull things over some. “Yeah you’re right, we do get treated like blokes, as you say Davo we certainly are not kids any more, those days are long gone.” Jacob finally replied.  “It is the town and the people here I feel, if we were still in Perth we would still be seen as kids but up here if you can pull your weight you are treated as a normal bloke.” He added. David replied. “Too true. It really is a great spot. I miss the water, bugger all up here but the people make up for it. It is great to be treated as if who you are really matters. To actually be somebody, somebody who belongs.”  He paused then continued talking. “You know I was treated like shit for so long I thought it was normal, that it was the way people acted normally, not so it seems. I am glad we hooked up Jacob, it has changed my life. It is bloody marvellous to find there are good people out there.” He paused then said. “I like old Neaves too, he is a real good bloke, square as, makes me laugh when I cock up rather than rouse on me. There are some real good people up here mate, without doubt.”
David then moved the conversation on to prospecting for gold and what they would do when the house was completed. He really had the prospecting bug did David but Jacob always tempered these urges of David’s by pointing out how well off they were for a couple of young blokes. “You and I know Davo how many poor buggers chasing the yellow never do any good, always broke, relying on handouts, living primitive, disappearing and dying out there. We are better off where we are.” Jacob said. “No matter what you do you need a quid behind you and this work will do that for us.” David gave him a wry grin, he had heard the lecture from Jacob many times already and knew it to be true. He recognised without Jacob he would have been long gone, in all probability destitute, stoney broke, but then, maybe rich too. They were a good foil for each other these two.
Out of the blue Jacob started to laugh. David pulled him up asking him to explain the source of laughter. “It’s your privy, the dunny you built.” Jacob said pointing at the dunny through his laughter. David had been given the job of building the dunny to cover his mine shaft and it has to be said he put every bit of skill and artistry into it. It was the most ornate and decorative dunny one could ever hope to see, especially in this neck of the woods. Mr Neaves had taken to bringing people around to see, not only the house but the dunny. He even had a few orders up his sleeve for those wanting something more than just a plain thunderbox in their back yard. David was proud of his work, totally unaware that Mr Neave was grooming him for a foray into crap house construction, short as it may turn out to be.
Jacob and David decided it was time to retire for the night, tuckered, tired, tubbed and pretty much at peace with their world, the still, silky, springtime inland night having its effect.




                                                   CHAPTER THREE
Jacob and David stood nervously out front of the now completed house waiting for Mr Neave to return with the Powell family from the railway station. They had heard the whistle of the train as it entered the station precincts and knew it would not be too long before they would sight the buggy at the top end of the street. They had done a top job in the opinion of everyone who had seen through the house. Mr Powell had been up two weeks earlier for the final inspection and was very happy with what he had observed.                                                      
Jacob really looked forward to seeing Emma again, it had been quite some time since the Powell family had returned to Perth. Mr Powell had been up and down to Kalgoorlie on a regular basis as he established the Perth end of the business but Mrs Powell and Emma had remained in Perth. Mr Powell had carried letters between the two on his visits to and from the Goldfields, they were a highlight of Jacobs existence innocent as these letters were. It had been nearly a year since they last saw each other, Emma finishing her last year of schooling and no longer a girl, the blossoming of womanhood was very evident not only in looks but in demeanour. Jacob on the other hand had developed into a confident thoughtful young man. The mans world of Kalgoorlie and the responsibility of building the house for the Powell’s had matured him as had other jobs Mr Neaves had him carry out around town when work on the Powells house was held up for materials. He was still oblivious to the fact that he was now the building manager for a new company “Powell and Neaves” and had shares allocated in his name. He would find all this out in the next few days and the senior partners had their fingers crossed that this young man would rise to the occasion.
David was also part of the planned discussion but it was obvious he still wanted to go prospecting as much for the supposed adventure as to the possibility of striking it rich. He could be part of it if he wished and room would be made for him if he wanted to return after a break. Once the Powell family was settled into their new house and Kalgoorlie there was some talking to be done.
David and Jacob had cleared out a small shed behind Mr Powells  Kalgoorlie  business and had set it up as home for the time being, it was comfortable enough and suited their purposes as neither of them were into housekeeping to any great extent.
The young men could now see the buggy coming down the street, they knew it would not be too long before it arrived and their nervousness was very obvious. Jacob and David, whilst not dressed in their Sunday best, were suitably attired for the occasion and as Mr Neave reined the horse in and brought the buggy to a stop they immediately went to hand Emma and her mother down from the buggy and help with the luggage.
David was no fool knowing full well how his friend felt about Emma and helped Mrs Powell down leaving Emma to Jacob. Once down Emma and Jacob found themselves still holding hands , Jacob had never seen such a pretty sight in his life, rarely speechless, he found himself so right at this moment. For Emma, the well turned out young man standing there holding her hand, apparently mute, was a far cry from the confused boy she had last seen nearly a year ago. Mr Powell and Mr Neave observing the young couple smiled at each other across the buggy. Mrs Powell in the way of mothers with pretty daughters had not placed her bet yet and instead made a fuss of David who was in turn making an equal fuss of her. He enjoyed her motherly fuss, orphan that he was it was something he had never experienced until meeting Mrs Powell. The harshness of men was all he had known.
Mr Neave handed the keys of the house to Mr Powell, who strode to the front door making a ceremony of the occasion, opened the front door and bowed his wife and daughter inside. The women were expecting something relatively basic but were surprised at the finish and thought that had gone into the construction of the house. They chattered their way through the rooms oblivious to their smiling menfolk trailing behind basking in the pleasure of Mrs Powell’s and Emma’s delight. Mr Powell and Mr Neaves had chosen wall papers and colours very well, it was a womans house in feel and in vision. Jacob and David had little input in to the finished product, which was just as well. 
When, after quite some time their inspection was complete they rounded on Mr Powell showering him with hugs and kisses, solemnly shook hands with Mr Neave and then cornered Jacob and David. Jacob had never been kissed by a girl before, not full on the mouth and never in his dreams from one as pretty as Emma. David, well David got the full motherly treatment, clasped to an ample bosom and well and truly hugged with a discrete kiss on the cheek. Something akin to a tear could be seen in Davids eyes as he turned away to hide his feelings. He had never known family or motherly affection and right now he was experiencing what he had missed in spades.
Thankyous over both boys had the look of startled fawns, wide eyed and ready to run, for very different reasons. It must be said they would possibly have not run very far even if they were allowed to run at all by the women. Their fawn like looks were replaced by grins that more resembled a rip in a blanket and those grins had a rather permanent set for the rest of the morning.
Mr Powell stood back from all the proceedings and just watched the scene playing out in front of him. He knew far more about these young men than they knew themselves. He had carried out some quiet research into their backgrounds when in Perth and had found out about Jacob and the fire that had destroyed his home and killed his de facto parents. He also knew who Jacobs birth parents were but that information needed to be handled carefully, very carefully. David, he had visited the orphanage and had found out much about David, again he knew who his birth parents were and surprisingly enough these young men were related, not closely, but related all the same and a relationship of some significance.
Right now these two young men did not need to know any of this, maybe there would come a time, the right time to tell them what he knew. Breeding was very important to Mr Powell and these young men both had good blood in their veins, it was the other side of the coin that was of some concern but nothing to date had indicated there was a possible darker side to their character. He had to admit that he liked both Jacob and David from what he had seen so far.
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