
JACOB FOLEY 

 

The two boys sat on the chairs set out in a row holding hands, one of them ten the other six. 

“What are we doing here Jacob?”  Bobby the youngest asked. 

“I don’t know Bobby, but don’t worry, everything will be all right,” Jacob said.  Jacob 

was not so sure it would be all right, he had a strange feeling, even for someone so young, 

that what was taking place with their mother, and the lady dressed in black and white, was 

not right. 

The nuns of the ‘The Holy Order of The Sacred Heart’ went about their business, not 

taking much notice of the two boys who sat still holding hands.  Jacob was afraid and did not 

understand why he and his brother had been brought here. 

“I don’t like it in here Jacob it’s dark.’  Bobby said. 

The hallway of the home was indeed dark; the walls were covered with wooden 

panels, that ran the full length of the hallway, and even though it was sunny outside, in the 

interior, the sun hardly shone, which made it cool and dark. 

Some of the nuns smiled at them, as they went about their business, but others walked 

past without a second look.  Jacob could hear their swishing long robes that were very 

starched and very clean. 

The office door opened and their mother came out with the lady dressed in black and 

white, they said something to one another, then their mother came over to the boys, and then 

kissed them on the cheek.  “You look after Bobby, Jacob do you hear.” 

“Yes mother,” Jacob answered, then she left them there, still holding hands; the huge 

wooden door slammed shut, and all was silent apart from a few foot steps further down the 

hallway. 

“Right boys, follow me.’  The nun in the black suit said, so Jacob and Bobby picked 

up their little parcels and followed the nun.   

They walked behind her down the long corridor and past statues of Jesus and Mary 

and some other people who Jacob did not recognize, they scared Bobby and he held on to 

Jacob’s hand even tighter.  They stopped at a door and the nun opened it.  “This is where you 

stay.” 

So, Jacob pushed Bobby into the room in front of him. 

“No Jacob not Bobby, he comes with me, there is only you in here.” 

“No!”  Jacob cried, “You cannot split us up, I have to look after Bobby, my mother 

told me!”  Jacob screamed. 

“Don’t be silly Jacob, he will be all right, now leave go of his hand!”  The nun 

shouted. 

“No, he stays with me!”  Jacob pushed Bobby behind him, trying to protect him. 

“We will see about that,” the nun said, and then left them alone. 

“I don’t want to go with her Jacob, I want to stay here with you,” Bobby cried. 

“Okay Bobby, don’t cry, they are not taking you anywhere,” Jacob assured his little 

brother, they sat there for some time, then heard footsteps coming up the hall, 

 She had come back with two other nuns, and while the other two held Jacob’s arms, 

the other nun grabbed Bobby away from Jacob, he tried to hold on to his hand, but they were 

too strong for him and snatched Bobby away and left the room. 

Jacob could hear his brother calling for him as they took him away, and then he was 

gone.  “Where are you taking my brother?”  Jacob asked. 

“He cannot stay here with you, he is too young and has to go with the other young 

children of his age,” the nun in charge said. 

“I have to look after him my mother said, and you have taken him away, you rotten 

cow!”  He kicked her in the shins. 



“You little devil!”  She gave him a clout around his ears that sent him reeling, and he 

fell on the floor. 

“Where is my mother?  I want to go home!”  Jacob shouted. 

“Your mother does not want you any more, this is your home now and this is where 

you stay, and stay you will.”  She slammed the door and left Jacob on the floor crying. 

Why have we been brought here?  Why has our mother abandoned us?  What have we 

done to deserve this?  He thought to himself. 

 

********** 

 

Their Father had died two years ago, he came home one day and said he was tired and went 

to bed early, and died in his sleep.  Jacob did not understand why he died, the funeral was so 

final, and his mother told him.   

“Now you are the man of the house Jacob and you have to look after Bobby at all cost, do 

you understand?” 

He understood, but now, sitting here on the floor he had let his mother and Bobby 

down.  Their mother had taken it hard when their father died and started to drink, and stay out 

all night, leaving Jacob and Bobby alone in the house.   

She would return early in the morning with some stranger who she introduced as, 

Uncle Stan or Uncle Fred, Jacob knew he could not have had all those many uncles whom he 

had never met.  He used to lay awake at night listening to all the strange noises coming from 

his Mother’s bedroom and wonder what they were doing, some of the men used to look at 

him and Bobby strangely, and it made him scared. 

“Maybe she will come back for us tomorrow, that’s it, she will pick us up tomorrow 

and take us home, we are only in here overnight, yes that’s it, over night,” he thought to 

himself.  Months past and their mother never came. 

Jacob only saw Bobby a few times, usually one day a month at weekends when they 

had visitors.  They would have to get all dressed up in some clothing a charity had donated, 

so they would look smart for the visitors and make them think everything is nice and 

pleasant, but it never was.   

No one knew how the children felt being locked up in that home, they would both sit 

there all dressed up, while other’s relatives came to see the other children, but no one ever 

came to see Jacob and Bobby. 

“When is Mother coming Jacob, is she coming today?”  Bobby used to ask every 

time. 

“I don’t know Bobby, perhaps she missed the bus, or she could not get off work.”  

Jacob had to make excuses all the time, knowing too well she would not come and they 

would sit there for hours, and then have to go and take their clothing off till the next time.   

One weekend when they had got dressed, Bobby came down to sit with Jacob once 

more; Jacob noticed Bobby had bruises on his face.  “What happed to you Bobby?”  Jacob 

asked. 

Bobby bowed his head.  “Can’t tell Jacob.” 

“Yes you can Bobby, what has happened, who did this to you?”  Jacob asked once 

more, by this time Jacob was getting angry. 

“Bobby, who did this to you.?  Come tell me, you won’t get in trouble.”  Bobby 

pointed to a boy talking to his relatives.  “What he did it, that black boy over there?”  Jacob 

asked. 

Bobby lowered his head and nodded, Jacob got up out of his seat and walked over and 

dived onto the boy.  The table in between them went crashing over to the surprise of everyone 



in the room.  Jacob laid into the lad, beating him around the head and stomach, the relatives 

of the other lad were screaming for someone to come to his aid.  

 Jacob kept on the beating him, ignoring all efforts for him to stop, till two nuns ran 

up and dragged Jacob off, Jacob was struggling in their arms as he shouted at the lad, “You 

touch my brother ever again and I will kill you.” 

They dragged Jacob off with Bobby following in their wake and took him to the 

office.  “What do you think you are doing Jacob Sawyer, how dare you fight in the hall?”  

The nun in charge shouted. 

“He beat Bobby up I was just giving it back to him!”  Jacob shouted. 

“Two wrongs don’t make a right Jacob Sawyer, it will not be tolerated.” 

“Oh it’s okay if the other lad beats up my brother and nothing is said but when I take 

revenge its wrong!”  Jacob shouted very angrily. 

“That is not the point Jacob, as for revenge in your case it is not sweet and for your 

obvious disregard for the rules, you will get six lashes of the cane, now bend over!”  Then the 

nun produced a big cane. 

“No you can not give me the cane for doing something the other lad did and got away 

with, get lost!” 

It was no good, they held him down while the other nun gave him a beating with the 

cane; they took Bobby out of the room while they did this to Jacob.   

He did not cry out, as he did not want to give them the satisfaction of seeing him cry, 

they marched him upstairs to the dorm and pushed him in, “Now stay in there!”  She 

slammed the door. 

Jacob lay on his bed; he had to lie on his stomach because of the beating and cried, 

not for the pain, but for the injustice that had been done to him.  While he was crying, the 

door opened and a nun came in and sat on Jacob’s bed.   

“Hello Jacob, I am Sister Mary Foley, I have come to see how you are.” 

Jacob could see she had a kind face and he said, “I am sore,” he said through his tears. 

“Come on, let me see, take off your trousers,” Jacob was not so sure about undressing 

in front of a stranger, 

 “It’s okay Jacob I used to be a nurse before I took my vows.” 

Jacob took his trousers off and Sister Mary saw the welts the cane had made, she 

bathed them and put cream on them.  “There Jacob, that will take out the sting, I am afraid 

you will be rather sore for a few days, but the cream will help, you know, it’s not that bad in 

here.   

I have been here for 14 years since I was a young girl, I left and came back, you just 

have to live by the rules and everything will be just fine.” 

“How can I live by the rules when I don’t know the rules?”  Jacob replied.  “Can you 

teach me to live by the rules and maybe I can become myself and not get punished so much?”  

Jacob asked through his tears. 

“Of course Jacob, I will teach you,” Sister Mary replied. 

“Can you keep a look out for my brother Bobby, I can not always be there for him,” 

Jacob asked. 

“Yes Jacob, I will check on him as often as I can, you will see everything will just be 

fine, now you get into bed and I will check on Bobby from time to time to see if anyone is 

bothering him, okay.”  She then smiled at Jacob. 

“Okay,” he answered.  Jacob climbed into bed, his bottom hurt, so he had to lie on his 

side.  What a time to have to go to bed at six o’clock at night, he lay there listening to all the 

noises outside, the cars and buses, going about their business, he wished he was at home with 

his mother, father and Bobby once again. 



Sister Mary taught Jacob lots of things about history and how to read and write, his 

education in the last few years had been lacking, he saw Bobby a few time’s and he seemed 

okay.  He also learned the rules by his mistakes, everyone had to make their own beds in the 

morning before they showered then the houseboy inspected them. 

No one knew where the houseboy came from, but he was there every morning to 

check on the making of the beds.  Anyone, and that meant anyone, who had not made them 

correctly, would get a clout across the knuckles with his steel comb, he was a very mean 

person; Jacob hated him because he would pick on him.   

Someone must have told him that Jacob was one to be watched, and he took great 

pleasure in dealing out punishment at any chance he could.  Jacob had this done to him a few 

times till he realized that making your bed was one of the rules,  

Sister Mary must have been looking out for Bobby, because every time he saw him, 

which was not very often, he was okay. 

One night, when it was late, Jacob felt someone’s hand moving over his body, “Who 

is that?”  He awoke to see the houseboy kneeling on the floor next to his bed; he then put his 

hand over his mouth. 

“Shut your mouth boy, or it will go bad for you.”  He started to fondle his penis; 

Jacob got scared and tried to scream, but he put his hand tighter over his mouth, he was 

hurting Jacob and he did not like it so he bit his hand. 

The houseboy lets go and Jacob screamed. “Help me someone help!” 

The lights went on, and a voice said, “Who is there?” 

The houseboy stood up, nearly all the dorm had woken up when Jacob shouted. 

“What are you doing in here Martin?”  The nun asked. 

“Nothing, I thought I heard someone crying, so I came in to see.”  He looked at Jacob 

as if to say, don’t say a word. 

“Well, go to bed, it’s late, go on!”  The nun shouted. 

“Yes, sister,” he once again gave Jacob a look before leaving. 

Jacob found it hard to sleep after that, he was scared, no one had ever done that to him 

before and it felt rather strange.  It was no good telling anyone, because who would believe 

him anyway. 

Next morning, while they were all showering, the houseboy came in the shower room 

and watched all the boys while they showered; it made them all edgy to see him lurking in the 

doorway.   

“Come on boys, wash them private parts, don’t want you catching anything do we?”  

Then he laughed.  The boy that Jacob had beaten up, now kept his distance, which made 

Jacob think hard how and where the violence he had witnessed in himself, had come from.   

Jacob found out from Sister Mary, that he had been in here since she arrived and was 

very angry, but he had met someone angry than himself in the person of Jacob.  

 Jacob could no longer contain himself and told Sister Mary about the houseboy, she 

was very angry. 

“I will talk to Mother Superior in the morning, we cannot have any of that in here, it 

will be all right Jacob, you see.” 

The houseboy had to be reprimanded and he lost his job, he was given two weeks pay, 

and then he was forced to leave. 

Jacob had been in the home nine months when Sister Mary had to go back to Ireland, 

she told Jacob she would be gone for three weeks and would see him when she returned.  

 It made Jacob sad to think, the only friend he had was going away, and he would not 

see her for three weeks. 



Life without Sister Mary was very lonely for Jacob, and he missed her so much, it was 

a bit more pleasant now the houseboy was gone, she wrote to him nearly every day and he 

wrote back in his own way.   

His letters had to be read before they would post them, as they did not want him to 

say anything bad about the home, in case someone may find out the truth. 

The first week passed just the same as any other week then Jacob was summoned into 

the office where the Mother Superior sat with another man.   

“Jacob this is Doctor Ronald Hoskins, he has something to tell you, please sit down,” 

Mother Superior said. 

“Jacob, how are you?  The Doctor Asked. 

“I’m okay,” Jacob replied. 

“Well Jacob, I have some bad news to tell you, your brother has died.” 

“What!”  Jacob cried, “You are lying my brother cannot be dead  he was all right last 

week, how did he die?” 

“He caught a virus and we did all we could, but alas he died in hospital.” 

“You're lying I want to see him now!”  Jacob was nearly in tears. 

“I am afraid that is impossible, you see we had to cremate him at once, it was too 

dangerous to have him around, it was so contagious,” the Doctor replied. 

Jacob did not understand what the Doctor was talking about, his mind could not 

handle what he was hearing, he was telling him Bobby was dead and he could not see him 

any more.  Jacob cried all night for his lost brother, and every day he was without him, made 

him sad.  “Why had our mother done this to us, why?”  Jacob kept asking himself. 

 

********** 

 

The sun beats down on Jacob Foley’s head, it was a long hot summer, and Jacob knew he 

would have to get the harvest in if he and his wife were to survive the harsh winter and harsh 

winters, and they were harsh in this part of the country.  The other worry Jacob had, was 

Catherine was eight months pregnant; they had lost their first child; Jacob remembered it so 

well, driving into town to bring the Doctor, only to find Catherine sat on the bed covered in 

blood, having delivered the baby on her own.  Worst of all, was the baby was stillborn, which 

made them both sad, as they desperately wanted the baby. 

Everything was organized, Catherine’s bags were packed, and Jacob was going to 

drive her to the hospital himself this time.  They both wanted a child so much, and Jacob 

would like a son, but did not care as long as the child was healthy.   

His concentration was broken by the sound of hooves on the gravel road, he turned to 

see his wife coming towards him, her flaming red hair, blowing in the wind, she was so 

beautiful and Jacob loved her so much they were using Catherine’s horse Genghis for the 

time being to pull the cart.   

Their marriage was not a smooth one to say the least, Catherine’s father had forbidden 

her to marry him, and she had left home to be with the one that she loved, Jacob. 

They had met at the local church dance, held once a year on Midsummer Eve.  It was 

no grand affair, but everyone in the village came.  Catherine and Jacob had never really been 

attracted to one another, they had seen each other a couple of times in the stores and the bank.  

Both of them thought the other one was a bit standoffish, which was mistaken for shyness.  

 They did meet when they both had gone to the bar to get drinks for their friends.  

Catherine stood next to Jacob but had not really seen him as the place was crowded, she got 

her drinks and turned round and bumped into Jacob, spilling some of her drink over his arm. 

“Oh forgive me I am so clumsy.” 



Jacob looked into her twinkling eyes and said, “Don’t worry, it’s not new.”  Jacob 

brushed off the drink and smiled. 

Catherine walked away and turned to look at Jacob and bumped into somebody else, 

and then she laughed, pulled a funny face at Jacob and went over to her friends. 

Jacob felt something like a thunderbolt had hit him, he had to know who she was, so 

he went over to his friend Tommy, chatting up some girl; he was a real charmer.  

 Tommy was very good-looking he never had much of a problem where girls were 

concerned. 

“Tommy, come here a minute,” Jacob said. 

“Excuse me darling, my friend here wants my advice, I will be straight back, don’t 

you leave now.”  He smiled at the girl.  “What is it Jacob?  Can you not see I am busy?”  

Tommy said to Jacob. 

“Tommy, if that girl was to walk away, you would find another one just as easy,” 

Jacob replied. 

“I know, it’s such a curse having all these women adore me,” Tommy replied. 

“God it must be lonely up there on your cloud,” Jacob said. 

“I know, it sure is but someone has to do it,” Tommy replied jokingly. 

“Who is that girl over there, talking to the other girl and the lad?”  Jacob asked, 

pointing to Catherine. 

“Which Jacob one” Tommy could not see whom Jacob was pointing at. 

“The girl over there with the red hair” Jacob said. 

“Oh hey, don’t you know who that is?”  Tommy asked.  “Are you for real?” 

“Would I be asking if I knew who she was you dork!”  Jacob replied. 

“That’s Catherine Scott, you know, Cecil Scott’s daughter.”  Tommy said. 

“No, I don’t know Cecil Scott that is why I am asking you, tell me about her.”  Jacob 

needed to know more about her. 

“She lives with her family up on the hill above Weaver’s dam, Cecil Scott is one of 

the biggest landowners in these parts, apart from Squire Nathan of course, the boy talking to 

her is Charles Nathan, the Squire’s only son, rumour has it, both families want Catherine to 

marry Charles and make their families the most powerful in the county.  Why do you ask 

Jacob?” 

“Because I am going to spoil their plans, Tommy my friend, for I am going to marry 

her myself,” Jacob replied. 

“Oh yes, of course you are Jacob, and what pray have you got to offer her?”  Tommy 

asked. 

“My undying love Tommy, my undying love,” Jacob replied, with his hand on his 

heart. 

“Your undying love, I can just see Cecil Scott meeting you for the first time,” Tommy 

put his hands on his lapels as a gesture of attack.   

“Now Jacob what have you got to offer my daughter?  She has been to all the finest 

schools here and in Europe.  

 ‘My undying love Cecil my undying love.’  Oh well, that’s good enough for me 

Jacob; you had better take her then, and the best of luck.   

You’re mad Jacob Foley it won’t be that easy my friend, anyway, what about Jessie?”  

Tommy asked. 

“Jessie and I are just good friends that’s all  there never will be anything between 

Jessie and me,” Jacob replied. 

“Now that is not what I heard, Frankie Porritt told me you and her were doing it at his 

party,” Tommy replied. 

“Frankie is an idiot and you would do well not to listen to gossip,” Jacob replied. 



“Anyway forget her and have a beer as there are more fish in the sea as they say in the 

movies.” 

Jacob took the beer off Tommy and all the time he had been talking to Tommy, he 

had never taken his eyes off Catherine.  “There maybe more fish in the sea Tommy, but this 

one has been hooked!”  Jacob replied. 

“Oh please Jacob you will be writing poetry next!”  Tommy laughed. 

 

********** 

 

The cart slowly moved along the road and stopped near Jacob, Catherine smiled at Jacob.  

 “Hello darling how are you?  I did not see you this morning, you were up so early, so I have 

brought your lunch and thought I might join you on such a pleasant day as this,” Catherine 

said. 

Jacob helped her down off the cart, she smelt like new mown hay, and her body was 

so close to him as he put his arm around her to help her down.   

He kissed her on her warm lips, the kiss lasted ages, and he could feel himself rising if 

she was not so far gone he would have taken her here and now in the field without hesitation. 

“Now my dear, behave yourself, we don’t want you getting hot and bothered on a day 

like today do we?”  Catherine said with a smirk on her face. 

“No my darling, but you make me so wild with passion and I only have to kiss you,” 

Jacob replied. 

“Get down boy, do something useful and get the basket down off the cart.”  

Catherine always had a way of bringing Jacob back to reality.  Jacob did has he was 

told and went to fetch the basket, just as he was returning he caught Catherine looking at him, 

she thought what a wonderful husband I have got, and was so glad she had defied her father 

and married Jacob. 

 

********** 

 

It seemed like yesterday when he went around to her house on that evening to ask her father 

if he could marry his daughter. 

Catherine had told him to be early, as her father hated anyone who was late, so he 

arrived twenty minutes early and waited on the porch, not daring to ring the bell.  

 The house was easy to find, it stood out away from the rest in its own grounds.  Jacob 

looked at it and the thought scared him, as he had never been in a house so large, apart from 

the home, and that held a lot of people.   

Jacob stood there for some time before he knocked on the door, he waited and then 

was about to walk away when the door opened. 

A butler stood there, “Yes can I help you.”  The butler stared at Jacob, giving him the 

once over. 

“Yes, I have an appointment to see Mr. Scott,” Jacob said. 

“Mr. Scott never informed me, are you sure young man, you may have the wrong 

house?”  The butler replied. 

“Well not Mr. Scott personally, but Catherine,” Jacob answered. 

“Oh really.”  The butler gave him a stare. 

Jacob was just about to walk away when he heard Catherine’s voice.   

“It’s okay Joseph, Jacob has come to see me.”  Catherine stood behind Joseph. 

“Very well Miss Catherine, in that case, won’t you come in Sir.”  He stepped aside for 

Jacob to come in. 



“You look nice Jacob, and you are on time.”  Catherine was dressed in a pink dress 

that flowed around her body. 

Jacob stared at her.   

“You look great, I nearly walked away I got scared, by the way is he house-trained?” 

Jacob asked about Joseph. 

“Don’t be cheeky Jacob, and yes he is.”  She laughed.  “Come on this way, daddy is 

in the library.”  Catherine took Jacob by the hand and led him along the corridor to a door, 

opened it and took him inside. 

Jacob’s legs were turning to jelly, he had never been in this kind of situation before; 

meeting fathers was a new experience.  Jacob could not see anyone in the room, as it was full 

of leather chairs and sofas and bookshelves, the fire glowed and crackled and it was a very 

warm room and the fire gave had an eerie glow. 

“Daddy, this is Jacob.” 

 

Jacob could not see who Catherine was speaking to, but just then, a head appeared 

over one of the chairs and a man rose out of it like a huge bear coming out of hibernation.  He 

stood there, looking at them both; he was in his late forties, early fifties, and had grey hair, 

just showing above his ears.   

He had a large nose, which carried his glasses on the end of it, and he looked over 

them at Catherine and Jacob.  He wore a three-piece suit, which Jacob thought a bit over the 

top for such a warm room, he put his book down on the chair and came towards them, kissing 

Catherine on the cheek he then turned to Jacob and offered his hand.   

“Good evening Jacob how are you?” 

Jacob had heard a man is sometimes measured by his handshake, so Jacob grabbed his 

hand and squeezed it very hard, a bit too hard, for it made him wince a bit, “Sorry Sir, did I 

hurt you?”  Jacob asked. 

“No, you just caught me off guard that’s all.” 

“He would not have told me anyway if I did hurt him,” Jacob thought. 

“Please sit down, won’t you?  Catherine, get your young man a drink and while you 

are at it, freshen mine up as well.” 

“Yes father, Jacob what can I get you?”  Catherine asked. 

Jacob knew he had a decision to make, if he had asked for a brandy or whisky, her 

father may have thought he was a bit of a drinker, on the other hand if he asked for lemonade, 

he may have taken him for a bit of a Nancy boy, so he settled for a beer.   

They were all seated, Catherine next to Jacob and her father opposite on the chair, he 

looked at Jacob. 

“What do you do for work Jacob?”  The father asked. 

His mind went back to what Tommy said that night at the dance, and he was right, 

well almost.   

“I am studying at Agricultural College and hoping to own my own farm one day; my 

colleagues and I are doing some rather exciting experiments with cattle and crops.  We are 

hoping to breed cattle that don’t need much water and crops.  Likewise, we are developing 

them for countries that don’t have much water in summer, like Africa, and some parts of 

Australia.  In that way, they can survive droughts and keep the people fed, but like I said, it’s 

still in the experimental stage but we are getting there.”  Jacob tried to make it sound very 

important, which in real terms was. 

“I see, and how are you going to support my daughter, that is if you are proposing to 

get married, which my daughter has kindly told me you intend to, while you are off 

experimenting with cattle and whatever.” 



Tommy’s words came flooding back.  “Don’t say your undying love Jacob this was 

not the time nor the place.” 

Just then, Catherine, who had been sitting there very quiet said, “I will get a job 

father, and help Jacob, and we will support each other.” 

Catherine’s father laughed.  “You, get a job, doing what my dear you my daughter, 

know nothing of the outside work force, all you have ever done is go overseas and ride that 

damned horse of yours!” 

Her father’s words hurt Catherine, which made her mad.  “I can study and learn 

something I am not entirely stupid father!”  She retorted. 

“I did not mean you were stupid Catherine, it’s just that outside is a man’s world and 

a man has to be the breadwinner that’s all,” her father replied. 

“That is a very male chauvinistic statement father,” Catherine answered. 

“It may be my dear, but alas, it’s the truth,” her father said. 

The room went quiet and no one spoke it was getting very awkward and then the door 

opened, Catherine’s mother came in the room, Jacob assumed it was her mother it is hardly to 

be the next door neighbour. 

“Mother, this is Jacob.”  Catherine took her mother over to meet him. 

Better not crush her hand, Jacob thought and he held it gently.  “Please to meet you 

Mrs Scott,” Jacob said 

“You can call me Clarissa, Jacob, if you don’t mind.”  Her mother stared at Jacob 

with her deep green eyes, as if probing him.  She was very beautiful and he could see where 

Catherine got her looks, her skin was very pale, even though she was quite old, her skin was 

very smooth, and her eyes glinted in the firelight.   

“My daughter has told me a lot about you Jacob is it all true?”  Her twinkling eyes 

sparkled with fun. 

“It just depends on what she has told you Mrs Scott,” Jacob answered with a smile. 

“Please, I told you, call me Clarrisa,” the mother said once more. 

“Okay Clarrisa” Jacob answered. 

“Please sit down everyone no need to be on parade.” 

Catherine sat next to Jacob and Clarrisa sat next to her husband. “Would you like 

another drink Jacob?”  Clarrisa asked. 

“No thanks I had better go I have taken up enough of your time.”  Jacob knew he had 

to get out of there, he had come to ask Catherine’s parents if he could marry her, but now, 

was not the time nor the place; Jacob could feel the walls closing in on him. 

“Would you like to stay for dinner Jacob?”  We have hardly got to know you,” Jacob 

could see the father was not very pleased. 

“No, that’s okay, it’s too much trouble.”  Jacob wanted to go. 

“Nonsense Jacob” Clarrisa rang a bell and Joseph appeared as if by magic.  “Joseph 

set another place for dinner our friend Jacob is joining us.” 

“Yes madam,” the butler said and then he walked out as silently has he had come in. 

“There that’s settled, what were you all talking about as I came in?” She asked. 

“Father was asking Jacob about what he had in the way of prospects,” Catherine told 

her mother. 

“Oh Cecil, you are such a bore, is that all you have to talk about  I don’t know why 

you are so obsessed with business and what the future holds.  What happened to love and 

living for today, and two people just being together for the sake of togetherness?” 

“My dear, a man has to make a future for him and his family, buy a house, educate his 

children, and things that go with marriage,” Cecil replied. 

“Yes that’s all very well and good down the track, but what about passion, there has 

to be passion in a marriage and things you do together, today, not in the future!”   



Clarrisa was getting on her high horse and Jacob could see that her passion had not 

been let out in a long time.  

“I remember you being passionate once Cecil, where did it go?”  She asked her 

husband, which made him blush, and then he coughed. 

“Do we have to discuss our marriage in front of a stranger my dear?”  Her husband 

asked in embarrassment. 

“Poppycock Jacob is almost family if my daughter has anything to do about it.”  She 

looked at both of them and winked. 

Joseph entered. “Dinner is served.” 

“Right, come on, I am starving,” Clarrisa said; they all got up and she put her arm in 

Jacob’s.  

 “You will sit next to me Jacob Foley I want to know all about you, and why my 

daughter has fallen for you.”   

Clarrisa dominated the conversation over dinner; she asked all sorts of questions of 

Jacob, and his past, she asked if he had any family. 

Jacob made up a story, saying his parents were killed in a boating accident, how his 

grandparents brought him and his brother Bobby up, then he told them how Bobby had died.  

There was no point in telling them about the home, after all, that was in the past and there it 

should stay. 

When dinner was over and it was time for Jacob to leave, Clarrisa came to the door 

with them, while the father stayed in the dinning room.  “Nice to have met you Jacob, you 

will have to come again.”  She kissed him on the cheek; he could smell her perfume as it 

wafted up his nose, it was very sensual. 

“So nice to have met you too Mrs Scott.” 

“Clarrisa, Jacob you are practically family.!”  She smiled and winked at him once 

more.   

“Goodnight Catherine,” she kissed her too and squeezed her arm, “nice one” she said 

and walked upstairs. 

“I like your mother, Catherine, she is nice, I am not so sure about your father,” Jacob 

said. 

“Seems she likes you too, I will have to watch her, father is something else,” and she 

laughed. 

Jacob took hold of her, kissed her long and passionately, then he said goodnight and 

left her standing on the porch, the light shining in her hair.   

All the way home he felt good and was walking on air, he had gone round there to ask 

her father for her hand in marriage.  He did not have to, as Clarrisa had made it plain, she had 

given her consent (what a women he thought). 

That night Catherine had a huge argument with her father, he had forbidden her to 

marry Jacob.   

“You cannot tell me who I can and who I cannot marry, I am old enough to make my 

own decisions!”  Catherine ranted at her father. 

“Not while you live under this roof young lady, you do as I tell you to do!” 

Clarrisa heard the argument and came downstairs.  “What is going on?  Why are you 

arguing?”  She asked. 

“Father has forbidden me to marry Jacob,” Catherine said. 

“Why Cecil, he seems a nice young man and I could see Catherine loves him deeply, 

you could see that, could you not, by the way they both acted this evening he loves her also,” 

Clarrisa told him. 



“That’s not the issue here my dear, what future has he got, a farmer indeed, and 

agricultural college, what kind of education is that?”  Her father stood there with his hands in 

his pockets. 

“You are such a hypocrite father, who do you think grows all the fine food that you 

and your pompous friends eat, down at your club?  Farmers!   

“Who do you think grows all the grapes that make the finest wines you are so proud 

of that’s right farmers, so you see father, someone has to do the work for you and them lot to 

enjoy yourselves, and I intend to be with him when he does, with or without your blessing!”   

Catherine was not going to bend, as she had done on many occasions. 

“So that is your final word is it Catherine, after all we have done for you, that is how 

you treat us,” her father said. 

“Don’t lay all your guilt on me father, just because you could not stand up to your 

father, I love Jacob like I have never loved anyone in my life, and I intend to marry him!”  

Catherine stood there shaking. 

“Then if that is your answer you had better go to your farmer boy and the best of luck, 

because I will never give you my blessing!”  Her father was adamant. 

“If that is how you feel I will leave tonight,” Catherine said. 

“Well, good riddance, I hope you will be happy!”  He turned his back and stared at 

the fire Catherine ran out of the room and went upstairs to pack. 

“Cecil, what has gotten into you why are you acting like this towards our daughter, 

what has she ever done but fall in love, we once fell in love, do you remember?  Is that 

something you have forgotten also?”  Clarissa walked out of the room. 

Catherine came downstairs; her mother was sitting on the bottom of the stairs.   

“Good bye mother, I am sorry this had to happen, I thought he might be happy for me, 

but it seems he isn’t,” Catherine said through her tears. 

“Take good care of yourself my darling, I will get Joseph to drive you anywhere you 

want to go,” Clarrisa said. 

“No, it doesn’t matter, don’t get Joseph up just because ‘he’ is in a foul mood,” she 

pointed to her father, “I will send for Ghengis when I can get somewhere to stable him and I 

will go to Jacob, he will help me. I will see you mother, don’t worry, I will be all right.” 

Her father came out of the study.  “One more chance Catherine, reconsider your 

future and take that ridiculous case upstairs!” 

“Go to hell father, don’t you remember, you bought me this case?  Goodbye Mother!”  

She kissed her mother once more and began to leave. 

“Cecil, say something, our daughter is leaving home” Clarrisa cried. 

Her husband just turned his back and walked into the study and closed the door. 

 

********** 

 

“What are you looking at young lady?” 

“Fancy me do you?”  Jacob asked jokingly. 

“Not half young Sir, and if I was not with child, I would show you here and now 

master,” Catherine replied smirking. 

“You hussy, I love it when you talk dirty!”  Jacob laughed out loud. 

Catherine looked at him once more. 

“What?”  Jacob asked. 

“You should laugh more, it suits you,” she replied. 

“I have not had much to laugh about lately my love.”  He sat down on the blanket; 

Catherine had already spread on the ground. 

“You look tired Jacob,” she touched his face. 



“You should see if we can get some help, maybe hire some labor to help you with the 

harvest, you cannot do it all on your own, and I am not much good in this state,” Catherine 

said. 

“You just look after yourself and leave the work to me, maybe next year, when we 

have at least one harvest in, we could think of hiring someone; besides, we need all the 

money we can with the baby on its way!”  He then looked at her.   

“You could have married Charles, been living in that fine house, had people looking 

after you, and you may not have lost the baby!”  Jacob knew he had said the wrong thing. 

“Don’t you dare Jacob Foley, the baby was stillborn, and besides, it would not have 

been ours if I would have married Charles would it? 

“I married you because I love you and not Charles.” 

Jacob could see he had upset his wife.  “Forgive me Catherine, I did not mean it, must 

be fatigue that makes me such a prick; come on, let’s eat, I am starving!”  He kissed his wife.  

“Sorry love.” 

Catherine had made roast chicken and pumpkin pie, and for desert, apple pie.   

They sat talking for ages in the afternoon sun; Jacob wished the day would never end, 

“Another thing, Charles only had eyes for Clare Renfrew, he had always loved her from the 

very start, even when we were children he would always want to be on Clare’s team for 

anything, just to be close to her.  

 I remember one summer playing tennis at the Squire’s house, the girls against the 

boys, they were one short for the girls team, so Charles volunteered to play on the girls’ team 

just to be near to Clare.  When they married, the Squire did not talk to Clare at first, but when 

they gave him a grandson, he warmed slightly to her.” 

“What is this Squire like?”  Jacob asked. 

“Very stiff upper lip, ex major in some Indian regiment, likes to boss; everyone 

around thinks he is still in charge of the Indian subcontinent.”  Catherine laughed. 

“It’s about time we both laughed more,” Jacob said. 

“Charles and I don’t give a damn about what our parents think, we married for the 

same reason, love, and if that is not enough, then tough luck for them,” Catherine replied. 

“Have you spoken to your mother and father lately?  Catherine they should know they 

might have a grandchild soon; besides, this feuding is all wrong.   

I wish I could have talked to my father, I was only eight when he died, I never really 

knew him that well, you should go and see him, it’s been too long to bear a grudge and you 

miss your mother, sister, her husband and their children, they may be glad to see you.”  

 Jacob waited for a reply from his wife but all she did was stare at the countryside.  

“Are you okay my love?”  Jacob asked.   

He put his hand on her shoulder and when she turned around she was crying.  “What 

is wrong, why are you crying?”  Jacob asked. 

“I am not crying for me Jacob, I am just sad for you never knowing your father and 

mother very well, at least I have my father and mother.” 

“Whatever he is, he is still my father, but you being in that home and losing your 

brother like that, it’s so sad.”  Catherine laid her head on Jacob’s shoulder. 

“I never really think of that part of my life, the only good thing to come out of it was 

Sister Mary, and I am glad I took her name instead of my own.  I wanted to leave my past as 

far as I could behind me, and when someone asked me my name, I hesitated and then said 

Jacob Foley, it seemed so natural, then no one knew my real name.   

 

When I left the home and went to live with Mr and Mrs Stonely, they were kind 

people the Stonelys very warm and loving, and when I finally left them, it hurt them a lot, but 



I had to find myself and maybe in the meantime, find fame and fortune.  I never found fame 

but I found you, and that is my fortune.”  Jacob smiled at Catherine.   

“Then it became easy to say Jacob Foley, so I stuck with it, but I have no regrets 

taking someone else’s name. It kind of grew on me in the end, and who else in my life has 

had more impact on me than Sister Mary, I miss Sister Mary, maybe I will see her again some 

day,” Jacob said. 

“It’s sad your family never saw you grow up into a fine young man you have 

become,” Catherine replied. 

Jacob held her against his chest and could feel the baby moving. 

“What do you want our baby to be, Jacob?”  Catherine asked. 

“I don’t care, as long as it is healthy and looks like you,” Jacob said. 

“That’s a nice thing to say, Jacob.” 

“Well it won’t be very happy, looking like me, will it?”  He laughed. 

“Oh I don’t know, I fancied you that must count for something,” Catherine said. 

“I always said you needed your eyes tested’ and he laughed again.” 

Jacob Foley, I love you.” 

“Catherine Foley, I love you too, but I would like to stay here with you for the rest of 

my life, unfortunately, I have work to do and you have as well, so young lady, will you please 

get off my body,” Jacob said. 

“You should have said that eight months ago,” then Catherine laughed.  “Come on 

help me up onto my trusty steed and I will leave you alone to do your work.” 

“Yes my lady,” Jacob replied, doffing his hat.  “Right away, but don’t tell master will 

you he thinks the baby is his, he won’t like it if he knows I have had his wife,” Jacob joked. 

“Your mad Jacob Foley and I love you for it.” 

“You haven’t had it yet Missy,” he chuckled and lifted her onto the cart.  “See you 

tonight.”  He then watched her drive away. 

That night when Jacob returned home, it was nine thirty and the sun was going down 

and the stars were just appearing, he took his boots off at the door and looked up at the sky, 

the stars were just beginning to appear.   

“If there is anyone up there listening, I would just like to win for once in my life,” 

then he remembered he had won Catherine’s heart, so he had won once.  “Okay maybe twice 

then.”  He then went into the house. 

 

********** 

 

“I want his land, and I don’t care how I get it, do you hear?”  Squire Nathan shouted at his 

son Charles. 

“Why in gods name would you want a worthless piece of land like Jacob’s, even he 

cannot get a decent living off it, or do you know something you are not telling me father?”  

Charles asked. 

“Like what for instance?”  The Squire asked. 

“I don’t know, is there oil on it, or gold?”  Charles asked. 

“Don’t be silly, there is no oil or gold in land in this country,” the Squire replied. 

“Then why do you want it why have you got this thing about Jacob Foley?” 

“Of course, Catherine is pregnant, and by all accounts is due any time, you cannot in 

all honesty, throw them off their land for no reason,” Charles said. 

“That’s not my concern and she chose her bed to lay in, I don’t give a damn if she is 

pregnant. I have a right to claim that land under the charter.” 

“What bloody charter!”  Charles shouted. 



“You don’t have to swear, I did not spend all that money on your education for you to 

be become a guttersnipe,” the Squire snapped back. 

“Okay then what charter are you talking about father?”  Charles asked, he could see 

his father was in a foul mood. 

“It says in the church charter of 1657, that any land that the mortgage is due, the 

owner cannot pay, becomes the Squire’s by birthright, I know that Foley owes the bank and 

he cannot pay the year’s instalment on his mortgage, because the stupid fool thinks he can till 

his land on his own.   

He has no chance of getting that harvest in by winter not on his own anyway he 

cannot afford any labor.  When he defaults, that land becomes mine and I intend to take it,” 

said the Squire. 

“Why, it is no good to you, haven’t you got enough land?”  Charles asked. 

“I just want it that’s all.”  Then the Squire turned and faced his wife’s portrait and 

Charles left the room.  Squire Nathan looked up at his wife’s picture and threw the half-

empty Brandy glass into the fire; there was a small explosion. 

Charles heard the glass smash and wondered what has gotten into his father.  He went 

up to his suite he had in the east wing of the house his father owned.  Entering the room, his 

wife Clare and he shared, his wife was bathing their son, and she noticed Charles’ sad 

expression as he walked in. 

“What is the matter Charles?  You look awful,” his wife Clare asked. 

“It’s just father he has this hatred for Jacob and Catherine, and I don’t know why, he 

wants their land for some reason only clear to him.  I just don’t know what has gotten into 

him; he has never acted like this before.”  Charles sat in his chair and looked out of the 

window. 

“Can we not help them in some way?  You know, send some labor round to help them 

get the harvest in, it would be awful if Catherine lost her baby again,” his wife said. 

“I know my love, but do you think them two would accept anything like charity, you 

know how pig headed they both are, especially Catherine.  God she is stubborn, that girl used 

to ride her horse all over the place, not giving a damn for any law, when it said don’t walk on 

the grass, she would ride on it, when anyone said anything to her, she would just say, ‘I’m not 

walking on it, I’m riding.’   

Do you know? She challenged a lad in a wrestling match just because no one had 

beaten him, and she won, so do you think in all honesty any one like her would thank you for 

helping her?”  Charles was looking through the window once more. 

“Then his wife said, “I think you still have a soft spot for the wild one my dear.” 

“Wild one, that’s good, wild one, she is, and for having a soft spot for her, I don’t 

think so, she and Jacob are perfect for each other.  I don’t know what he has, but it must be 

something special, he was the only man she ever went weak at the knees over.  No my dear, 

they are well suited.   

I love you and always have done since we were children, and now we have our son 

and it makes me so happy and complete, don’t worry about Jacob and Catherine I will think 

of something.”  Charles went over to his wife and kissed her.  

“I know how much a child has meant to us my love, and in some way I would like to 

help them, but how is sending our men round there, not only will it make them mad, but will 

infuriate father.” 

 

********** 

 

Catherine arrived at Jacob’s lodgings and knocked on the door; Tommy answered it, he was 

half-asleep.  “Catherine what the hell are you doing here?” 



“I have left home, can I speak to Jacob?”  She asked. 

“Of course he is, err, he is in bed, come in, let me take your case, you look tired.” 

“I have walked all the way here,” Catherine answered. 

“Here sit down, I will get Jacob.” 

Tommy went to get Jacob, Catherine looked around the room, it was very male and 

untidy, there were books everywhere, papers from his work, and for school, they were 

scattered all over the desk.  Catherine could hear them talking in a low whisper. 

“What!  Catherine’s here, how?”  Jacob asked. 

“I don’t know, come out and see her.”  Tommy came out. “He will be out in a minute, 

Catherine.” 

“Has he got someone else in there?”  Catherine asked. 

“No, has he hell!”  Tommy answered. 

“Tommy it was just a joke.” 

“Oh I see.”  Tommy felt silly, he had been caught out. 

“Catherine what are you doing here?”  Jacob was surprised. 

She came over to him and put here arms around him.  “I have left home, I had a big 

bust up with my father; he forbade me to marry you, it was awful, he shouted and I shouted.” 

Jacob looked down at her tear-streaked face. 

“My mother was so kind, she tried to make him see reason, but he is such a straight 

laced person, I hate him!” 

‘That’s a bit strong Catherine, hate is a nasty word and coming from you, not very 

nice,” Jacob said 

“I am sorry Jacob, but I am so upset,” Catherine cried. 

“It’s okay, you are here now, and I will take care of you.  Have you eaten my love?”  

Jacob asked. 

“I am not hungry, I am just tired,” Catherine replied. 

“Of course, you must be, sleep in my bed, I will take the couch,” Jacob said. 

“No, I can take the couch, after all, this is your home not mine, I am just intruding,” 

Catherine said. 

“I will not think of it, besides, you look beat, please sleep in my bed,” Jacob took her 

into his room.  “Let me make the bed a bit, I am afraid I sleep rather badly.” 

“It looks fine to me Jacob, thank you I will see you in the morning.” 

Jacob left Catherine to undress and get into bed, and then he went in to see her.  

“Good night Catherine, everything will be alright tomorrow, you will see.”  He kissed her and 

she fell asleep, he left the door open just in case she needed him, he heard her mumble 

something in her sleep.  “Poor thing, but I will look after her now.”  Then he too fell asleep. 

Tommy woke Jacob up at seven; he had already prepared breakfast for the three of 

them.  Jacob had found it hard to sleep at first as he heard Catherine talking in her sleep he 

did not hear Tommy get up and did not smell the breakfast cooking until Tommy woke him. 

“Go and get Catherine up will you Jacob?  Breakfast is nearly ready.”  How did you 

sleep last night?”  Tommy asked. 

“I slept awful, this couch must have been given to Mrs Cameron by the lumpy 

people,” Jacob remarked. 

“They who the Lumpy people?”  Tommy asked. 

“Yes, you know, Mr and Mrs Lumpy from the next street, they probably saw Mrs 

Cameron one day and said, Mrs Cameron, we have a spare couch, would you like it?  Here it 

is and I have been sleeping on it.” 

“You’re silly Jacob Foley, you ought to be on the stage, go and get Catherine up,” 

Tommy said. 



“Yes Sir!”  Jacob saluted Tommy.  He went into the bedroom, Catherine was sleeping 

soundly, he looked down at her beautiful face and he went over and kissed her on the lips. 

Catherine woke and said, “Jacob, what are you doing here?” 

Jacob gave her a strange look.  “Don’t you know where you are Catherine?” 

Catherine thought for a moment and lay back on her pillow.  “Of course, I am in your 

flat, silly me, I could not get my head together then, mind you it was nice you waking me up 

like that,” and she smiled. 

“I just hope I can wake up with you every morning in the future.” And he kissed her 

again. 

“Breakfast is ready, Tommy has cooked it for us, so go and freshen up in the 

bathroom over there, and then come to breakfast.”   

Jacob left her to get dressed. 

Catherine slowly got out of bed; her legs ached from all the walking. “My bloody 

father!”  She exclaimed and went into the bathroom.   

Catherine joined Jacob and Tommy in the kitchen and they both got up as she entered.  

“This is nice, two gentlemen getting up for me as I walk in the room.” 

“Sit here,” Tommy said, as he pulled a chair out for her. 

“Thank you Tommy.”  Catherine sat down. 

“Ham and eggs okay Catherine, that’s all we have at the moment, we did not expect 

guests,” Tommy said. 

“Ham and eggs is fine Tommy, I did not mean to put you out,” Catherine replied. 

“Oh no, I did not mean that, we have not shopped yet,” Tommy was very apologetic. 

“That’s okay Tommy, no offence taken,” Catherine said. 

“Here you are, then ham, two eggs, toast and coffee, bon-appetite.” 

“Thank you Tommy, I am starving,” Catherine replied. 

They ate their breakfast and talked about what was happening in the world, they 

laughed at things about people at college, then when they had finished, Jacob said.  

“You can stay here today Catherine, it’s not the Ritz, but there are books and 

magazines in the rack and we will have a talk about what we are going to do regarding 

somewhere for you to stay.  I will have a word with Mrs Cameron when we return home 

tonight she will know someone that will have a room to let.” 

“Okay Jacob, and thank you both for your kindness, you are true friends,” and she 

kissed them both.  “Now go to school and leave me to think.” 

They both left, and Catherine sat on the chair and looked around.  “I know, I will 

clean this place up for them, that’s what I will do,” and she set about cleaning. 

 

At six that evening Jacob returned from college, he had left Tommy there, as he had 

somewhere to go, Jacob knew it was the new girl Sally Kirwan, he could see Tommy did not 

take his eyes off her all through the day, mind you, know one else could either.   

Her long brown ringlets and her dark-blue eyes and long legs, she was stunning and 

made all the men in the class drool.  Jacob never bothered, he had his own beauty at home, 

and he had better get back there before Mrs Cameron found Catherine.   

He arrived to find Mrs Cameron, Mrs Cameron stood in the hall wearing her flowered 

pinafore and her arms crossed.  Jacob knew when she had her flowered pinafore on and her 

arms crossed it meant trouble.   

“Mrs Cameron I can explain I was going to tell you this evening,” Jacob muttered. 

“Jacob in here if you please.”  She marched him into the sitting room and he was 

surprised to see Catherine.  She sat there drinking tea, she looked at Jacob, and he pulled his 

face, and smiled. 



 “You have no need to explain Jacob, Catherine and I have had a long talk, and she 

told me everything.” 

Jacob looked at Catherine.  

“Oh Catherine, is it you are a quick worker are you not Catherine Scott.?”  Jacob said 

smugly. 

“Now Jacob, don’t carry on so, I was a bit surprised when I heard her upstairs, but 

when she explained her predicament, I was upset and asked her for tea, we have decided she 

can have my spare room, it’s where my dear husband died.  I have left it how it was all this 

time, but it is about time he was left to rest in peace and go to some use, so if you agree, we 

will decorate it and Catherine can live here as long as she wants to, what do you say Jacob?  

It will be nice to have some female company instead of all boys.” 

“That is a great idea Mrs C’, you are an angel.”  Jacob went over and kissed her. 

“There is just one thing I have to say,” Mrs Cameron said. 

“And what is that Mrs C’,” Jacob asked. 

“There will be no hanky-panky under my roof, do you hear?” Mrs C’ said, looking 

over her glasses at Jacob. 

“Mrs C’, you have my word.”  Jacob looked at Catherine and she smiled her warm 

smile once more. 

The time passed so quickly for all of them; Tommy was finally getting somewhere 

with Sally.  Mrs C’ taught Catherine how to cook, they spent all the meal times together the 

four of them Mrs C’ told them all about her life in Scotland and about her only brother, who 

was a Lord and lived in a grand castle on the side a lake.   

Catherine told them about her childhood growing up in the big house on the hill, and 

of her horse Genghis Khan. 

“Why did you call your Genghis Khan?”  Mrs C’ asked. 

“My parents once took me to China on a business trip, and while my father was doing 

his business deals, my mother and I went to all the museums, it was fantastic, the one I most 

admired was Genghis Khan.   

I know he was ruthless, but if the emperor of China had not died and he had not been 

called back, who knows where he would have got to, and I said if I ever got a horse, I would 

name him Genghis Khan.” 

“You are very knowledgeable my dear; I alas, never had much of an education, when 

my mother died I had to become the lady of the household and look after my father and 

brother, what about you Tommy?”  Mrs C’ asked. 

“There is not much to tell, my father was a dock worker in Newcastle, he had worked 

there all his life and never knew anything else, as did everyone in the town. 

Of course when the decline of shipbuilding hit home, he lost his job along with about 

everyone else, so we moved south.  He got a job in the docks here but of course, it caught up 

with him here also, he tried other things, but he was not very successful, he began to drink, 

which caught up with him too. 

He died one night coming home from the pub, he fell into the river and drowned.  So 

the river got him in the end as it did the shipyard, my mother put me through college with my 

father’s insurance, giving everything up for me.   

She died four years ago, I think of a broken heart, as she loved my father deeply and 

could not live without him.” 

“What a sad story Tommy,” Catherine remarked; she looked at Jacob and thought 

how much the two friends have in common. 

“What about you Jacob?”  Mrs C’ asked. 

“My story is not unlike Tommy’s, only I did not have the luxury of having a mother 

that cared.” 



“How do you mean Jacob?”  Mrs C’, asked. 

So Jacob related the story of the home and all he had to endure, the death of Bobby 

and of Sister Mary, being sent to foster parents and of ending up in this town, meeting 

Tommy and Catherine and sitting here talking to the only friends that he had. 

 

********* 

 

The time they spent together was a very rare thing, and they enjoyed each other’s company 

more each day, but like all good things, they have to come to an end.  Mrs Cameron became 

gravely ill, they all took turns in looking after her, rushing home from school to give 

Catherine a break, it was a trying time, but no matter how hard they tried, she passed away 

some months later.   

It was a sad time for the three of them as they had all been through sharing their pain and 

suffering, and become the greatest of friends.   

The undertaker came and took the body away to the ‘Chapel of Rest’, he told them that her 

brother was coming down from Scotland to take her back, some time later there was a knock 

at the door and Catherine answered it. 

“Catherine Scott?”  The man asked.  He stood there dressed in tweed, carrying a 

walking stick and briefcase. 

“I might be who is asking?”  Catherine asked the stranger.   

“Forgive my rudeness I am Colin McLeod, Mrs Cameron’s brother,” the stranger 

replied. 

“Oh Lord, I’m sorry, forgive me, please come in.”  She made a bad job of bowing. 

“No need for that Miss Scott, I am only a Lord by my peers, bestowed on me by my 

deeds to the Country,” Colin replied smiling. 

“Come in please won’t you?  Catherine took Colin into the kitchen where Jacob and 

Tommy were sitting; they looked surprised at the man in tweed.  

 “Jacob, Tommy this is Colin McLeod, Mrs C’s brother.” 

They both got up.  “Err, welcome my Lord,” and they offered their hand. 

“Please call me Colin, it’s so silly calling me my Lord, please I insist,” he said. 

“Sit down, would you like some tea?”  Tommy asked. 

“Yes please, two sugars and milk.  First of all, I would like to thank you all for 

looking after Agnes for so long, it was very nice of you.” 

“That was her name was it, Agnes, it suited her, we always called her Mrs. C’, and as 

for looking after her, the pleasure sir, was ours, she was indeed a nice lady and it was no 

chore,” Catherine told him, and Jacob and Tommy both agreed. 

“Well it is nice to see such fine young people as you three, it’s no wonder she loved 

you all, she rang me last month and told me she had been to the Doctors and he had told her 

she was dying, she had told me all about you three and could I look after you in the event of 

her untimely death.” 

They all looked at each other and then at Colin.   

“We do not understand Colin look after us, what did Mrs C’ mean?”  Jacob asked.   

“We looked after her because we cared not for any prize at the end of it.”  Jacob got a 

bit upset at Colin’s remark. 

“No, don’t take it that way Jacob, my sister was not one to be taken in by anyone, 

believe me Jacob, if she was not who she was, we would not be having this conversation. 

Believe me, she was no fool.” 

“I am sorry Colin please forgive me.” Jacob replied. 



“No need Jacob, you are all people with scruples and that is to be admired, when she 

told me about the three of you, I was a bit suspicious, but after talking to her for hours I was 

convinced she was right, and now after meeting you, my suspicions were groundless.   

I would like you to meet me at this address in the morning.”  He handed them a card, 

Manny Cohen Solicitors.  “Say nine thirty, I have some things I have to discuss with the three 

of you; I have to go now, as I must arrange for my sister to come home, she will be buried in 

the grounds of the castle in her own site, under the three hundred year old beech trees she 

always admired.   

Until tomorrow my friends, it was nice to meet you all, she was a lucky lady to have 

such loyal friends in her later years it has been a pleasure.”  He shook all their hands and left. 

“What do you think he want’s us for Jacob?”  Tommy asked. 

“How the hell do I know, but the truth will be revealed in the morning,” Jacob replied. 

They sat around all night, talking about what was going on in their lives and how it 

would manifest itself.  

 

 Next morning, they all arrived at the office of Manny Cohen Solicitor and knocked 

on the door. 

“Come in,” the voice said. 

The three of them went in very sheepishly and saw Colin sitting in a chair. 

“Come in you three, come in, this is Manny Cohen my sister’s solicitor.”  Cohen got 

up from his chair and came to greet them. 

“So you are the three I have heard a lot about, Agnes had the highest regards for all of 

you, and I am so happy she had you three to look after her come, sit down.”   

He showed them to three chairs already set out.  

 “Now can I get you anything, coffee, tea, we are having some.”  He rang a bell and a 

lady came in.   

“Mrs. Boothroyd, tea and coffee please for our guests and some of your wonderful 

fruit cake.” 

“Yes Mr. Cohen,” she left, and came back very quickly with the tea and coffee, and of 

course, her wonderful fruit cake, which it was.   

“Okay, let’s get down to business, we have brought you all here today because a dear 

friend and sister of Colin here, has passed away, she has made a will naming you three as her 

heirs.” 

“What?”  Jacob asked in shock, “But Colin is her brother, why us, we are not even 

family, we just looked after her.” 

“That is precisely why, Jacob, she named you three as her heirs, besides, Colin is a 

rich man in his own rights, and has no need for her small legacy.   

She made her will at some time after her visit to the Doctor and said she would like to 

help you all out, Jacob and Catherine with their farm and you Tommy with whatever you 

would like to do with your life, apart from chasing women, as she said, that is what you did 

best.”  Tommy shuffled in his seat and smiled.  “As you know, my sister was married to a 

sailor for forty years, on one of his return trips, was when he became ill with some rare 

tropical illness, and when he died she became a bit of a recluse.   

I had tried to get her to come and live with us, but she was a very independent woman 

and would not think of leaving her home.  Until you three came into her life and all that 

changed, I could not believe she had cleared that room that her husband had died in for 

Catherine to live in.   

That was one of her major steps she took to start to live, and it was you three that did 

it, and I am grateful you were able to be there for her.  So you see, this legacy is not only for 

you, it is for her and how she can help you, for the help you gave her, because you three gave 



her a reason to live.  So don’t feel it is charity, because if I know my sister, she will be 

watching you all the way to see you do it right.”  They laughed together.   

“Now that’s better,” Cohen said.  “The money will be split equally between the three 

of you, the house of course has to be sold but you are welcome to live in it until the sale.  

 When the sale has been completed the death duties have to be taken out and whatever 

is over will also be split three ways.  Now apart from the sale of the house, which we will not 

know till it is sold, you each receive Ten thousand pounds, give or take a few pounds.” 

The three of them sat there speechless not knowing what to say. 

“So, I would like you all to sign these papers and when the will is ready, the money 

will be yours, and congratulations.  Agnes knew what she was doing, and I know you won’t 

let her down.” 

They all signed the papers in a kind of haze and left the office in just the same way.  

On returning to the house, they sat down and then it hit them. 

“Bloody hell, we’re rich, who would have thought it, Mrs. C’ leaving us her fortune,” 

Tommy said. 

“Jacob, we can get married and buy the farm we always wanted,” Catherine said. 

The next day, Colin came around to see them before he left for Scotland; they had 

bought Mrs. C’ a large wreath for him to take with him to put on her grave. 

“Thank you for all you did for Agnes, and if I can ever be of service to any of you, 

please get in touch with Manny, he will see to the rest; anyway, I have to catch my train, so I 

had better get going, and once again, thank you.” 

They said goodbye to Colin and he left.  Tommy just stood there stunned.  “What are 

we going to do with our new found wealth?”  Tommy asked. 

“Well, Catherine and I are going to get married and then we are going to look for the 

farm we have always wanted, we may not have enough to buy it outright, but it is a start,” 

Jacob replied. Jacob got down on his knee, “Catherine my darling will you marry me?” 

“Of course I will Jacob,” Catherine answered. 

“I think I will buy me a new car and some clothes, they say that clothes maketh the 

man; maybe it will make a man out of me!  Then I will see my lady friend Sally when I am in 

my new attire,” Tommy said. 

“Make sure you are careful Tommy some women only go for men for their money,” 

Catherine remarked. 

“Catherine my dear, I have never had trouble getting women, money or no money, it’s 

keeping them that’s the problem,” he smiled. 

 

Mr. Cohen came round the next day and told them that they had three weeks to find 

somewhere to live as someone was interested in the house.  “They want to turn it into a guest 

house, please get in touch with me in a month's time, I must go now, I wish you well all of 

you.” 

Catherine and Jacob did get married a week later.  They bought Wallan End farm a 

week after their wedding and moved in; it was not the best land around, as Squire Nathan and 

Catherine’s father owned the best land, but it will have to do Jacob said.   

Catherine’s mother came to the wedding, and Tommy and Sally, it seems clothes do 

maketh the man he had bought a new car and looked like a Millionaire. 

Jacob stood on the porch and looked up at the clear night sky, sparkling with stars like 

so many jewels.   

 He kicked off his boots and went inside the house, closing the door behind him. 

Catherine was cooking the dinner; she looked at Jacob and smiled, “You look tired 

darling, sit down, dinner is ready.” 



Jacob sat down at the table and without having a wash, put his head in his hands and 

fell asleep at the table. 

“Jacob, wake up, come on, let’s get you to bed, you cannot sleep here.”  Catherine 

helped him to bed and covered him up, not even taking his clothes off.  She looked down at 

Jacob lying there; she loved him so much and wished he could get the break he so well 

deserved. 

Jacob woke next morning, and he could hear the birds singing and the sun shone 

through the curtains.   

“What the hell time is it?”  He asked himself.  He looked at the clock, 6:30!  He 

jumped out of bed. 

“Why didn’t you wake me?  It’s 6.30?”  He asked Catherine. 

“You were so tired I did not like to wake you, a lay-in won’t harm you anyway; sit 

down, your breakfast is ready.”  As she walked over to him, she doubled up and dropped the 

plate on the floor.   

“Jacob,” Catherine cried out, “The Baby is coming!” 

“It cannot, it’s too early, what time is it?”  Jacob asked. 

“Does it really matter?”  Catherine answered.   

“It is always that way children pick the damnedest times to come into the world.” 

“Okay, don’t panic, we have it all sorted out; no shit let’s panic!”  Jacob was all 

stressed out. 

“You go and get the truck started and I will organize myself.”  Catherine tried to calm 

him. 

“Will you be alright?”  Jacob asked. 

“Jacob, my water has broken, that’s all, now go!”  Catherine exclaimed. 

“Water, can you save it for the ground,” he joked; that is what he did when he was 

stressed. 

“Ha, ha, very funny, now go!”  Catherine shouted. 

Jacob ran to the shed and climbed into his old truck, put the key in and turned it, the 

engine spluttered and then died.  “Oh no please don’t give up on me now, please.”   

He tried once more; the engine started and ran a few moments, then died again.  

“Come on you son of a bitch start!”  He turned the key once again; this time the engine ran 

properly.  “It works when you swear at it.”   

He drove around the to the house, Catherine was waiting for him on the porch, she 

looked all blown up, carrying her little suitcase, Jacob looked at Catherine’s case.  “It's come 

a long way has that little case,” Jacob said to himself.   

Jacob helped her into the truck and drove down the gravel road, strange how you hear 

everything early in the morning, it was so peaceful, they reached the hospital, some time 

later, and the staff was on hand to help Catherine into the labor ward.   

They took her through and closed the door in Jacob’s face and he had to wait outside.  

The time was dragging, and the hospital was waking up, while Jacob waited in the waiting 

room.  “Good name waiting room, because that is all you do wait here,” thought Jacob.  

There was no way he, Jacob was going home not now, well so far, he had read all the posters 

on the wall. 

“What’s that, Anthrax?  Yuk changed my mind about cattle.   

What’s this, breastfeeding for new mothers?  Better give that a miss as well.  Then he 

sat down, took some magazines out of the rack.   

“Oh wonderful the only people likely to be in a labor ward waiting room are men, and 

what do they have, women’s magazines, and they say it is a man’s world!”  Jacob sat there 

for nearly three hours and then the door opened and a Doctor came to him, “Mr. Foley?”  He 

asked. 



Jacob thought he’s bright I am the only one here.  “Your wife has had a girl, it was a 

few weeks early, but she is fine and the baby is too, your wife is a little weak, but a few 

months rest and she will be as good as new.” 

“Thank you Doctor,” Jacob replied. 

“Oh don’t thank me, your wife did all the work,” the Doctor answered. 

“You know what I mean,” Jacob replied. 

“Of course, would you like to see her now?”  The Doctor asked. 

“Could I is it not too soon?”  Jacob replied. 

“Too soon Mr. Foley?  She has had a baby, not an operation, yes, go in and see her.”  

The Doctor smiled. 

Jacob went into the ward and walked along the aisle in between the beds, all the other 

women were either just waking up or still asleep.  Jacob found Catherine in the end bed, she 

looked tired, he sat down next to her; she opened her eyes and smiled. 

“Hello Jacob Foley, what does it feel like to be a father?” Catherine asked. 

“Great, I think, are you all right, can I get you anything?”  He asked. 

“I think you have given me enough don’t you?”  She laughed.  “Oh that hurts, have 

you seen our daughter yet?”  Catherine asked. 

“No, I will have to see her tomorrow, she is resting, what is she like?”  Jacob asked. 

“She is beautiful, just like you,” Catherine said smiling. 

“Oh, you’re just saying that to please me!”  Jacob laughed too. 

“Don’t make me laugh, it hurts,” Catherine replied. 

“I had better go, I will see you in the morning, I love you Catherine Foley.”  Jacob 

kissed Catherine. 

“I love you to Jacob.” 

 

On the way home, Jacob called in to see Betty Taylor, the women who owned the 

local store.  “Jacob what a nice surprise, how is Catherine?”  Betty asked. 

“She is in hospital,” he answered. 

“Oh dear, is she okay?”  Betty asked. 

“Yes, we have just had a baby, a little girl we are calling her Emma.”  Jacob smiled. 

“Jacob, I am so happy for you, what a nice name give her my love,” Betty replied. 

“Yes, I will, could you extend my credit so I could buy her some flowers?”  Jacob 

hated credit, but this was something special. 

“No need Jacob, here, take a bunch with my blessing,” Betty gave Jacob a huge bunch 

of flowers and then continued, “There, she will love them, tell her they are off you though, 

won’t you?” 

“Thank you Betty, you are very kind and one day, I will pay you back.” 

“No need Jacob, I like Catherine, you two are a perfect match, so give her my love.” 

“Thanks Betty, you are a true friend.”  

 Jacob then left as he got outside, he heard someone say, “Excuse me Sir.”  Jacob 

turned to see a man standing there, and young boy stood next to him.  

 “Good morning Sir, my name is Rufus Coolidge and this is my son Daniel, we were 

passing through the area and heard you were in need of some labor, and wondered if you had 

any work for us, we have been on the road for three months travelling the country working on 

farms along the way, we can do anything in the way of farm labor.” 

“I’m afraid you have been misinformed Mr. Coolidge.” 

“Call me Rufus,” the man answered. 

“I will call you Mr. Coolidge, as I don’t know you and you don’t know me,” Jacob 

replied. 

“As you wish Mr Foley.” 



“I have a lot of work Mr. Coolidge, but I am afraid I cannot hire you as I could not 

pay you.”  Jacob was about to walk away. 

“Oh I see Sir,” “Rufus replied, and then said we can work for bed and board as we 

have done on many occasions, why have money if you are well fed and have a roof over your 

head; besides, what have we got to spend it on.” 

“I could not do that Mr. Coolidge, as it would not be right, besides, we only have a 

barn to sleep in,” Jacob replied. 

“That’s not a problem Sir, we have slept in worse places, so what do you say Sir?” 

“Well Mr. Coolidge, what can I say?”  Jacob replied. 

“Just say yes,” Rufus replied. 

“Okay, it’s a deal, on one condition,” Jacob requested. 

“And what would that be Sir,” Rufus replied. 

“That if you feel like it you can leave anytime you wish and don’t call me Sir.” 

“That will be fine Mr Foley we will be there this afternoon.” Rufus and his son began 

to walk away. 

“Don’t you want to know how to get there?”  Jacob asked. 

“Oh, that’s okay, we know where you are,” Rufus replied. 

This made Jacob look at them how do they know where to go if they are strangers, 

maybe someone told them, he let it drop and climbed into his truck.  

 “Must get these flowers home and put them in water, otherwise they will be dead in 

this heat.”  He then drove out of town. 

When Jacob arrived home, later, after coming from the hospital, Rufus and his son 

were already at the farm.  

 “You got here okay do you know this area well?”  Jacob asked. 

“No? We just followed our nose Mr. Foley,” Rufus replied.   

“Now tell us where we can leave our gear and we will get cracking.”  Rufus had a 

smile on his face. 

“You can leave your gear in the barn and then you can join me for some breakfast, 

have you eaten?”  Jacob asked. 

“No Sir, I mean Mr. Foley, but we will just eat it in the barn if it is all right with you,” 

Rufus replied. 

“Nonsense, you will eat with me or not at all, besides I have had nothing to eat all 

morning, and it will be nice to have some company.  My wife is in hospital, we have just had 

a baby girl we are calling her Emma,” Jacob told him. 

“Very well Mr. Foley, and congratulations on the baby, we will be along shortly.” 

“Just hang on Mr. Coolidge, this is silly, you call me Jacob, and I will call you 

Rufus.” 

“That’s fine Mr. Foley, I mean Jacob.” 

They had breakfast and Rufus told them of their life on the road.  “Is there a Mrs. 

Coolidge, Rufus?”  Jacob asked, stuffing some egg in his mouth. 

“There was, but she left me for some other man,” Rufus replied. 

“Oh, I am so sorry for being nosy, Rufus, forgive me.”  Jacob felt like he was prying. 

“That’s okay Jacob, it’s no problem, it was a long time ago and I have gotten over it, 

and Daniel never really knew her anyway.” 

“I know the feeling,” Jacob thought after breakfast Jacob showed Rufus what needed 

doing. 

“You weren’t joking were you Jacob when you said there was a lot to do?”  Rufus 

commented. 

“Any time you want to leave Rufus, any time,” Jacob said. 

“No, we will see how it goes,” Rufus replied. 



 

********** 

Two days later, Catherine came out of the hospital and Jacob brought her home with their 

new baby daughter. 

She saw Rufus and Daniel working in the yard.  “Who is that Jacob?”  Catherine 

asked. 

“Just two travellers wishing to work for bed and board, they seem genuine and they 

sure work hard.” 

“But how did they arrive here?”  Catherine asked. 

“They just stopped me in the street and asked me if I had any work.  I told them I had 

plenty of work but could not pay them, so they said they would work for bed and board, I 

said okay, and here they are, the man is Rufus and his son Daniel.  Rufus, come over here!”  

Jacob shouted. 

Rufus and his son walked over to where Jacob and Catherine were standing.  “Rufus 

this is Mrs. Foley, no this is Catherine.”  Jacob hated formality. 

“Please to meet you Catherine and this is my son, Daniel.” 

“Hello missus,” Daniel said. 

“This must be the lovely Emma, Jacob has been telling us about, she is indeed a 

beauty and takes after her mother,” Rufus said. 

“Thank you Rufus, you are so kind,” Catherine answered. 

“Only the truth missus, only the truth, anyway, must get on, nice to meet you 

Catherine.”  They both left to continue their arduous work, yet with a spring in their step. 

“What a nice couple of people Jacob, why don’t you ask them for dinner some night?” 

“There you go, organizing things and you have just come out of hospital, maybe in a 

week or so if they are still here, now inside,” Jacob said. 

“You're so masterful Jacob, you make my knees go weak, that’s why I love you so 

much.” 

“Inside now,” Jacob said and smacked her on the rear end. 

“Yes master,” Catherine answered. 

Jacob and Catherine awoke early with this loud noise in his ears.  “What is that 

noise?”  Catherine asked. 

“I haven’t a clue, but I intend to find out.” “Jacob dressed himself and went out to 

find out what the noise was, when he got outside the noise was coming from the barn, Jacob 

went inside. Rufus and his son were standing next to the threshing machine and it was going 

full belt and was very noisy. 

Rufus spotted Jacob and came over.  “Morning Jacob, what do you think, it took a bit 

of work and a few false starts, but we got it going, needs a bit more adjustment, but it will 

work fine in no time, cut our work down by half I should think.”  Rufus looked at the 

threshing machine whirring away. 

“It’s great!  That old thing was here when we bought the farm, the company in town 

told me it would not run and tried to make me buy a new one,” Jacob said. 

“Daniel is a whiz with farm machinery, not much he can not fix believe me, we will 

try that tractor over there later, in the meantime, must get back to it.” 

“See you later Rufus.”  Jacob went back to the house; he was elated.  “We may get the 

harvest in after all?”  He said to himself.  That night Jacob and Catherine sat at the dinner 

table talking about things in general and how they would cope now they have a child. 

“It’s okay Jacob, we will manage, and besides, we have Rufus and Daniel to help us, 

and now we have machinery that will make things easier.” 

“Yes Rufus and Daniel.” And then he stopped. 

“What are you thinking Jacob?”  Catherine asked. 



“Oh, just the good fortune and why it has happened, I cannot completely take it all 

in…” then he stopped. 

“You are so negative just take it as good fortune and nothing else!”  Catherine held 

his hand. 

“You are right my love, it is just hard to trust anyone these days,” Jacob replied. 

 

********** 

When Catherine was well, and as she had promised, they had Rufus and Daniel round for 

dinner as a thank you for their help. 

“That is the best meal I have had in a long time missus, thank you.” 

“Please call me Catherine, Rufus.” 

“Okay Catherine, thank you, well, we had better get to bed, lots of work to be done in 

the morning, so we will say good night and leave you folks alone.” 

Jacob showed them to the door.  “Thanks again Daniel for fixing the thresher.” 

“No problem Mr. Foley, it was nothing really.”  Then they left. 

“What a nice father and son, Jacob, we are very lucky to have them working for us, 

and not only that, we have a beautiful daughter as well, things are looking up for us Jacob, 

and I just hope that our daughter has the same love for you as Daniel has for his father.”  

Catherine looked at Jacob, he was deep in thought. 

“What’s wrong my love, you seem strange?”  She asked. 

“Oh, it’s probably nothing, it is just too good to be true that’s all, Rufus and Daniel 

turning up like that out of the blue,” Jacob replied, still deep in thought. 

“Oh you are just an old sceptic, here feel that,” and she put his hand on her stomach. 

“Yes what?”  Jacob asked. 

“No baby inside, so we can hanky panky tonight as Mrs. C’ would say.” 

“You’re a hussy Mrs. Foley,” Jacob said. 

“I know Mr. Foley,” Catherine replied. 

That night they made love like teenagers once more, they lay in each other’s arms; 

Catherine was fast asleep, Jacob lay awake, he still had his doubts about Rufus and Daniel 

turning up was it just pure luck?  Then he fell asleep.  Late in the night, Emma woke crying, 

“Bobby, why are you crying” Jacob shouted. 

“Jacob, what’s wrong?”  Catherine asked. 

“Oh nothing, must have been dreaming Emma woke me up.” 

Catherine got up to see to Emma, why had Jacob spoken his brother’s name after all 

these years? 

 

********** 

Jacob, Rufus and Daniel, worked hard for the next few weeks, the harvest was almost in, 

Daniel had mended the tractor like he said he would, and had tuned Jacob’s old truck and it 

was running like a new one. 

“Daniel Coolidge, you are a genius and you should go very far indeed.” 

“Thank you Mr. Foley.”  Daniel still called Jacob Mr. as it was not right his father 

said, to call someone’s employer by their first name, being so young.  Daniel had no 

problems with this and neither did Jacob.  That evening at dinner, Catherine asked Rufus if 

there was a Mrs. Coolidge, the same question Jacob asked, he was going to intervene but it 

was too late. 

“I have already asked him Catherine,” Jacob said. 

“Oh forgive me Rufus, I wasn’t being nosy, it’s just a women’s way.” 

“No need to apologise Catherine, as I told Jacob, she left me a long time ago for 

another man, Daniel was six years old when she left and I took better care of him than she 



ever did, so good riddance to her.  Being bitter is not what I am about, so I just get on with 

life, and we are very close Daniel and I, we also have two good friends in our life, you and 

Jacob, a roof over our head, and excellent food, what more could a person want in life.” 

“You are very kind Rufus,” Jacob replied. 

“More tea anyone.?  Catherine broke the silence. 

“How long have you and Jacob been married?”  Rufus asked. 

“We have been together for two years, but have only been married one year we had a 

bit of good luck which gave us the opportunity to marry and buy this farm when Jacob 

graduated from college. As buying a farm had been his ambition all along, it has not been as 

easy as we thought it would be, but we will get there in the end, and with a little help we have 

had on the way from you two, it may be sooner than we think.”  She looked across the table 

and smiled at Jacob. 

Jacob knew he had married the right person in Catherine.  Now they had a daughter 

and a beautiful one at that, at this moment in time with two good friends to share their joy, 

what could be better?  Maybe next year, things will be easier, but for now, we can pay this 

year’s mortgage to the bank and that felt good for another year. 

 

********** 

 

Squire Nathan was sorting through some papers in his desk, when he came across some 

letters tied in a bundle; he lifted them out and undid the string.  One by one he looked at them 

and smiled, his mind went back many years, he was deep in thought when there was a knock 

at the door.  “Come in,” he said. 

The door opened slowly and Charles’ wife, Clare, came in very slowly, as she knew 

this was the Squire’s private domain. 

“Come in my dear, this is a nice surprise.”  The Squire knew this weakling girl was 

not the wife for his son, but Charles loved her deeply, so he had no choice but to except her. 

“What can I do for you Clare?”  The Squire asked, like the spider to the fly. 

“Mr. Nathan,” she started.  Clare had not had the guts to call him father, yet even 

though they had been married nearly a year and a half.  “Mr. Nathan, what is wrong with 

Charles, he seems very upset about something, and I don’t know what to do for the best.  He 

seems very withdrawn in himself lately, perhaps you would know why?” 

The Squire knew he had to tread carefully here; he must not let her know the 

argument was something to do with Jacob and Catherine.  For he knew Clare was a friend of 

Catherine’s and his plans may not work if she told Foley.  “Take no notice of Charles, he gets 

like this some times, he always has, even as a child he was moody, but he soon comes out of 

it, mark my word.  There is nothing to worry about really, nothing at all.”  Squire Nathan put 

his arm around Clare, which made her wince a bit inside.  “Now you go and tend to your son 

and leave Charles alone for some time, he will come round, you will see,” the Squire said. 

“All right Mr. Nathan,” Clare replied. 

“Call me Boris, it’s about time you did Clare, yes, that’s it, call me Boris,” he gave 

her a smile that chilled her to the bones. 

Squire Nathan went back to his desk and picked up the letters once more, he poured 

himself a large brandy and looked up at his wife’s picture and smiled and raised his glass.  

“To things you never knew my dear to things you never knew,” he thought and then he 

downed the brandy and smiled.  He sat down in his big armchair and started to read the letters 

once more, and was deep in thought once more when the phone rang. 

 

 

********** 



 

“We have to tell them dad, it’s not fair, they are nice people and they should know it’s not 

fair,” Daniel said to his father. 

“No we don’t, who will know?  All we have to do is keep quiet and stick to our story, 

besides the harvest will be in soon and it won’t matter anyway, will it?  Then, we leave and 

that’s that, Rufus said to his son. 

“They are such nice people, it is a pleasure to work for them, after all, he must wonder 

how we live, it must have crossed his mind, he doesn’t pay us, how does he think we live, 

because I will tell you for nothing father, he is not stupid, Jacob Foley, no, not indeed.” 

Daniel said. 

“As long has he thinks we have no need of money, what difference will it make, lets 

just stick to the story and everything will be just dandy you will see,” his father said. 

“I hope you are right father, I sure do,” Daniel replied. 

“Come on, let’s get this finished before we knock off for the day, we have to go into 

town anyway to see you know who.” 

“Okay dad.”  They then went back to work. 

 

********* 

Jacob had to go the bank in the middle of the month; he had the mortgage payment and held 

it tight in his hand, as he went into the bank.  They had sold the harvest at a good price, all he 

had to do was deliver it, he had enough to pay one more payment on the farm, and maybe 

enough over to buy Catherine and Emma a new dress.  It had been a long time since 

Catherine had anything new and Jacob thought she deserved it, he entered the bank nearly 

bumping into Solly Brenan coming out. aSolly Brenan was the chief of police and on the pay 

of the Squire, as well as the council.  Jacob did not like Brenan, he was a fat man with smelly 

breath, and he perspired even in winter. 

“Foley, how are you and that lovely wife of yours?”  He asked with a sickly grin. 

“Okay, thanks for asking Solly.” Jacob replied reluctantly. 

Brenan looked at Jacob as if he knew something Jacob didn’t; he took a bite of his 

huge sandwich and said goodbye, spitting pieces over Jacob and laughing.  “See you around 

Foley,” and pushed past him. 

Jacob went into the bank and asked to see Stanley Bolton.  “Have you an appointment 

Mr. Foley?”  The girl asked. 

“Yes, just tell him I am here will you please,” Jacob replied. 

“Very well, take a seat.”  She walked away in her high heels, wobbling on them, as 

she walked, her bottom moved in rhythm with her walk. 

Stanley came over to Jacob with a big smile on his face.  “Jacob, how nice to see you, 

how are you and how is Catherine and the baby?”  Stanley asked. 

“Doing fine Stanley, just fine,” Jacob replied. 

“That’s good give her my love won’t you?”  Stanley said. 

“Of course,” Jacob replied 

“Now, what can I do for you Jacob?”  Stanley asked. 

“It’s mortgage time Stanley, and I have it here in my hand.”  Jacob gripped the paper 

bag in his hand. 

“Excellent, come into my office, Grace could you bring us some tea please,” Stanley 

asked the receptionist. 

“Yes Mr. Bolton” and she wobbled away on her high heels, her bottom still in time. 

“These youngsters today with their fashion, how in heaven's name does she walk in 

them shoes?”  Stanley commented. 



“By the looks of how she walks, with difficulty,” Jacob remarked.  Stanley gave a 

chuckle. 

Jacob followed Stanley into his office it had not changed in years, his father’s picture 

still hung over the fireplace and it smelt of damp and leather.  “Here sit down Jacob, I will get 

your file,” Stanley said. 

The door opened and Grace came in with the tea, she put it down on the desk so close 

to Jacob as to brush against him her short skirt rising above her knees to show her shapely 

legs.  She turned round and gave Jacob one of the sexiest looks, she must have seen on the 

pictures, it made Jacob grin. 

“Thank you Grace, that will be all,” Stanley interrupted her thoughts; Grace wobbled 

out on her high heels.  Stanley coughed.  “Right Jacob what are you paying in?”  Stanley 

asked. 

“The full year Stanley, we got the harvest in and sold at a good price.” 

“That is great news Jacob I am so pleased for you and Catherine.  I knew in my heart 

you would do it, and one day I hope you pay off your farm in full, won’t that be a great day?”   

Stanley was one of them people, who when he said he was pleased, you could believe 

him.  Stanley wrote the amount and took the money off Jacob. 

“There now, that’s it for another year, now lets have some tea and you can tell me all 

about what’s going on in your world.” 

Jacob told him about Rufus and Daniel and how they just turned up in time. “By the 

way how are you and Jessie getting on, how long has it been, two years since you two 

became an item?”  Jacob asked.  He could see Stanley was a bit embarrassed at his question. 

“Yes, nearly two years as you so boldly put it, as an item,” Stanley replied. 

“Is it not time you asked her to marry you Stanley?”  Jacob asked. 

“Oh, I don’t know about that Jacob, marriage is a big step, and what if she said no?” 

“Ask her Stanley, she will say yes, believe me, you are a nice person and she won’t do 

any better, you have to set the mood Stanley, women love moods,” Jacob replied. 

“That’s very nice of you Jacob very nice.”  Stanley was a bit embarrassed at the talk 

of Jessie, as Stanley knew she had gone out with Jacob a long time ago. 

“As someone once said to me not long ago, it’s only the truth Stanley, only the truth,” 

anyway I had better get going and leave you in peace to run your bank,” Jacob replied. 

“It is always a pleasure to see you Jacob.” 

“Thanks Stanley, and remember, ask her, she will say yes.” 

“I will Jacob I promise, goodbye, give my love to Catherine.”  Jacob waved; Grace 

gave him one of her cinema looks as he walked passed her and it made him smile. 

When Jacob left the bank, he was very pleased with himself, he had paid the mortgage 

for another year, and he had some money over to buy the two most beautiful girls in the 

world, something nice, he was so happy.  People in the street kept stopping him and asking 

how Catherine was, and the baby.  He went into Betty’s emporium as he called it, Betty was 

filling shelves, and she turned at the sound of the bell to see Jacob standing there. 

“Why Jacob, how are you?  I have not seen you in weeks how is Catherine and the 

baby?” 

“They are fine Betty, just fine, I have had strangers stop me in the street and ask me 

how they are, news sure travels fast around here Betty.” 

“Good news always travels fast Jacob, but don’t forget, Catherine grew up around 

here, her family go way back many hundreds of years.” 

“Yes never thought of that,” Jacob answered. 

“Now, what can I do for you Jacob?”  Betty asked. 

“First of all, I want to pay you for the flowers you so kindly gave me for Catherine.” 



“I told you, they were a present for Catherine, I will not think of it.”  Betty stood there 

with her arms crossed, just like Mrs. Cameron. 

“No, I insist, if we are to remain friends, money should not come in the way of 

friendship, I insist!”  Jacob stood there smiling. 

“You are a stubborn man Jacob Foley, but I must say a fine man.  In that case you can 

pay for the flowers.” 

“And also, I want you to help me pick out two dresses, one for Catherine and one for 

Emma.” 

“It would be a pleasure Jacob we have just got some new ones in from Paris, very nice 

indeed.” 

“Okay let’ have a look at them,” Jacob said. 

Jacob was looking through the dresses with Betty, when she looked out of the 

window.  “Oh, look, there is Charles Nathan, he looks well.” 

Jacob followed her gaze and saw two men with him.  “Who are the man and the boy 

with Charles?”  Jacob asked Betty. 

“That’s the Squires farm manager, Rufus Coolidge and his son, he is the Squire’s 

mechanic; what’s his name, very clever with his hands. 

The pain went deep into Jacob’s heart; he knew all along something was not right.  

“Daniel!”  Jacob blurted out. 

“That’s right, Daniel, do you know them?”  Betty asked. 

“Indeed I do Betty, I must dash!”  Jacob turned to leave. 

“What about the dresses?”  Betty asked. 

“You choose them Betty, I am sure they will be nice.”  Jacob ran out of the shop and 

climbed in his truck and it started first time, thanks to Daniel, and he drove away in a hurry.  

The three men never saw him. 

“What has got into him?”  Betty said to herself. 

Twenty minutes ago, Jacob was a happy man, he had paid his mortgage and was just 

about to treat his wife and child with money he had left over, but now, all the joy was gone 

and had been replaced by hatred.  All the way home, his mind worked overtime, he did not 

want to believe what he saw, it made him feel sick. 

Catherine was feeding Emma as Jacob burst through the door.  “That bastard 

Nathan!”  He swore. 

“What in heavens name is wrong Jacob?  What has the Squire done?”  Catherine saw 

her husband was mad. 

“Not the Squire, his meddling bloody son,” Jacob answered. 

“What has Charles done to make you so mad?”  Catherine asked. 

“Rufus and Daniel work for the Nathan’s, and not only do they work for them, Rufus 

is his farm manager and Daniel is the Squires mechanic.  It’s no damn wonder he is good 

with his hands, he has had a lot of practice working on the Squires prized collection of cars.  

Jesus I knew there was something wrong, I often wondered how they always had clean 

overhauls, after all, we did not pay them and you surely did not do their laundry.  I just 

thought it may be my imagination and I did hope in all honesty, they were not telling me lies, 

I feel such a fool, why did I not go with my feelings.”  Jacob sat down. 

“Maybe they were asking Charles for some work, after all, they were only here to get 

our harvest in and then they were leaving.”  Catherine tried to find some explanation for 

Rufus talking to Charles. 

“Oh, and I suppose he was paying them in advance, no my dear Catherine, he was 

paying them for working for us,” Jacob replied.  They heard a truck pull up outside and Jacob 

knew it was Rufus. 



He went to the door; Catherine picked up Emma and followed, Rufus and Daniel were 

having a laugh together as they got out of the truck.  “Don’t bother getting out of the truck 

Mr. Coolidge, I want you and your son off my land as from now, after all you have been paid 

I assume by Charles bloody Nathan, no need to get out of your truck, no just get your things 

and go.” 

Rufus looked at Jacob and he hung his head. 

“Funny though, I was beginning to like you and Daniel, now I hate you, why could 

you not tell us the truth you lying bastard, maybe it would not have mattered so much after 

this long.” 

“I am sorry Jacob,” Rufus answered. 

“Don’t you dare call me Jacob, only my friends call me by my first name, it’s Mr. 

Foley to you!”  Jacob shouted. 

“It’s true, Charles employed us to help with your harvest and he would pay our 

wages, all we had was to make up a story; at first it was just work, and we did it willingly for 

Charles.   

After a while, when we got to know you both, it wasn’t such a chore as we came to 

like you very much.  We were willing to carry on even if Charles did not pay us, we would 

have worked for bed and board as I said.” 

“Don’t you patronize me Mr. Coolidge, I have heard it all!”  Jacob barked back. 

“I am sorry you feel that way Mr. Foley, but the truth is, we did like you very much,” 

Rufus replied. 

“The truth you would not know the truth if it bit you on the arse, now get your gear 

and get going before I really lose my temper.”  Jacob turned his back on them and went into 

the house, slamming the door. 

“Rufus, please forgive my husband, he is never this rude,” Catherine tried to give 

them some kind words and apologize for Jacob’s actions. 

“It’s quite all right Catherine, he has reason to be angry, we were going to tell you, 

but the time never seemed right somehow.  When we were sent to work for you, we had no 

idea you were such kind and honest people, and we would have worked for bed and board, 

honest.  Daniel told me only the other day, it wasn’t right and we should tell you the truth,” 

Rufus said. 

“You should have listened to your son, Rufus, he is wise beyond his years, and you 

are kind to say we are nice people.”  Daniel, your father should be proud of you, I hope I can 

be proud one day of my daughter.” 

“Thank you missus,” Daniel replied. 

“Please tell your husband not to think badly of us Catherine, we never meant to hurt 

anyone,” Rufus told her. 

After picking up their gear, the truck passed the house and Catherine gave them a 

wave, she also had a tear in her eye, as she watched the truck disappear down the drive, then 

she went into the house; Jacob was pacing the floor.  “What has come over you?  I have never 

seen you in such a state before, was all that necessary, you upset a very nice man and his son, 

they are not to blame besides, Charles was only trying to help us?”  She asked Jacob. 

“Help, help us, or help you?”  Jacob replied. 

“What is that remark suppose to mean, hey!”  Catherine was now angry. 

“He still has a soft spot for you our Squires son’s probably pissed off because you 

married me instead of him!”  Jacob’s words were angry. 

“Don’t be such a jerk Jacob, sometimes you talk crap, you know you are the only man 

in my life, why do you have to have your guard up all the time, not letting anyone into your 

little world.  Rufus wanted to help us because he cared, not because Charles told him to. 



Maybe at first, but not after he knew us, he wanted to help because he cared Jacob, because 

he cared, but you cannot see that can you Jacob Foley, whatever your fucking name is!  Poor 

Jacob, never been loved, poor Jacob’s mother left him in a home.”  Catherine realized her 

anger had taken over her mouth and she wished she could swallow those words again. 

Jacob looked at her like a wounded calf and walked past her and through the door. 

“Jacob my darling, I am so sorry; forgive me please!”  But her plea fell on deaf ears 

and has he drove away she stood there and Jacob never looked back, Emma started to cry.  

“Oh I’m sorry baby please forgive me oh shit.” 

Squire Nathan’s house came into view as Jacob floored the pedal; he drove up the 

drive at high speed, scattering stones everywhere, he stopped at the door, leaving the engine 

running and the door open and knocked on the huge door.  They reminded him of the home 

where he had spent so many years, after his mother slammed them shut after walking out on 

him and Bobby.  He slammed the big knocker down three times so they heard him; Clare 

answered the knock. 

“Jacob, what a nice surprise, how is Catherine and the baby?” 

“If anyone else asks me that again I am going to explode!”  He thought.  “They are 

fine Clare, is Charles in?”  He asked abruptly. 

Clare could see Jacob was not here on a social visit.  “Yes, he is in the library just 

down the hall to the left, just go in, would you like anything Jacob?” 

“No this won’t take long. Jacob answered.  Clare followed Jacob down the hall but 

went into another room, but she decided not to interfere.  Charles was sitting at his desk, 

reading, when Jacob walked in.  He looked up in surprise at seeing Jacob; he got up and 

walked towards him, offering his hand, “Jacob what a nice surprise, how is Catherine and the 

baby?” 

Jacob grabbed his offered hand and smacked him in the mouth and sent him reeling 

over a chair.  “You bastard, how dare you stick your nose into my business who the hell do 

you think you are Nathan, a bloody god?” 

Charles lay on the floor with blood running down his lips a shocked look on his face.  

“What do you mean Jacob?”  Charles asked. 

“Don’t come that innocent shit with me you know damn well, Rufus and Daniel!”  

Jacob shouted. 

“Oh I see,” Charles replied, wiping his mouth. 

“Is that all you can say, ‘Oh I see,’ what gives you the right to interfere in my life, and 

what gives you the right to hire men I cannot pay to help me?”  Jacob hesitated.  “That’s it 

isn’t it, the power, that is all you are interested in, power, where do you bastards get off.  Oh 

yes I helped Jacob Foley bring in his harvest, now he owes me one, well think again Nathan, 

here is some money towards their pay.  If it isn’t enough, sue me for the rest.”  Jacob threw 

the money he had left for Catherine and Emma’s dress in his face. 

“But Jacob, I was only trying to help you as a friend,” Charles said; he was just 

getting up as Squire Nathan came into the room. 

“What the hell is going on here?”  He saw Charles getting up off the floor with blood 

on his face.  Then he saw Jacob and his face went wild.  “What is he doing here in my house 

Charles?”  The Squire shouted. 

“Don’t fret Squire, I was just leaving, I am telling you as well as your son, keep out of 

my business or else, and keep your men off my land.”  He gave the Squire a look that would 

kill and walked past him, slamming the door as he went, they heard the truck drive off at high 

speed. 

“What the hell did he mean by keep our men off his land?”  The Squire asked Charles. 

“I was trying to help Jacob and Catherine and paid Rufus and Daniel to help him get 

his harvest in, and he somehow found out,” Charles replied. 



“You did what?”  Squire Nathan got very angry.  “You paid my men to help that thing 

to get the harvest in after all I had done to stop him.  You had the nerve to give him my top 

man?  How dare you, I wanted him ruined not helped, you snivelling little do-gooder.  You’re 

weak, you’re not my son, my son would never have helped an enemy of mine!”  The Squire 

ranted. 

“Oh, he is an enemy is he?  Why is he the enemy father?  Please tell me how Jacob is 

an enemy of the Nathan’s; I for one would love to know?  I suppose that Catherine is too is 

she?  What makes her an enemy father?  The fact she is married to Jacob and not me, is that it 

father?  Oh please do tell!”  Charles stood there, waiting for his father to tell him. 

“Let me tell you my boy, I built my business from sheer hard work from nothing, do 

you hear me, nothing!”  The Squire shouted back. 

“So you keep ramming it down my throat till I am sick of it, how you put me through 

school and gave me everything, but there is one thing you never gave me father, that is your 

love, and most of all, you never gave me your greed!”  Charles replied.  He went to go past 

the Squire and grabbed his hand, “Here, Jacob gave me this for Rufus and Daniel’s wages.  

Seeing has how they belong to you, it should go to you with his best wishes. 

“You ungrateful little bastard!”  The Squire swung his hand up to hit Charles, but 

Charles was quicker than the old man and grabbed it before it reached him and being the 

strongest, forced his hand down.  “I’m getting out of here, I need some fresh air!”  Charles 

went out of the door and slammed it behind him. 

Clare was just coming towards the room as she heard all the argument.  As Charles 

exited she asked, “What is going on Charles, why is everyone shouting?”  Clare asked. 

“Go and get our son Clare, we are getting out of here for some freedom so we can 

breathe!”  Charles shouted back, hoping his father heard him. 

“What do you mean Charles?”  Clare asked. 

“Go and get our son now!”  Charles told her. 

“Yes dear, right away.”  And she was gone. 

Charles and Clare walked down the long steps leading to the house; Clare carried their 

son, Mark, they were just about to climb into his own car when he changed his mind. “Come 

my dear, we will go in style.”  He walked towards his fathers prized Bentley parked in the 

drive. 

“You cannot take this Charles your father will kill you!”  Clare exclaimed. 

“What is his, is mine also, so get in.” 

Clare climbed in the Bentley under protest, Charles turned the key and the big engine 

roared into life and he drove down the long drive at a fast speed and out onto the country 

road.  “You are going too fast Charles!”  Clare was a bit scared her husband was not in the 

best frame of mind to be driving. 

“No my love, I need the wind to blow all this confusion out of my head, besides, I 

know the roads around here like the back of my hand.”  Charles was so angry he had lost all 

sense reason. 

“Charles, please slow down, these roads are very narrow and winding and you are 

going to fast.” 

No matter how she pleaded with him Charles would not slow down. “Stop worrying 

woman, I don’t know where is your pioneering spirit?”  Charles did not see the horse and cart 

in the middle of the road till it was too late.  The cart had two horses in the harness, but one 

of them was dead and the cart was across the two lanes. 

 

********** 

 



Jacob drove around for ages till he cooled down enough to realize what he had done to make 

Catherine say that.  “What is wrong with me, Charles was only trying to help us, why have I 

got this stupid notion I am invincible and I don’t need anyone’s help, when in fact if the truth 

were known, I do need help.  I have the most beautiful wife in the world and now I have a 

daughter, why can I not be happy with what I have achieved?  But it makes me so angry 

when people try to pull the wool over my eyes in a vain attempt of helping me, when all they 

have to do is tell the truth, people have lied to me all my life when all they have to do is tell 

the truth.  I must go home at once and tell Catherine how I felt and see if she will forgive 

me.”  So Jacob headed for home and he hoped for forgiveness he drove up the drive, only to 

see a big black shiny car in his way. 

“Who the bloody hell could this be now?”  He said to himself.  He parked the truck 

behind the car and went up to the house.  Catherine heard the truck drive up and came to the 

door to meet him.  “Honey please forgive me.” he pleaded. 

“Shush, we will talk later, there is someone to see you,” Catherine said. 

“Who?”  Jacob asked her. 

“Come and see.”  Catherine took him into the house. 

A man in a black suit and a dog collar came to greet him.  “Mr. Foley, how nice to 

meet you,” and he held his hand out and Jacob shook it. 

“And you are?”  Jacob asked. 

“Preston Forsyth, I am private secretary to his holiness, bishop Whinstone Parfait, we 

are on an errand of mercy as it were.  You are a very hard man to track down Mr. Foley, we 

have been searching for you for nearly three months,” Preston said. 

“Please sit down Preston and tell me why you have been looking for me for so long.” 

“The man sat down and began to speak, “It came to light some months ago that Sister 

Mary Foley was your godmother, is that so Mr. Foley?” 

“Yes, why do you ask?  Please call me Jacob,” he said. 

“Well Jacob, I have some bad news for you, Sister Mary Foley is gravely ill, in fact she is 

dying and her last wish was to see you one more time before she dies.  The only problem is, 

it’s taking us so long to find you, and we are running out of time, it may be too late.” 

Just then the toilet flushed and Jacob looked at Catherine.  “Forgive me Jacob it’s my 

driver, we have travelled a long way and he has an upset stomach.”  The driver came out of 

the bathroom wearing a chauffeur's uniform, the ones that have breech’s he looked at Jacob 

and then at Preston.  “This is my driver, Jacob Alistair, Alistair meet Jacob.”  Jacob got up 

and shook his hand.  “You may wait in the car Alistair, we will be leaving shortly.” 

“Yes Sir.’ and he left. 

“So Jacob, as I said, it’s taken us so long to find you because we were looking for 

Jacob Sawyer instead of Foley, how did you become Sister Foley’s godson?  Preston asked. 

“I did not really become her godson in the law’s eyes, it was a kind of pretend 

arrangement with Sister Foley and me.  I took her name by chance when I left my foster 

home, I did not want anyone to know my real name,” Jacob said. 

“Oh I see, but we are running out of time Jacob, if you could see it in your heart to 

come with us, I am sure Sister Mary would love to see you again. But if you don’t want to 

partake of the long journey I will understand, we may be too late anyway but we will never 

know Jacob will we if we don’t partake of the journey.”   

Preston looked at Jacob and Jacob could see he was pleading with him. 

Catherine looked at Jacob and said, “You have to go Jacob, and after all, you said you 

would like to see her once more, and what a good opportunity to do so.  I will be okay here 

he won’t be long anyway will he Preston?”  Catherine asked. 

“A couple of days at the most Mrs. Foley, we will drive him there and back no 

problem, we can put you up in the Abbey, it is very comfortable,” Preston replied. 



“Okay you win.  Can I just pack some things?  I will be right with you.”  He left 

Preston alone with Catherine. 

“Your husband is a very resourceful man Mrs. Foley, like I said we were looking for 

Jacob Sawyer till we were told he had taken Sister Mary’s name.” 

“He took it because he had no reason to keep his own name, he felt there was no one 

in the world he would rather have as is godmother than Sister Mary.” 

“Very commendable Mrs. Foley,” Preston said. 

“Please call me Catherine.” 

“Okay, Catherine, like I say, very resourceful.” 

Jacob emerged from the bedroom carrying Catherine’s little case.  “Are we ready 

Preston?”  He asked. 

“Yes Jacob, we are, nice to have met you Catherine, we will not detain Jacob any 

longer than is necessary, good bye Catherine, I will wait in the car for you Jacob.”  Preston 

then left. 

“I will be back as soon as possible my love, and once again, please forgive me for my 

outburst,” Jacob said. 

“We both said things we did not mean Jacob and I apologize also, it was very mean of 

me to bring up the home like that, you go now and good luck my love.” 

They kissed passionately and Jacob said goodbye, Catherine waved to them as they 

drove away. 

“Your wife is a very beautiful woman Jacob, you seem well suited.” 

“Thank you Preston she is very beautiful and we are very well suited, and very 

happy,” Jacob replied, leaving out the bust up they had earlier in the day. 

Preston smiled and sat back in the plush leather seats, so Jacob did the same, they 

travelled through the day and into the night, through towns and countryside.  They stopped 

for dinner at a wayside inn for an hour and then were on their way once more.  Preston paid 

for everything, as he said it was on his business account. 

“Must be nice having a business account Preston, comes in very handy sometimes I 

would think,” Jacob commented. 

“It comes with the job Jacob I travel all over the world on business connected with the 

church.  It would be very awkward to carry money with me, as all countries have a different 

currency.  So therefore the credit card comes in handy.” 

“Oh of course, I never thought of that,” Jacob answered.  They drove for some hours 

and arrived at a set of big iron gates.  The sign read, ‘The Abbey of St Frances of Assisi’.  

The big iron gates slid open and they drove through.  Jacob had never seen a house as big in 

his life; it must have had three hundred windows. 

“What is this place Preston?”  Jacob asked. 

 

“It used to be an Abbey for an order of monks many years ago, and when they left, it 

fell into disrepair, the church purchased it about three years ago and spent a considerable 

amount refurbishing it, and has now become our main office and printing company.  We print 

all the prayer books and pamphlets for the diocese around the country and really, anything 

that is connected in any way to the church.  We have a staff of thirty three people, mostly 

belonging to the church in some way.” 

The car stopped at the main door and two men came out to meet them, dressed in 

some kind of livery uniform of bright purple. 

“Please take Mr. Foley’s bag up to his room,” Preston said to one of the men. “Please 

Jacob follow me.” Preston asked.   

Jacob gave the case to one of the men and followed Preston up the steps.  Alistair 

drove the car around the back out of sight.  Jacob stood in the hall of the great house, it 



reminded him so much of the home, but had flowers all over and was not as dark and scary.  

“Jacob this way.”  They got into a lift and Preston pressed the button and the lift went 

upward.  “We are not too late Jacob she is still with us, but I fear not for long, the Doctor is 

with her now.”  The lift stopped at some floor as there was no numbers in the lift like in 

hotels, and they stepped out.  Preston went ahead and Jacob followed in his footsteps.  “Here 

we are Jacob” and he opened the door.  The room was very large and the sun shone through 

the large leadlight windows, casting coloured pictures on the walls.  The bed was set against 

one wall facing the windows, it was one of those four posters, Jacob had never seen a bed as 

big.  Everything in this house must be big, he thought.  Preston came over to Jacob and 

whispered; “Come,” and he took him over to the bed. 

Jacob had no idea what Sister Mary would look like after all these years, but when she 

smiled, he knew it was her she put her hand up and he walked over and sat by the bed.  

“Jacob my son, how are you, thank you for coming, I thought I would never see you ever 

again,” Sister Mary said in a low voice and then she coughed. 

“I never knew you were ill, otherwise I would have come earlier, if I had known of 

course.  It was the least I could do, after all, you did for me in the home,” Jacob replied. 

“My you have grown into a fine young man; come closer, my eyes are not what they 

used to be.”  Jacob pulled the chair closer, the Doctor and the nurse left them alone. 

“If you need me Jacob, I will only be outside.”  Preston also left. 

“Tell me about yourself Jacob, what have you been up to?” 

Jacob sat there, telling Sister Mary about his life after the home, he told her how he 

met Catherine, how they have a daughter, he told her about Mrs. Cameron, and how she left 

him some money to buy the farm.  He talked for two hours and then Sister Mary started to 

cough once more, but violently.  Jacob panicked, as he had when Catherine was having 

Emma; “Nurse, Doctor, please, something is wrong!” he called out and they all came running 

in. 

Jacob stood back with Preston while the Doctor checked her out, he then came over to 

Jacob, “I am sorry son, but she is going fast, she wants to see you.” 

Jacob went over to her once more and sat down, holding her hand.  “Can I get you 

anything?”  Jacob asked. 

“Yes, there is a box over there, could you fetch it me,” Sister Mary pointed. 

“Sure.”  Jacob went over, got the box off the table, and brought it over to her. 

“This box holds a secret only known to me, plus a few other items I wish you to have, 

I want you to take it with you, there is one thing I have to tell you that no one else in here has 

to know;” she beckoned him closer.  “I have to tell you that your brother is not dead, I don’t 

know all the details, but believe me, he is still alive, and I want you to promise me you will 

use all your resources to find him.  I have left you something to help you find him, promise 

me Jacob.” 

“I promise,” Jacob answered. 

“When I am gone to meet my maker, you can open this box and read the contents of 

it, but only after I am gone, promise.” 

“I promise,” Jacob answered, and took the box off her and put in on the floor.  “If you 

would not have come, Preston had orders to burn it, and that would have been the end of it, 

please forgive me my son.” 

“I forgive you mother,” Jacob replied. 

Sister Mary then died peacefully.  Jacob never understood why she asked him to 

forgive her, and for what?  Then he cried, not for her, but for all the time he has wasted not 

being with her.  He could not understand how she knew Bobby was still alive after all this 

time, why tell me half a story, and then take it to the grave with her?  Maybe she may have 

told me the entire secret if I had been found earlier, but I will have to find out myself. 



“Jacob, please come with me the Doctor can look after Sister Mary from now on, we 

will have her funeral in the morning she will be buried on the grounds of the Abbey.”   

Jacob followed Preston once more this time they walked down the stairs one floor into 

his office.  “Please sit down Jacob, I have something to discuss with you regarding Sister 

Mary.”  Jacob sat down.  “Okay, as you know or don’t know, Sister Mary had no living 

relatives, so she has left her estate to you,” Preston said. 

“Me why me?”  Jacob was somewhat confused what with Mr C leaving part of her 

will to Jacob and now Sister Mary. 

“She thought fondly of you Jacob, and would like to have had you as her son in real 

terms, but she had become your foster grandmother in a way, only she could understand, and 

by the way your feeling for her has come to light, you felt the same.  You must have done to 

take her name above your own and in that way, her memory would always be with you, so 

you see, you are her only living relative even in name, there is no need to change anything, 

you are Jacob Foley, and therefore the estate is yours.” 

Jacob could not believe this was happening again, first with Mrs. C, and now with 

Sister Mary, things were happening he had no control over and he was just being swept away. 

“Jacob, are you okay?”  Preston asked. 

“Yes, sure, it’s just a bit overwhelming,” Jacob replied. 

“Right, first of all, there is the house in Ireland, which you can keep or sell, it’s 

entirely up to you.  She had bonds in the bank and shares in many companies all over the 

world, she was a very wise lady our Sister Mary, I have had time to gather some details and 

have made some contacts with the banks and institutes involved.  Now give or take some 

funds not yet released, there is quite a sum, but you will have to get your solicitor to contact 

me, do you have a solicitor?”  Preston asked. 

The only one Jacob could think of, was Cohen.  “Yes Manny Cohen,” Jacob 

answered. 

“Then, I suggest you get Mr. Cohen to contact me when you get home,” Preston 

replied. 

“I thought nuns took a vow of poverty not of wealth?”  Jacob asked. 

“Taking a vow, only means for the duration of her life, it does not mean she cannot 

put a bit aside for later on.” 

“A bit aside seems like a bloody fortune to me, forgive me Preston, I am forgetting 

where I am.” 

“There is no need Jacob, there is quite a sum of money, and I can see it has 

overwhelmed you somewhat.” 

“Where do I go from here?”  Jacob asked, still in shock. 

“You can stay the night, it is too late to travel home, and you will have dinner with us 

tonight and meet some of the other staff,” Preston said. 

“Okay, can I ring Catherine?  This is something I have to tell her?”  Jacob asked. 

“Of course,” and he rang a bell, one of the men in uniform entered. 

“Brother Andy, can you show Mr. Foley to his room, I will see you at dinner Jacob, 

until then, if you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask, just ring a zero on the phone in your 

room, and that will get you an outside line.”  Preston went back to some paperwork. 

“This way Mr. Foley,” the young man said, and Jacob followed. 

The room was very elegant, which also had a four-poster bed; he sat on it and rang Catherine.  

He told her a bit of 


