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Chapter Two 

 

Four months later Jessica sat under the dappled shade of a pergola at the back of her 

parent's house, an open book on the table in front of her. It was a tranquil day - the humid 

heat of summer had dispersed to a mellow tropical autumn.  Idly she traced a pattern with 

her finger on the glass table top , her mind on her future. What did life hold in store for her 

now? Six months ago it had all seemed so clear. She'd had a steady job. She and  Tony would 

marry, settle down, eventually have a family, and live happily ever after.  

Such was the fairy tale but it had ended with a bitter awakening, and she had come home 

to the comfort of her childhood home with a broken heart. In the safe environment of  

unconditional acceptance by her parents and brother she had slotted back into the familiar 

routine of being a much loved family member. Her mother had held her while she cried her 

heart out, then told her she must move on.  

Her father immediately enlisted her aid with his research, and with the editing of the 

book he was writing.  

 David, her brother, four years younger than her, discussed his grand plan with her, his 

eyes shining and his face alive with excitement. 'What do you think, Sis? Do you want to be 

in it with me?' he'd asked. 

He wanted to include her in his plan, to enlist her aid, but she told him she needed time 

to think about it a bit more, to  be sure. Was this what she really wanted?  

As she pondered this question she heard her mother calling her.  

'Coffee, Jessica.' 

When she entered the breakfast room, bright and cheerful with its cane furniture and 

cool colours of green, yellow, and white, she found her father, Trevor, a tall, scholarly 

looking man with just a touch of grey at his temples, already sitting at the table.  

'Sit down, Jess,' he told her, stirring his coffee vigorously. 'And you too David, I want us to 

discuss my new appointment, and what it means for us.' He stopped stirring, placed his 

spoon in the saucer, and looked at each of them in turn. 'As you know, I've finally received 

an appointment that is something I’ve dreamed of, and strived for, for many years. It means 

your mother and I will be moving to England. We're hoping you'll both want to come with 

us.' 

Jessica gasped. 'Us? To England? No.' She swallowed, aware of the disappointment on 

her father's face. 'It's a great offer, Dad, thank you, and it's wonderful for you and Mum, but 

I wouldn't want to leave here to go and live in England.' She glanced at her brother. 'How 

about you, Davey?'  

'No way.' Her brother shook his head.' 



Their mother raised her hand.  'Before you make any rash decisions, just think about it 

for a bit. Jess, It might be good for you to have a completes change after what you've been 

through. I know how hard it's been for you to get over your break-up with Tony. This would 

help you to put it all behind you.' 

Jessica set her lips firmly. 'I'm over it, Mum. Coming back here has made me realise how 

lucky I've been. I found out what a shit Tony is, now, before we married. I had a lucky 

escape. These last few months I've been back has made me realise how much I missed being 

here. After all, I only moved to Brisbane because of Tony's job.' 

'I hope he he stays down there,' David interrupted. 'If he decides to come back here, he'll 

get a punch in the nose  or more...' 

 'Let's leave that,' their father interrupted. 'No need to upset your sister again, David. 

Let's come back to the point.' He cleared his throat. ‘To be a senior lecturer at one of the 

most prestigious universities in the world means a great deal to me, but I don't want to 

break up the family. We missed you terribly while you were down in Brisbane, Jess. We love 

having you back with us, and we don't want to separate us again.' His face softened. 'And 

I've grown used to having you help me with my research. I don't know how I'd cope without 

you, now.'  

Jessica leaned across and touched his arm. ‘ Oh, Dad, you'll find someone else over there. 

Of course you will.' She took a deep breath. Her father's offer had clarified for her what she 

wanted. 'But no, Davey and I have been discussing plans, and there’s no way we want to 

leave here and go to England. Do we, Davey?' 

David shook his head. 'Definitely not.' 

'I know this is an important appointment for you,' Jessica continued, 'but this is our 

home, and being away from it while I was in Brisbane made me realise how much it means 

to me. And Davey feels the same. We love it here, and we don’t want to leave. We wouldn’t 

want to try and influence you and Mum, we want you to go, but we want to stay here.’ 

‘Without your mother and me?’ 

 ‘Yes.’ Jessica lifted her chin. ‘We’re not children any longer. You can’t say we’re too 

young to be left alone.’ 

‘No, I wouldn’t say that, but you’re making it hard for us.’ He sighed and turned to his 

son.  'So what about you, David? You’ve left the talking to your sister so far. How do you feel 

about it? Now that you've finished at university, I thought it would be ideal for you.’ 

David ran his fingers through his fair hair, pushing back the lock that fell across his 

forehead. His eyes, blue and guileless as the sky, betrayed his concern.  

‘We don’t want to make it hard for you, Dad, but Jess is right. We want to stay here. You 

know how I’ve often talked about restoring the old Cane Crushers pub, getting it up and 

running again? Now's the time to really make it happen. Jess and me. We’ve got heaps of 

ideas. We want to give it a go.’ 

Trevor frowned. ‘That building would need a lot of money to restore, and I’m not 

prepared to spend that amount, not when I don’t know when, or even if, I’m coming back 

here to live again. Better to sell now, and start afresh somewhere else.’ 



‘You mean in England?’ Jessica asked, shock making her her voice sharp. 

‘Perhaps.’ 

‘And you’d let this house go, and the pub, and the farm, just like that?' 

'There's no question of selling the farm. That's leased out to Rob Williams for another 

three years.'    

'But don’t you care about it all? It’s our heritage, our history. Built by our own great-great 

grandfather, Captain Sebastian Wyld. And Wyld’s have lived here ever since. I don’t 

understand you. I couldn’t bear to see it taken over by strangers.' With sudden clarity her 

future became clear. 'I want to stay here with Davey and bring the Cane Crushers back to its 

past glory. It was a thriving hotel once, and it can be again, now, with all the tourists coming 

up here.  

‘And where do you think you’ll find the money to do this?’ 

‘We both have some money Granny left us. We’ll use that.’ 

‘I suspect it would take more than that.’ 

‘Perhaps I could sell the necklace.’ Jessica’s eyes flashed.  ’Seeing I’m the only girl in the 

family it would come to me anyhow.’ 

Trevor’s face darkened but, as he opened his mouth to speak, his wife raised her hand. 

‘Enough,’ Jane said firmly. ‘Let’s not have an argument about this. There’s no question 

about selling the necklace, Jess. It remains in the family for each Wyld marriage, for each 

daughter, or son’s bride, to wear at her wedding, and on any other significant occasion. I 

wore it when we married, and you’ll wear it when you marry, as will your chosen wife, 

David, and any daughters you both have.' She drew a deep breath. 'You talk of tradition, 

Jess, and you know Sebastian Wyld had the necklace made especially for his wife, and yet 

you talk of selling it.’ 

Jessica grimaced, ashamed of her outburst. 'I don't think I'll ever be interested in 

marriage again. But it was just a random thought. I guess I wouldn’t want to sell it, not 

really.’ 

‘I should think not.’ Jane paused a moment before resuming. ‘Now, as to what will 

happen when your father and I leave to take up his post in Cambridge, we need a little 

rational discussion. We’ll be sad if you don’t want to come with us, but of course we’re not 

going to try and force you. If you both want to stay here in the house and try to make a go 

of restoring the old pub, and running it as a commercial venture again, then I feel you 

should have the chance.’ She turned to her husband. ‘What do you think, Trevor? Couldn't 

you see your way clear to helping them do that?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose I could.’ Trevor cleared his throat. ‘But let’s have no more talk of selling 

the necklace, ever. You probably don’t realise it, but the price of natural saltwater pearls has 

skyrocketed recently, due to their rarity, and because celebrities like the Duchess of 

Cambridge have brought them back into fashion. They’re bringing astronomical figures at 

auction. That necklace is worth at least a quarter of a million dollars. Probably more.’ 

 ‘Good God.’ Jane gasped. ‘Are you sure?’ 

‘Yes. I had it valued recently, and that’s a conservative estimate.’ 



David whistled. ‘Wow! I hope it’s somewhere safe.’ 

‘Of course.  Now, getting back to the pub, and your hopes for it.’ Trevor took a deep 

breath. ‘I’m prepared to help you by continuing to pay the rates and other outgoings on the 

property, and I’ll give you both a modest allowance to live on while you see if you can make 

it pay.  But you’ll have to find the extra money for the restoration. I’m prepared to do this 

for—well, let’s say three years, shall we? To see how it goes. And by then we’ll have decided 

whether our future is here or in England. Rob's lease will be up, and it will be time to see if 

he wants to renew the lease, or, perhaps you might like to take it over, David. Three years.  

How does that sound?’ 

Jessica threw her arms around him, hugging. ‘That’s wonderful, Dad.’ She stood back, 

smiling her delight as she flicked back the long dark hair that tumbled around her shoulders. 

‘We’ll make it succeed, you’ll see. Won’t we, Davey?’ 

‘Sure we will.' David grinned. ‘Maybe, seeing the necklace is off limits, we can find the old 

boy’s stash of pearls that  he’s supposed to have left hidden away somewhere.’ 

Trevor raised his brows. ‘Well, good luck with that. Plenty of others have tried to find 

them.’ 

‘I wonder if it’s true. Do you think he really did hide them somewhere?’ Jessica asked. 

‘According to family legend it’s true. I know my father believed it. He searched for them. 

Without any luck, I might add. Who knows?  If you managed to find them they'd be worth a 

king’s ransom today.’ 

 

 


