– CHAPTER TWO –

The O’Donnells
W

e have just completed our homework and certain parts of our assignments in the library.  It was raining cats and dogs and we’ve decided to stay in.  

     “Chris, please tell us the story about Liam, your Irish great-great-grandfather,” said Ash.  “We’d love to know more about him.”

     “Alright,” I replied.  “Well, I hope you guys like the story!” 

“Yes, I think your story will be thrilling for us,” added Brad, trying to be encouraging.  

     “Okay, I’m flattered to hear the enthusiasm but first let me have the middle seat,” I said.

     “Sit down here, Chris,” said Oliver, handing over the middle to chair next to him.

      I took the middle seat of our student discussion table simply to become my audience’s main focus of attention.  

     “Alright, let’s get started then,” I responded, convinced of their interest.  “The story I’m about to tell you guys is related to the Twin Shamrocks.”

     “Now, hang on there, Chris – what’s the connection between the Twin Shamrocks and Liam?” asked Ash.

     “The Twin Shamrocks were family treasures belonging to both his twin brother, Ned, and him,” I replied.  “They symbolise a catalyst for brotherly unity and healing touch on troubled times.” 

In the early morning breeze, the awakening sound of a rooster had marked the start of a new day.  Ciaran and Mary woke up very at dawn to pray before they cultivated and collected fresh cabbages in their farm for local market buyers.  The only day they rested from work was Sunday, where they enthusiastically attended Mass.
     The O’Donnells lived in a small wooden farmhouse with a porch, a hay thatched roof and a stone-built chimney.  Next to their house was a barn where they kept their live stocks.  In 1880, it was here that Ciaran and Mary O’Donnell gave birth to my great-great-grandfather, Liam, and his identical twin brother, Ned, my great-great-granduncle. In the very same year, they were baptised before the priest in front of a crucified man.
Three years have passed by.  Liam and Ned were once chasing away the domestic fowls and ducks in the open fields out of boredom.  Ciaran and Mary finally taught the boys to feed them as a better way to occupy their time.

The golden sun shone brightly in the blue sky.  The family of four picnicked joyfully together in the breath-taking meadow.  Ciaran and Mary carried Liam and Ned happily onto their arms – talking about and showing them various beautiful species of birds, plants and insects around their farm.  

      On wall of the living room, there was a crucifix, of which a man was outstretching his arms on it.  Below the crucifix, there were flickering candles and a picture of a veiled virgin lady carrying her toddler son in her arms. 

     The O’Donnells sat at a round country table, and it was there that they began folding their hands and giving Grace: “Bless us, O Lord, and these Thy gifts which we are about to receive from your bounty – through Christ our Lord. Amen.”
After finalising their Grace together, the Sign of Cross was made with the tips of the middle and index fingers to signify the Father (touching forehead), the Son (touching heart) and the Holy (touching right shoulder) Spirit (touching left shoulder).

     One day, sparks of ferocious flames vanquished a farmhouse and the hay roof of the nearby barn.  It grew so big that the occupants were all obligated to immediately evacuate their house.

“Our Heavenly Father, we ask in Thy name for Thy grace to deliver and protect from evil.  Amen,” Mary prayed, who then gave the Sign of the Cross.
Mary had also taken a couple of shamrock leaves with her earlier.  

The shared priority of Ciaran and Mary was to free their live stocks before urgently heading towards the gushing water current.  The sky grew darker.  A place of paradise once fulfilled with abundant hopes for the family had eventuated into a living inferno.  She pushed a wooden two-wheeled wagon after placing her sons on it.

     Suddenly, gunshots preoccupied the troubling scene.  A pack of nine gunmen wearing bush hats stalked the family of four from behind on feet.  Ciaran managed to shoot down only three of them with his shotgun and he was then short of ammunitions.  They remained further away from the O’Donnells, as the family moved forward.

After leaving the cart by the bank, she had rushed to approach a small boat, and it was just some distances ahead of them.  

     Suddenly, the sounds of two thundering shots have bolted and Mary groaned in pain and overcame with feebleness.  She dropped a light, rectangular white object onto the boat.  Her right leg and back were wounded.  She was unable to ascend herself from the ground.  

     “Máthair!” cried out Liam and Ned.

     “Mary!” Ciaran cried out, seeing his vulnerable wife. 

      The outlaws were a few steps away from one another and he walked back to her.  He briskly carried her to the wagon and placed her onto it before he decided to do the same with their twin sons.  Then, he hastily pushed the wagon into the bush before the vicious outlaws could spot them.  The moment the wagon stopped moving, Ciaran and the twin brothers crowded around their beloved wife and mother.

     Ciaran stood next to his wife, and said, “Mary, you are destined to be my sole beloved wife.  The becoming of our dear sons without you concerns me.”

     “I comprehend your concern but the Angel of Death will soon reap my soul,” Mary said.  “Ciaran, I now entrust our sons in your care.  Farewell, my loved ones.”  

     Mary had her eyes closed with tears dropped after she said her final words.

Ciaran checked her pulse and there was no response from her.  

    “Mary!” Ciaran bellowed.

     “Máthair!” bellowed the twins.
     Mary had just passed away, joining countless others who devoted their life to God in Heaven.
     Ciaran confronted the six members of the Bushranger Gang, who have been watching the O’Donnells.  They were approaching closer and closer.  He stood in front of his heirs like an impenetrable fortress.

     “I will never forget my hatred of you for my wife’s death!” said Ciaran.  “I have lost her, but you shan’t also reap the souls of my two sons!”    

     “We demand your payment of debt,” said a crooked nose man with ghastly pasty complexion and hay-coloured hair. 

     “I will no longer be indebted to you godless people, Mr. Savage,” responded Ciaran.  “Never shall my family be amongst the hunger-stricken penniless vagrants.  The Lord will punish your sins and the law will stop your most abhorrin’ cruelty.”

     “Don’t impugn me, Mr. Ciaran O’Donnell!” replied Mr. Savage.  
“The law and God can be of no salvation now,” said a pale faced man called Mr. Phantom.“will be left unharmed should you fulfil our favours.”  

     The bandit replied, “Do not defy us – pay your tribute to us or you and your sons’ deaths will suffice our necessity!”

     “Perhaps your greediness is lackin’ your wisdom and you have inhumanly burdened those who wish to avoid poverty,” responded Ciaran.  “If such is your thought, this is what you will deserve!” 

     He then threw his unloaded gun at the outlaws and it hit two among them.  

     While the distracted bushrangers fought amongst themselves, Ciaran pushed his wagon forward as fast as he could within the bushes, wishing to reach an empty boat ahead of him.  As he reached his destination, he parked the wagon.


     Before taking the twins out, Ciaran said, “Liam and Ned, we must now stick together and help one another.  If I die, you boys must promise to be strong and protect each other from bad people.You must also remember to be good.”

     “We promise, Athair!” replied both the twins.

     Ciaran gripped onto the boat’s rope with one of his hands, deciding to first place Liam onto the boat.

     Ciaran suddenly froze and he felt an instant physical frailness striking him.  He was lying down helplessly near the riverbank after getting shot.  

    “Athair!” said both the twins.

     Soon, Ciaran lied helplessly on the grassy ground, and stared endless at the sky above.

     “We got you now!” said the Savage looking bandit, seeing Ciaran from a distance.

     A sharp shooting bullet disconnected the gripping rope.  As the water vehicle conveyed itself further away from the riverbank, Liam found it difficult to reach Ned.  He feared of drowning, for the distance forbade him to set foot onto the riverbank.  As a result, Ned, in turn, couldn’t get himself onto the boat.  A bushranger had missed the chance of shooting both the nearby twins.

     A spontaneous movement of the gushing river overtook the boat.  As Ned chased after it, he and Liam cried in their separation from one another.  

     “Liam!” yelled Ned.

     “Ned!” Liam yelled back.

     Gradually, the flowing riverboat disappeared from Ned’s sight, and vice versa for Liam’s inability to see his twin brother.  The bushrangers approached Ned in small steps.  They decided to leave Liam all by himself on the flowing water vehicle.

“There is nothing to worry.  His helplessness is a dear to the crocodiles, as they could not deny his fresh meat,” they thought to themselves.  

     There was nothing left in this conflagration save the burning house and barn.  A choking thick smoke filled the air.  Ned ran away as fast as a cheetah to the nearest bushes before the merciless outlaws could catch up with him.  A missed shot was made.  
He had been hiding beneath a bush plant.  A surrounding cluster of tall sub-tropical trees and bush plants prevented him from being easily spotted.  Suddenly, he accidentally broke a twig.  The bandits turned their heads around as they heard the distinct noise. 

     “Show yourself, little friend!  We know you are out there!  Now, be a good boy, and we promise not to hurt you,” said the pale man with blond hair.

     Ned stayed under the bush plant for a while until the coast was clear from the bushrangers’ walkabouts.  He managed to run from one tree to another.  Suddenly, in a more exposed place, he saw a pair of boots in front of him.  He walked backwards and what he saw next, frightened him.  The man looked familiar.  He was wearing a wide-brimmed bush hat and he had brown hair and bushy moustache.  
     “Go away!  Leave me alone!” said Ned, as he stepped on the man’s foot.  

     When the boy started running away from him, he groaned and placed his hands on his crotch.

     Ned cried for his life, as he feared for the unscrupulous bushrangers.  They approached the innocent small boy and gun-pointed him, without showing any sign of love.  They were all so well prepared to pull the triggers at any moment.  

     “Save your bullets first, Mr. Gwynedd,” responded the pale blond man, talking to the brown-headed.  “I first wish to congratulate our almost fulfilled mission for the death of the O’Donnell couple today.” 

     “I, Mr. McAuburn, concur to you, Mr. Gywnedd and Mr. Savage,” said a moustached red haired man, who had a harsh accent.  

     Mr. Savage said, “Excellent, gentlemen.  Now, let us not postpone our precious time and wrangle the last of the O’Donnells in our joyous victory!”

     “You’re joining your family in heaven, son!  Let us rejoice to his approachin’ death!”said Mr. Gwynedd in his quite incomprehensible accent.
     “Death to the O’Donnells!” said the remaining three unknown recruits of the Bushranger Gangs.
     “For the Bushranger Gangs!” shouted out the rest of his team.

     Ned could not escape anywhere and he continued crying.  He was encircled and cornered to a big tree.  He was drawn closer to the end of his life.

     When the chocolate-haired Mr. O’Gunner was about to shoot Ned down, a loud thundering sound came from nowhere and the evil man suddenly dropped to the ground, moaning with pain.

     Ned managed to sneak away from them.

     “Cease in the name of the law or we will shoot you down!”

     It was a man dressed in blue overalls with gold buttons on his shirt and a hat with its distinguishable black front brim.  He looked like a top local official.  It was a man no other than Padraig Gallagher, the undercover police superintendent with his team mates of justice.  He was the only Irishman in his squad.  He was a moustached man with hazel hair and pair of eyes.  All of them were riding their horses whilst they were chasing after the bushrangers.

     “Do not move away and stay where you are!” warned an English policeman.

     The bushrangers stopped.  

     Padraig was pointing his pistol at Ned.  

     Ned cried out loud, “No!”

     However, it was too late.  Padraig had quickly pulled the trigger from his Le Mat revolver immediately after tearful Ned begged fearfully for his life.  

     Strangely, it did not strike Ned.  It hit an unidentified young blond man behind him.  He was about to take Ned as hostage but failed to do so.  His gun fell off his hand before he even dropped onto the ground.

     The police team managed to shoot down two Bushranger Gang recruits.  The remaining four leading outlaws managed to escape into the bushes after the police decided to chase after them.  They gave some shots but missed out as the remaining criminals ventured out into the forest, and vanished from sight.
     “Do not lose hope – soon enough we will appoint them with the gallows,” said the English officer.  

“How cruelare those madmen intending to murder a weak innocent little boy?”  Padraig said.  “I am rather disgusted by suchatrocity that the world is coming to.”
     Padraig saw dead Ciaran’s hand gripping onto something.  He spread out Ciaran’s clenching fist.  It was a scrunched up note that the deceased was hanging onto.  He began reading it as soon as he picked it up, and he did not seem joyous soon after that.  

     “Least be your fears, child,” said Padraig, who hugged the boy and caressed his head – wanting to rid his feeling of apprehension.  “Me duty is to defend you and assist you in the best way I can, to honour your family’s name.” 

     The house of the mayor of Townsville resembled that of a Victorian manor.  It was here a dark-headed man in his suit and tie sat in his office desk.  Next to him stood two men – one was Superintendent Padraig Gallagher, who wore an overall blue uniform and hat, and the other was his assistant, Mr. James Harold.  Three knocks were made on the door.  
The mayor stood up and walked to the front of his desk and he said, “Come in.”  
“Good morning, Sir Hastings!” said Mr. James Harold.
“Good morning, Sir Hastings!” said Padraig the Superintendent.

     A slim Southeast Asian man of average height who was in his black suit set and tie, stood at a dressing table in a lavish room.  As he opened up one of the drawers, there was a lady shouting out of fear.  As he was about to leave the mansion to escape, the resident guard stopped him and he was later sent him to his European master that day.  

Standing before Sir Hastings, Mr. JamesHarold and Superintendent Gallagher was his average-built man of Southeast Asian physical appearance with black hair and brown skin.  It was Sir Hastings’ butler Musang Maling.

     “Is it within your intention to steal from me, Mr. Maling?” asked Sir Hastings.

     “It was not within my intention to commit such misconduct,” denied Musang.

     “Then explain your unorthodox entrance and doing in my bedroom that profoundly frightened my wife and daughter earlier this morning?”asked Sir Hasting,who looked more furious than he ever was.  
     Musang took off his jacket and shook it about.  Shortly afterwards he pulled out his pocket trousers inside out.  
“Your Excellency, I fear nothing, for I perpetuated no theft,” said Musang arrogantly. “See this – my hands are clear of such possession.  Verily, you have absence of proof to accuse me of such defaming immorality.”

     The maid whispered something to her employer and handed him an envelope.  He nodded after receiving it, and seeing that an accumulation of paper monies in it, he thanked her.  He then took out a note of figures and quickly counted the cash.

     “If you perpetuated no theft, then explain to me why the cash content of this envelope is £5,000 short, out of its total of £10,000?” asked Sir Hastings, who simultaneously showed the calculation of a few figures with its total at the bottom.

    “Perhaps someone else had taken out the remaining £5,000 simply to frame me as a thief,” replied Musang.  

     Musang was moving his waistband around, and then suddenly, there were rectangular palm-size papers falling onto the ground.  Everyone was astounded as soon as they witnesses Musang showing his true colours.

     “It seems that you have spoken against yourself, Mr. Maling,” said Padraig, holding a cash bundle.  “I have here in my possession the remaining £5,000, of which I believe they fell from inside your waistband.” 

     “How does a butler like you come to own such wealth as that, Mr. Maling?  Family owned, I suppose?” asked Sir Hastings.  “It is undoubtedly suspicious given that you have the wage of £100 during your one month accommodation in my household.  If the money is yours, why then do you appear frightened?  You’ve just apprehended yourself as the thief, Mr. Musang Maling, and the Superintendent is able to press charges against you.” 

      “It is unwise to conceal your scandal, Mr. Maling,” said Padraig.  “Your misconduct had evidently deduced you as the thief.”

     “Uh, I, I…” said Musang, stammering and unable to complete a sentence.

     “You what, Mr. Maling?” asked Sir Hastings.
     “You are left with no other alternative, Mr. Maling,”said Padraig.  “You either return in hand Sir Hastings’ financial asset or you will be sent to prison for seven years in hard labour.” 
     “You all will regret this!” said Musang revengefully.

     “You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Mr. Maling!” said Sir Hastings, appalled at Musang’s misconduct.  “Have you no sense of dignity?”

     “I find your efforts reprimanding him wise, Your Excellency,” said Mr. Harold.  “Mr. Maling mustlearn to brush up his erred ways. I also salute your best efforts in keeping order in society, Superintendent.” 

     “There is no need for your salutation, Sir Hastings, for I am a humble man,” replied Padraig.  “My sole duty is to serve the society’s well-being.” 

     Sir Hastings responded, “Do not be coy, Superintendent Gallagher, for your service is worth the appraisal.” 

     “Thank you for your kind thoughts, Your Excellency,” replied Padraig.

     “My utmost pleasure, Padraig,” said Sir Hastings.

     “Your efforts today are honestly praiseworthy, Superintendent Gallagher,” said Mr. Harold.   

     “Indeed, but it was not simple without the presence of His Excellency himself to the Malays,” said Padraig, showing his sense of humbleness. 

     Seemingly hurried, Padraig bade goodbye to the two gentlemen; “Your Excellency and Mr. Harold – please permit me to leave our social circle now.  I urgently attend to an important duty at the police station.”

     “Please stay with us a little longer the next time,” said Sir Hastings.

     “I will not plainly comply, unless you give me a sound reason to force me,” said Padraig.

     “Very well, I shall force you with sound reason to join a tea party of ours next week in commemoration of your commendable action,” replied Sir Hastings.

     “Then I will gladly attend it by your command, Your Excellency,” said Padraig. 

    “Very well, off you go,” said Sir Hastings.

     “Good day, Mr. Harold and Your Excellency!” replied Padraig.

     “Good day, Superintendent!” responded Sir Harold.

     “Until we meet again,” added Padraig.

     All three men bowed at each other before Padraig departed and looked rather quite uneasy.
    “He looks rather anxious, don’t you think, Mr. Hastings?  Is something bothering him?” asked Sir Harold, who looked puzzled at this very moment.
    “I have not the slightest clue, Your Excellency,” replied Mr. Hastings with a blank face.
     A man with dark hair and brown eyes wore a black necktie placed on an end folded neck-collar of a white shirt.  They went with a matching grey pair of coat and trousers. Atop his head was a tall brimmed hat.  There was a young lady with dark blonde tresses and blue eyes, wearing her elegant cream-coloured gown with a bell-shaped skirt, standing next to him.  They brought along with them their cuddly light brown-haired little daughter, who was wearing a salmon pink gown.  

     They were about to report a matter to a superintendent at the police station.  

     “Your Excellency, how good it is to see you,” Padraig greeted courteously.  “How may I be of service?”  

     At the end of the urgent confidential conversation, he promised to come to the rescue instantaneously, and soon the family of three exited the police station.  

     They have had an enjoyable walk around the country town, and have entered a few shops and their coachman took the shopping items and placed into the coach.  Suddenly, a startling sound of a thunderbolt occurred.  At that very moment, Sir Arthur Hastings moaned in pain and fell down to the ground.  It was in the middle of the town.

     The wife screamed, and then she shouted, “Arthur!” 

     “Father!” cried out the little girl, who was approaching him and she was crying. 

     “Help!” the mother called out.  “The mayor had been shot!” 

     Everyone noticed her, and busily tried to rush over to help her out.  
     At that very moment, their daughter saw a figure of a person standing and hiding around the corner of a building.  It was a mouth-masked man with a blue police uniform and the front brimmed hat had overshadowed his face.  Soon, he vanished into thin air.  Coincidentally, her mother also turned to that direction, frowning, until the mysterious imagery disappeared from her very sight.

     Soon, Padraig, who was wearing the same uniform as the masked man, and his colleagues appeared on the scene, startled to see the physically weak mayor on the ground.  They helped to carry and place him in a station wagon.  His wife and daughter were by his side.  Padraig and one of his colleagues accompanied the family of three, along with a priest.  A man flogged a horse and it galloped as fast as it could, of which it drove forth the wagon behind it.

     “Father, why are you ill?” asked their little daughter, cried in sadness.  

     She was at an age of not being able to understand that her family’s breadwinner was dying.  

     “Please stay awake, my dear Arthur,” she said to her husband, sobbing.  “They shall come for your assistance any moment now.”
One timeat Padraig’s house, a man attempted to shoot Padraig but he missed.  Padraig picked up his gun and shot the man back.
     “Who sent you to kill me?” asked Padraig, who suspectedthat something wasfishy.

The man failed to answer since he died before he could speak up, and Padraig was still in a moment of shock.
     Upon hearing the news of Sir Hastings’ death, Musang smiled to himself and said in his mind, “Hari aku pun telah tiba (my day has finally arrived) – I’m satisfiedfor your death, Sir Hastings.”
     Meanwhile, a small boat was flowing on the river, of which sat a lonely little blond boy in it and he wept loudly.  There was soft rustling along the riverbank, and moving objects that eventually came out of the bushes.  

     Amongst the men, they wore bands around their waists.  Some of them wore the conical coolie hats, while others wore black truncated caps called songkok.  On the other hand, the women wore head cloths and knee-length gowns, which were in fashion sense similar to the peasant biblical women, over the floral batik sarongs worn underneath.  They all stood together along the riverbank.

     “Kesian dia (Poor boy),” said one of the ladies, having sympathy for the boy.  

     Then in came a married Malay couple.  The man wore the black fez cap, and next to him stood his wife and their little son.  The three of them came forward to approach the boat, as it was moving towards the edge of the riverbank.   

     The woman picked up and cuddled the crying beautiful blond boy up onto her arms to hush him.  “There is no need for you to worry, child.  We are here for your care.”

     Gradually, Liam stopped crying with the given comfort.  

     She looked distinct from her fellow Austronesians since she was a gorgeous head clothed woman with jet hair, olive skin and hazel eyes.  

     “Are you Virgin Mary?” asked Liam, thinking he had met the veiled mother of Jesus.  

     Comprehending the subject of his conversation, she smiled, shook her head and replied, “No, dear child – I am Mak Puteh.” 

     Mak Puteh placed her arms around her son and Liam, holding the standing boys close to her.  Her husband also had the same attractive Mediterranean physique in him, except for his moustache and pair of brown eyes.  

     Pak Sulong was the oldest child out of two siblings in his family. He was the breadwinner to his wife and son.  Until today, no one knows where his younger sibling is.  

     Standing next to Liam was their cuddly green-eyed son with dark hair. 

     “What is your name?” Liam asked the boy his age.

     “My name is Demang,” replied olive skin boy.  “And what is your name?” 

     “My name is Liam,” he responded.

     Demang was Pak Sulong and Mak Puteh’s only child.

     Pak Sulong picked up a folded piece of paper and unfolded it.  He showed it to his wife before deciding to finally keep it to himself.

     “Nampaknya Tuhan hendak kita untuk menjaganya.  Kasihanilah dia – kerana Tuhan menyayangi mereka yang murah hati dengan anak yatim(It seems God wants us to take him into our care.  Have pity on him – for God loves those who are generous to the orphans),” said Mak Puteh.   

     After kneeling on the ground, Pak Sulong placed his hands each on Liam’s shoulders and said, “Please do not worry, child.  We shall take good care of you.  From today, you are our son.  God willing, you shall one day grow up to be a strong man defending his family’s rights.”  

     While sitting down cross-legged on the floor in the living room, the boys were reading books.  They both wore collar-boned shirts with their matching pairs of pants, in which the blonde boy wore light green whilst the chocolate-haired boy wore light blue.  Then, in came a black hair man with thick black moustache and slightly tan olive skin.  

     The man said; “Baiklah, Demang dan Megat.  Awak berdua boleh berhenti membaca buku dan ambil angin.  Tapi ingat, awak berdua mesti balik rumah sebelum maghrib (Alright, Demang and Megat.  Both of you can stop reading the books and have some fresh air.  But remember, you both must be back home before sunset).”

     “Baiklah, Bapak (Certainly, father),” replied the two boys upon agreement at the same time at the man.  

     “Bapak, Ibu, kami pergi dulu, ya (Father, mother, may we go out now)?” asked the dark hair boy to confirm their parents’ permission to take a walk out.  

     The woman replied, “Ya, anak-anakku.  Pergilah main dengan kawan-kawanmu.  Nanti kita jumpa lagi.  (Yes, my children.  Go and play with your friends.  We’ll see you later).”

     “Ya, Ibu, (Yes, mother)” said the children, and they nodded in agreement.  They bowed their heads and grasped on to the man and woman’s hands, kiss them, and, they finally left their house.

     Sometime in the afternoon, all the boys arrived at a private property.  There was a simple-built stilt house with open flap-up windows, which were supported by sticks that held them up.  In the house, a man was reciting a Malay poetry called syair with a ten years old girl.  They both have melodious voices, making the syair sound full of spiritual awe.  Syair is traditionally a paternal heritage but he had decided to pass it on to his only daughter. 

     “Selamat petang, Tok Guru (Good afternoon, Master)!” greeted the boys.  

     “Selamat petang, anak-anak,” said the man with a straight face, yet he looked fierce. “Marilah kita mulakan latihan hari ini.”  

     They were ready to begin their lessons with their silat master that afternoon.

     “Wah, Melor.  Sungguh merdu kami mendengar suara syairmu tadi (Wow, Melor.  We were greatly pleased upon hearing your sweet poetry recitation),” said Demang.  

     “Ya, Melor.  Awak bagaikan puteri bidadari di alam kayangan (Yes, Melor.  You are like an angel princess in the fairy world),” said Megat.

     “Terima kasih,” thanked Melor politely, gazing her eyes down to their flattery. 

      The lesson had then begun.  The boys and the man himself were all wearing hemmed triangular kerchiefs on their heads.  Megat, his brother, Demang, and, the others, came under the guidance of Tok Guru, who taught them the aliran (styles), which included the monyet (monkey) and harimau (tiger) forms to protect themselves against aggressive people.  Demang and Megat followed their master and learnt fast.  

    “Syabas, anak-anak.  Kajikanlah aliran-aliran tok guru itu lagi (Congratulations, children.  Keep up the good and put it into practice),” cheered their master. 

     Pak Sulong and Mak Puteh gave their applause to the boys’ wondrous skills.  

     “Melor, tolong berikan tetamu kita minuman (Melor, please serve our guests some drinks),” requested Tok Guru of the ten years old girl.

     “Baiklah, Ayah.  Sekejap lagi minumannya akan sampai (Certainly, Ayah.  The drinks will arrive shortly),” replied his optimistic and gorgeous daughter.  

     Soon, Melor served cups of water on the table where Pak Sulong and Mak Puteh were sitting at.  During the martial arts lesson, Demang grabbed Megat’s wrist with his hand.  After blocking his opponent’s advancing fist, Demang pulled it forwards, formed an arm lock upon holding onto the arm and threw him to the ground.  In the following scene, Demang attacked Megat with a pole, and Megat avoided the hit.  As an opponent, Demang threw a punch at Megat.  Megat blocked it with his left arm, and then he grabbed it with his right arm and finally arm locked around Demang’s neck.    

     A hazel-headed man with a goatee and moustache, wearing a navy blue jacket, was standing with a boy.  They were both wearing a bush hat and standing outside of their house.  The boy was pointing at something.  

     “Aim for the centre.  Are you ready?  Fire!” 

     The boy began shooting after hearing a command from the man.  One by one, the tins fell down like a domino effect.  The boy perfectly shot the six tins at the distance in front of him swiftly with his guns whilst covering one of his ears. 

     “Ned, you have outdone yourself!” congratulated Padraig on Ned’s hard work. 

     “Thank you, Pa,” Ned replied.

     Ned was then punching a stuffed rack sack.  He was boxing and he did it well.  Padraig once tried to punch Ned but he missed out.  In return, Ned threw back a hard punch and stroke Padraig quite painfully.  

     “Easy there, Ned, but well done – that’s the spirit,” said Padraig.

     A light brown hair girl was with her moustached father, her brother and his friend.  They had just walked out of a clothing shop in town.

     “Do you fancy the new gown that I bought for you today, Jane?” asked the moustached man.   

     “Yes, I surely do, for it is beautiful, father, thank you,” replied the little girl, who was about ten years old, and she then kissed the man.
    She then came forward to kiss Daniel and Abraham, “Thank you for suggesting the design.”
    “We’re family, Jane – we do our best to keep dearest sister happy,” said Daniel.

     They all spoke Queen’s English except for the curly brown hair boy with brown eyes, who conversed with a Welsh accent.  Jane admired the charming boy, Abraham Owen.  He had recently been adopted by the Hastings.
     “My dear new sister, you’re always welcome,” said Abraham.
     Catherine was the name of a governess to Jane and Daniel.  She was a proper woman, and was like a mother to them.  However, she spent more time with Jane, since that she wanted to her to become a “perfect English lady”.  Governess Catherine was testing Jane’s capability in her arts and etiquette in the living room.

     “Excellent, Ms. Hastings!  Now, I would like you to play the pianoforte for me,” said Governess Catherine.  “Music is also my delight, and I shall like to acknowledge you to be of great proficient.”

    “Jane, please stand up straight!” said Governess Catherine, noticing that Jane was slouching a little.

      Governess Catherine admired Jane’s gifted talent in the arts, and she ardently enjoyed every note plucking Jane made on the keyboard while she sang like a soprano lady.

    One day, Daniel and Abraham were at the living room chattering away about their cricket game.  Daniel’s father was not present at home since that he had to take care of some business.

    “Stand up please, gentlemen!” said Governess Catherine, who sounded like a headmistress.
After they stood up, the boys slightly bowed their heads as the two ladies entered the room.  The boys sat down at their respected seats after the females were seated.  
Jane took a walk around the Victorian manor one late afternoon, enjoying the splendorous garden, and she would sit on a bench there and read a book quietly.  On the other hand, Daniel, Abraham and their elite friends were playing cricket in the outdoor field of a local clubhouse.  

      “Gentlemen, the library will be closed in fifteen minutes.  Please get ready to pack up,” announced the school librarian, and it was fifteen to five.

Oliver said, “Thanks for sharing your family history with us, Chris. It was a good start, especially noting the White boy being an expert in Malay martial arts, and Malay girl speaking fluent English in the nineteenth century.  We hope to hear more from you.”  

     “Thanks for your time, guys.  I’ll continue the story this Friday at my house at five in the evening.  Ash – here is my home address and phone number.”

     “Thanks, Chris,” replied Ash.   

     “Cheers, Ash!” I responded, winking.

     “See you later, Chris!” the boys bade.

     “Catcha later, mates!” I responded.
     “Hi - yeah, this is Chris,” I said.  “I’m waiting here at the Platform below the library...See ya soon.  Cheerio.”  

     I then was standing in front of the school at the main gate, waiting to get picked up.

     A beautiful brown-eyed girl with light brown hair stood a few feet away from me.  She wore a uniform that consisted of a grey pinafore and long-sleeves white shirt, grey blouse, a grey blazer with yellow linings on the lapels, and, a straw hat.  

   “I’m here, my dear brother.  Come, let’s go now!”

     I heard a familiar girl’s voice and turn to my back.  It was my sister, Cindy.  She went to Kambelle.  

     I then placed my marine blue Scottish schoolbag into a boot of a cactus-green car.  

     “Hi Chris.  How was school today, darling?” asked a brown-haired woman, who was my mother.  

     “It was alright, Ibu.  We’ve been busy with a few assignments lately,” I replied.

     “How are your friends, Chris?” asked a man with reddish blond hair. 

     “Brad and Oliver are alright, Bapak.  They sent their regards to you, Bapak, Ibu and Cindy.  Anyway they will be coming over to our house this Friday.”  

     “It will be a pleasure to have them at our house,” replied the man.  “What time will they be at our house?”

     “I’m not sure about that yet, but they’ll call me up tomorrow to let me know about it,” I replied. 

     My father drove the car, and insisted the windows were to be left open, to get allow some fresh air in.
