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BOOK ONE

VALENTINE



CHAPTER ONE

The evening was loud and wild. Black clumsy clouds were driving up from
the north, lit at their edges by light from a sliver of moon. A few hazy stars
speckled the patches of sky. But it was not dark. Even when the moon was quite
gone there would be some luminescence from the restless sea because the
longest day was still only a month past. Yet it did not seem like late summer.
The sea drift was cold, the air was cold and noisy, the waves melancholy as if
waiting for autumn.

A man was climbing down the cliffs half a mile east of Wheal Leisure. He
was long-legged, and firm-footed like a cat. It was not an easy climb, for though
the rocks were of granite and would never break away, they were greasy in
places from the morning's rain. He was bare-headed, and wore some sort of tight
black jerkin, rough barragan trousers and light canvas shoes. He carried a bundle
tied to his back.

The last bit was the most difficult. If he jumped from ten feet a large sea pool
barred his way. No doubt the water would break his fall, but he would be
completely soaked and the wind was cold for the ride home. And was the pool
deep enough? A broken ankle would not be welcome. He decided to inch his
way round the edge and if he fell on his back in the water the pool's depth would
not be so important.

He edged round, missed his footing, found it again, squirmed round a big
projection, slid down two feet, jumped and landed on soft sand.

Satisfied, he got to his feet, moved to harder ground, took the bundle from
his back and untied it. It was a riding cloak and a rolled-up black felt hat. As he
put these on a voice said: 'Good eve to you.'

A tall, older man, taller even than he was. The climber dropped his hat,
swore and picked it up, shook the sand from it.

'Judas God! You gave me a fright! What are you doing here?'

'It's always wise, isn't it,’ said the older man, 'to get in the question first.
What are you doing here? You are much further from home than I am.'

'Did you know I was here?'

'No, just strolling.'

'At midnight? You were not sleepwalking, Cousin?'

'l was strolling. Then I saw your horse.'

'Damnation! I thought I had well hid him. But you could not recognize him: I



only bought Nestor last week.'

'Well - it was a nag of some quality and not many people leave their mounts
untended in the middle of the night.’

'So you concluded it was me?'

'...I thought it a possibility.'

'And what led you to this particular piece of the beach, Cousin? My
footprints were washed away.'

'T know there's a path from here up to Mingoose House. Coming down, you
lost your way.'

'T suppose I did. Judas God. Don't tell Demelza.'

'T might agree to say nothing if you stopped using her special swear word.'

'What? Is it? Why is it?"

'Because as far as I know no one else has used it before.'

'T rather fancy it.'

'Maybe.'

'It's not ladylike.'

'T agree. Are you walking back to your horse?'

'Yes.'

"Then I'll walk with you.'

The clouds had lifted a little, and as the wind bullied the men along it was
possible for them to discern more of each other. Although there was a similarity
between them - in height, in colouring, and sometimes in the voice - there were
greater areas of difference. The older man had broader shoulders, an altogether
bonier face, heavy eyelids not quite hiding direct, unquiet eyes. The younger
man had mischievous dark eyes, but they were a blue like his mother's, and
closer together.

They talked for a moment or two about the new horse, then Ross said: 'It was
an unusual way to call on the Trenegloses. Can I assume you were up to no
good?'

After a pause while they negotiated another pool. "Why should you assume
that, Cousin?'

'Isn't it most likely? The direct route to Mingoose, as you well know, is via
the upper lane that takes you to the front gates.'

'"Yes. You are entirely right.'

'And in the last two years you have given no indication that you were likely
to mend your ways.'

'Mend my ways. A quaint phrase. It might come from Sam's church.’

'Tt doesn't. It means in this instance being considerate and neighbourly. The
Trenegloses are neighbours of mine.'



'Ah, yes. Quite so.'

The wind continued to buffet them, and they staggered like drunken men.
The conversation so far had been on a bantering level, but there was a hint of
iron in Ross's voice.

'Nearly there,' said Valentine. 'T'm surprised you spotted the nag.'

'He neighed... Had you gone to Mingoose to steal something?'

'Dear Cousin, I do not like being accused of theft.’

'Since I helped you out of that scrape last year, I think I am in a privileged
position.'

'Perhaps you always were. But I have called a man out for less.’

They stopped. Ross said: "Your horse is still there. I can hear him.
Goodnight.'

'l suppose,’ Valentine said, 'T might as well confess, lest I be suspected of
worse. It has been a sort of theft, though of the gentlest sort. Do you know a
kitchenmaid, Carla May, whom Ruth recently engaged?'

'Why should I’

'Indeed, why should you? Perhaps I am younger and more susceptible, but
last week calling on Frederick for a morning's shooting I espied such a sweetly
pretty smiling face under a muslin cap that I had to make further enquiries. Her
name is Carla May. I'll swear I stole little from her that she was not willing to
give.' Ross considered this. 'How is Selina?'

'Six months forward.'

"'Well?'

'In blooming health.'

'She will not bloom so handsomely if she knows you have been seen
climbing into the back bedrooms of Mingoose.'

'That is why I took such care not to be seen!... But, seriously, Cousin...'

'Have we not been serious so far?'

'When I married her she assumed I was a saint. In spite of my affair with her
while her first husband was alive, she apparently believed I had to be faithful to
her unto death. That hope has long since gone. I told her that I crossed my
fingers in the ceremony when it came to "forsaking all others". I believe we do
not get along too badly now. So long as I exercise a little discretion. So long as
she is not privy to it.’

'This is a very close-knit community. Do you think I shall be the only Paul
Pry?'

But Valentine had not quite finished what he wanted to say. 'D'you know, my
dear Cousin, I don't really think women so very much mind if their husbands
stray, so long as they know nothing about it and so long as others know nothing



about it. It is not love that is so much injured, it is pride. It is self-esteem. It is
vanity. Love plays a small part in their sense of outrage.'

'Maybe it is the same for men. Some men. Ultimately it surely comes down
to the characters of the people involved?'

'Well done! You are learning fast.’

'Insolent puppy.'

Valentine laughed. 'Now I know I am forgiven.'

'T have nothing to forgive, except your impertinence. Make sure you don't
meet others less amenable.'

'Give me a leg-up, will you? It's a job to get any springboard on this soft
sand.’

II

Demelza was in bed when he reached Nampara, but not asleep. She was
reading a book by the light of three candles. They smiled at each other.

'Did you get wet?'

'No, the tide was ebbing quickly.’

'l thought there was a shower.'

'l missed it.'

In the candlelight she looked unchanged. In the daylight the laughter lines
round her eyes and mouth had become more noticeable, but even that detracted
very little from her fine looks. Only the glint of zest had gone from her eyes
since Jeremy's death.

Her hair, which had developed pronounced streaks of grey, was now back to
its original colour. For some years, knowing Ross's dislike of hair dye, she had
dabbed surreptitiously at various strands appearing around the ears and temples,
believing he did not notice. But last year he had returned from London with a
bottle of hair dye which had been matched to perfection because he had stolen a
lock of her hair while she was asleep. When he gave her the bottle he had said
simply: 'I don't want you to change.'

'Did you see anyone?' Demelza asked.

'Valentine.'

'Dear life. What was he about?’

'Paying attentions, I gather, to some maid in the Treneglos household called
Carla May.'

'He is - impossible."'

'Yes.'

Ross regretted he had said so much. Valentine had become rather a bone of



contention between them. Not that he felt he had broken his pledge to Valentine,
for Demelza never gossiped.

'He was on the beach?'

'Yes.'

'Dear life. On the prowl, I s'pose. And Selina six months forward.'

He sat on the bed and began to unfasten his neckcloth. 'Bella safely in bed?'

'She went up soon after you left. Ross, she thought you'd gone out because
she was practising her high notes.’

'T thought she might. I must tell her it was not so. You know how I get these
impulses to take a long walk.'

't truly was not so, then?'

He half laughed. 'She knows I am not partial to her voice. Truth to tell, I am
perhaps not very partial to women's singing at all. Except yours, because yours is
low and so easy to listen to. People say she has a good voice..."

'Far, far better than mine.'

't is certainly louder!'

'It is much admired, Ross. In Truro they thought most highly of it.'

'T know. And when Christopher comes he flatters her.'

'T don't know if you happen to have noticed, but they are in love.'

He patted her hand. 'Sarcasm does not become you. But it is a condition in
which one tends to exaggerate the talents of the person one loves.'

'T don't suppose I have often exaggerated your talents, Ross.'

He half laughed again. "There have been times, but we won't go into that. In
fact that could be taken two ways... I must say, though...'

'Well, say it.’

'T do not think Bella needs to start singing at nine o'clock at night. She'll
disturb Harry.'

'When Harry is asleep it would take a thunderbolt wake him. And, as another
point, he admires his sister.'

'Admires her? Well so do I! Very much. She is - is the most engaging of our
children. She's the most like you, except that she lacks the gentleness.'

He went to the table, opened a tin box, damped his forefinger and began to
rub his teeth with his favourite red root. Then he filled a mug from the pitcher
and rinsed his mouth out.

'Talking of daughters,’ he went on when he had finished, 'we have not had
our usual letter from Clowance. I hope nothing is amiss.'

'If I don't hear I will go this week. She was well enough last time, though still
committed to her ships. Or perhaps you should go, Ross, for a change.’

'T might if I could persuade her to sell up and come back here.’



'She seems - as I say - committed.’

'She made a loss last year.'

"That was chiefly because of the weather.'

'Hm.' He pulled on the short nightshirt that Demelza had made for him and
then slipped into bed beside her. She blew out two of the candles and put her
book on the floor beside the bed.

'T heard the first cricket tonight," she said.

'Did you? Yes, I suppose it's about time."'

'Do you want to talk?' she asked.

"You choose.'

"Then I think I'm ready for sleep.'

He kissed her and snuffed out the final candle. Except when there was
temporary war between them - and the last time was years gone - theirs was
never a perfunctory goodnight Kkiss: it was the resealing of a partnership, a
restatement of a sexual friendship.

Ross lay back on his pillow and took a deep breath of something not far from
satisfaction. Despite the tragedies and traumas of life - far away the greatest
among them the death of his elder son at Waterloo - he felt he had a deal to be
thankful for. It was of course his nature to be restive; but he often found when an
attack of what Demelza called the lurgies was pending, a long fast walk,
preferably across the beach at low tide, and preferably alone, helped to drive it
away. This had happened tonight - temporarily at least. He put his hands behind
his head and tried to think about his mines and his farm and his interests in
boatbuilding, rolling mills and banking. He was close to becoming a warm man -
though if the truth be told it was Wheal Leisure that made him warm. Wheal
Grace kept going mainly as an act of social conscience - and the other interests
were peripheral.

The curtains were drawn, but as his eyes got used to the total darkness he
found it as usual not to be total. The curtains were stirring from an inch-open
window and allowed a faint slit of light to creep into the room. One of the sash
windows was trembling slightly as the wind too tried to get in. It had in fact been
trembling for years, and he always meant to have it seen to. But perhaps if it was
stopped now they would both miss it. The sound had become part of their
sleeping lives.

Demelza said: 'Carla May.'

'What?'

'Carla May.'

'What of it? I thought you were asleep.’

'l don't know any May family in this district, do you, Ross?'



'Come to think of it, no. I knew a Captain May in America. He came from
the south-west, but I think it was Devon.'

Silence fell. Ross decided that the sash window should be attended to. He
would tell Gimlett in the morning.

He touched Demelza's shoulder. 'Why suddenly ask me this when we were
just going to sleep? What's in your mind?'

'T was just thinking, Ross. Why should Valentine volunteer the name of the
maid he was - was visiting at Mingoose?'

'l suppose he thought it added a little verisimilitude.'

'That's a silly word. But exactly...'

'What?'

'Do you really think if Valentine had been paying a love call on a maid in the
Treneglos household he would have bothered to tell you her name? He might not
even know it himself! To me it does not add very - whatever you call it to the
story. Is it not more likely that he invented the name just to convince you that
there was such a person?’

'T'm not sure that I - oh, yes, I see what you mean, but can you think of any
other possible reason why Valentine should be making an illicit entry into a
neighbour's house? Especially being Valentine. He's hardly likely to be stealing
the silver!"

'T was wondering if perhaps —just maybe — he was perhaps visiting someone
else and — and told you, invented a name, to put you off.'

'Visiting? With the same purpose?'

'Tis possible.'

Ross's mind travelled quickly over the known inhabitants of Mingoose and
which inhabitant could be the object of his desire.

'T don't see there is any possibility among the Trenegloses...'

"There's Agneta. '

'What? Agneta? Never! Why should he — how could he? She's - she's peculiar
to say the least!'

'Not that peculiar. I saw him eyeing her at the Summer races.'

'She has fits!"

'Dwight says she has grown out of them.'

'All the same. She is not like the rest of us. Ruth was very worried about her
at one time. If you were to have said Davida...'

'T know. But we were all at Davida's wedding, and she is safely living at
Okehampton. And Emmeline has recently joined the Methodists.'

Ross struggled with his thoughts. As sometimes happened, he remembered
with a sense of grievance, Demelza was capable of pricking him with a little



thorn of disquiet just when he was preparing to compose himself for sleep. That
this was his own fault for breaking his word to Valentine did not disperse his
displeasure.

'Do you always think the worst of Valentine?'

'Not think the worst, Ross; fear the worst perhaps.'

'God, if he fathers a brat on her there'll be Hell to pay!

'Something Ruth said to me once makes me think that is unlikely... But I
may be altogether in the wrong - I mean about Valentine and Agneta. Twas a
speculation I should maybe have kept to myself.'

'Maybe you should.’

Ross seldom saw Agneta Treneglos, but he remembered she was the only
dark one of the family: tall and sallow and a good figure but with errant eyes and
lips that told you she had too many teeth waiting to be exposed.

His irritation moved from Demelza to Valentine, where it more properly
belonged. Confound the boy. (Boy indeed: he was twenty-four.) Valentine was
the unquiet spirit of the neighbourhood, one who could become regarded as the
scourge if he continued on his present way. Ross uncomfortably remembered
that his own father had had somewhat similar characteristics.

He did not notice any such wildness in the Warleggan family, to whom
Valentine technically belonged. And Selina six months forward, producing a
child after three years... There were rumours, which Dwight refused to confirm,
that she had slit her wrists after one of her husband's love affairs.

Ross could tell that Demelza had gone to sleep. You could hear the regular
tick-tick of her breathing. He was peevishly tempted to dig her in the ribs and
demand that she continue the conversation.

But, on the whole, he decided not.



CHAPTER TWO

Clowance had no good reason for not having written, but she had been busy
all week, and on the Saturday, which was the day on which she usually wrote,
Harriet Warleggan had pressed her to go to Cardew for 'a little party'.

Since Stephen's death and the bitter disillusion that had come to be a part of
her grief, she had concentrated her mind on keeping his little shipping business -
literally - afloat. Tim Hodge, the fat, middle-aged, swart seaman who had
become Stephen's right-hand man in the last adventure, had stayed on and now
managed that part of the business which it was less appropriate for a woman to
become involved in. He also commanded the Adolphus. Sid Bunt continued to be
in charge of the Lady Clowance, and was entirely efficient in his little coastal
runs.

This May Jason, Stephen's son, had returned to Bristol. With his share in
Stephen's lucky privateering adventure, and part of Clowance's larger share, he
had a modest amount of capital and thought to go into partnership with friends in
Bristol. Clowance missed him but at heart was glad he had gone. Some of his
ways reminded her too much of Stephen, and his presence, every time she saw
him, was a reminder of the fact that she had never been legally married to
Stephen because his first wife had been alive at the time. Although the bitter
taste of Stephen's bigamy, the flavour of his betrayal, had grown less rancid as
the months turned into years, it was still there. Yet the person she of course most
greatly missed was Stephen himself. Whatever his faults, his personality had
been strong and pervasive, at times engagingly frank and at times fiercely
loving. With Jason no longer in Penryn she found it easier to ignore the
memories of Stephen's faults and to remember him with loving grief.

She had remained living in the cottage where she and Stephen had spent all
their married life. The big house Stephen planned had been only part-built at the
time of his accident. It still remained unfinished, waiting for someone else to buy
it, a monument to the vagaries and the uncertainty of life.

In the time since Stephen's death she had seen only a few of her family and
friends, and of the latter she saw most of George Warleggan's wife. Clowance
was certain that it was under Harriet's pressure that Sir George had come to an
agreement with Hodge for the regular shipping of cement from the Warleggan
quarries in Penryn by Adolphus. This was one of the contracts Stephen had
angled for but never achieved. It was a great help for a tiny shipping line to have



a regular commission.

So on a rainy afternoon in September Clowance went to the little party. She
found as she had rather expected that Harriet's idea of a small party was relative,
there being about thirty guests.

Harriet gave her parties when hunting was out of season, and Clowance's
only surprise was that this was not quite the typical gaming group. True, there
was a backgammon table and a roulette table, but three smaller tables were set
out for whist, and at least half the guests Clowance had never seen before.

The one who made the most impression on Clowance was a Mr Prideaux, a
fair-haired man probably in his late twenties, scrupulously dressed, tall and thin,
and holding himself very erect, with small spectacles which he took on and off
constantly to play cards. He had been in the West Indies, she learned during
early refreshments, had been ill and sent home.

By some fell arrangement it turned out that she was to be partnered by Mr
Philip Prideaux at the whist table. Their opponents were Mr Michael Smith and
Mrs Polly Codrington, whom Valentine had once had an affair with.

Things went fairly well for a while; then at the end of one hand Mr Prideaux
looked over the top of his glasses and said: 'If you had returned my lead,
partner...'

'T did not have any more clubs,' said Clowance.

'‘But you followed...". He stopped.

'Once. No more. I led a diamond, hoping that you might have the ace.’

'T had the king, which was taken by Mr Smith's ace.

'Tt established my queen.’

'But you never made it.'

'No. As it happened, no. They were too strong in trumps. I had a lot of
useless diamonds.'

'Wish I had, darling,' said Polly Codrington, looking at her ringless fingers,
and laughing.

Philip Prideaux glanced at the speaker in slight distaste, as if it were an off-
colour joke. Then he said to Clowance: 'Did you not have two clubs?'

'No.'

The game proceeded. After a while the tables broke up and were reformed. It
was a sultry afternoon, and when the rain stopped the windows were opened to
give more air. Clowance went to one and looked out at the hedges of topiary and
the sweeping lawns. She had lost four guineas. She hoped the odious Mr
Prideaux had lost the same.

Dusk was now falling. A cluster of deer was scarcely visible against the
darkening woods.



'Mrs Carrington.'

She turned.

'Mr Prideaux.' He had taken off his glasses.

'Mrs Carrington, I thought it was incumbent on me to apologize.'

She looked her surprise, but did not speak. He had quite large brown eyes
which were unusually deep for such fair hair.

'It was inexcusable of me to reprimand you on the play of a hand.’

'Was that a reprimand? I did not take it so." Not quite true, but for the
moment she was prepared to temporize.

'Whether you had two clubs or one...

'T had one.'

'Just so. It was not courteous of me to draw attention to your mistake...'

'It was not a mistake.'

He coughed. 'T am expressing this badly. Perhaps I should start again. I
wanted to explain that in Jamaica I was accustomed to playing in all-male
company, and the remark - my remark - slipped out. Genteel card parties such as
this are - are unusual for me. A delightful change, I may say. I hope you will
allow me to express my regret.’

'T hope you had better fortune with your second partner.'

'She was not so young or so charming. But yes, I came out the winner on the
afternoon.’

What a pity, she thought. What a great pity.

'May I take it that you will accept my apology?' he asked.

"Your apology for rebuking me or for rebuking me wrongly?'

He swallowed something. 'For rebuking you, Mrs Carrington. In any case it
was something that ill becomes a gentleman.’

'If you think it necessary to apologize, then I am happy to accept it.’

'"Thank you." He did not move away.

'Lady Harriet tells me you are a widow, Mrs Carrington.'

'Yes.'

'And do you live near?'

'In Penryn. And you, Mr Prideaux?'

'T am staying a week or so with the Warleggans. Lady Harriet's eldest brother
is a friend of my father.'

George had just put in an appearance. At fifty-nine he had lost a little of the
excess weight which had threatened him in his middle years. His face had
thinned and become more like his father's, though granitic in colour rather than
red. Coming in, he was gracious to all, but without altogether dissipating the
formidable impression of his character and nature. The two great boar hounds



looked up, silently inspected him, came to the conclusion that regrettably he was
part of the household, and then went to sleep again. When some two years ago
twin daughters had been born to him some cynic had remarked that if they had
been boys they would more properly have been christened Castor and Pollux.

'Mrs Carrington.'

'Yes.'

'T believe supper is about to be served. Would you do me the honour of
allowing me to take you in?'

As they went in Harriet was talking to George, but as Clowance passed by on
the arm of Mr Prideaux Harriet closed a conspiratorial eye at her.

A monstrous suspicion formed in the breast of Mrs Carrington. Whenever
they met Harriet urged Clowance to go out more, to see new faces, to mix
among her friends, not to spend all her life organizing and scheming for her
potty little ships. Was this some infernal machination to embroil her with a new
man? If so, she had a fat chance with this one.

Just then Paul Kellow came by. 'Clowance!' He squeezed her hand. 'I have
lost my wife. Have you seen her?'

'Yes, I think she just went upstairs.'

'How are you? You look as bonny as ever.'

Paul had not changed, though since his marriage to Mary Temple his
circumstances had. The Temples owned property near Probus, and Paul was
living in the dower house with his wife and managing the estate, which
contained profitable slate quarries, for his father-in-law. Paul was ever smart,
ever sleek, with lank but carefully trimmed black hair, slim, elegant, detached.
No one, certainly not George, would ever have guessed that Paul was the one
surviving member of the trio who had robbed Warleggan's coach six years ago.
Of the three, only he had prospered. Yet his prosperity, though tangible enough,
hardly seemed to have touched his personality. He was a difficult young man to
know.

She enquired after his sister.

'Daisy? She's well enough in her hectic way. Coughing lightly.'

'Don't say that!"

"True, my dear. First Dome, then Violet. Next Daisy. The curse of the
Kellows.'

"You are joking.'

'T hope so. But a few years ago I had three pretty sisters. Now one only -
whom I tried to link up with Jeremy, and failed. She hasn't been quite the same
since he was killed. And she coughs.'

'T - haven't seen her since the summer.'



'T go over once a week. You know my father has sold his coaching business?'

'T'd heard; but...'

'Tt wasn't practical to carry on without me. We got a very good price, sold
just at the right time..."

Clowance glanced past him and saw his wife coming down the stairs. In the
flickering candlelight she seemed to bear a striking resemblance to Paul's dead
sister, Violet. Then as the candles shaded, Mary came towards them and
Clowance saw how wrong she was.

Wrong? Yes. But there was a similarity of figure, of colouring. Did men
sometimes marry women who looked like their mothers? Their sisters?
Clowance knew that Harriet thought she was grieving too long for Stephen, and
since Harriet did not know the whole story - the sad mixture of disillusion that
went with Clowance's grief-that was understandable.

Few also knew of, though a few suspected, her distaste for Jeremy's widow,
Cuby. The relationship between Jeremy and Clowance had been very close -
much closer than an ordinary sibling friendship - a deep affection and affinity
almost always disguised as banter. Jeremy had tried to protect her from Stephen
until he was completely convinced of Stephen's sincerity. Then he had met
Cuby, and Clowance thought only she had been fully aware of his total
commitment, an absorption compared with which no one else in the world
mattered. Well, that was all right as far as it went.

But she had seen his utter distress, amounting sometimes, she felt, almost to
collapse, when Cuby had cold-bloodedly accepted the fact that her family
desired her to marry Valentine Warleggan. It had almost changed his nature and
in the end induced him to join the army to get away from Cornwall and forget
Cuby Trevanion. What Clowance could not forget was that had it not been for
Cuby Jeremy might still be alive. She often wondered how her mother and father
could continue to accept her. Was it on account of Noelle, their granddaughter?

Philip Prideaux had said something as they sat down at the dining table.

'Please?’

'T was asking you, ma'am, whether you frequently go to card parties?’

'Very seldom. As a child I used to play whist with my brother. Then more
lately I took it up again to please my husband, who was very fond of it.'

'Am I right that he was in the Oxfordshires and fell at Waterloo?'

'No, that was my brother. My husband died less gloriously - in a riding
accident.'

'Oh, I am sorry. Clearly I did not attend properly to what Lady Harriet told
me.'
Clearly he had not. 'Why should you be interested?'



'T was not then. I am now. So you have suffered a double blow. I am - very
deeply sorry.'

"Thank you.'

Clowance picked delicately at the chilled lemon soufflé. She said more
lightly: 'T was pleased to play whist with my husband because it kept him from
the other gaming tables where more might be won or lost.'

'He was a gambler?’

'Are not all men?'

He smiled. It was more genuine than the polite curling of the lips she had
seen before. 'l have known many women who have gambled just as rashly as
men.'

Your experience of the world, Mr Prideaux, must greatly exceed mine.'

He coughed his little cough. "That I should rather doubt, ma'am. I have led a
restricted life. From school I went straight to the Royal Military College at
Marlow and thence into the King's Dragoon Guards. After Waterloo I was sent
to garrison Jamaica with a regiment of the line, until I was discharged in
disgrace and so came home.'

'Disgrace?’

'A fever is a disgrace if you cannot throw it off.'

'Were you at Waterloo?'

'"Yes. It was a great occasion - something to recall all one's life - though too
many good men fell.'

'Yes,' said Clowance fervently. This was a new view of Waterloo - a great
occasion! Merciful God! 'Do you intend to return to the army when you are
better?'

'No. As I mentioned, I find the life very limiting, narrow.'

'How shall you broaden it?'

'T hope...". He broke off as venison pie was served. Clowance sipped her
French wine.

"You hope...'

'Ah,' he said, putting on his ridiculous glasses. 'Yes, but I am talking too
much about myself. What of your life, Mrs Carrington? Have you children?'

'No. My husband started a small shipping business. Mainly coastal trade.
Since he died I have tried to keep it going.'

'Successfully, I'm sure.'

'It is not easy. Trade has been so uncertain since the end of the war. And
what do you hope, Mr Prideaux? Or perhaps it's not Mr Prideaux?'

'l was a captain. But am no longer.'

'Do you not wish to retain your rank?'



'It is immaterial. I told Harriet I would prefer to drop it.'

"That seems strange to me. Is it not something to be proud of?'

'A captaincy. Possibly. I think I struggle with undercurrents in my own
nature.'

'Before he was knighted," Clowance said, 'my father was always known as
Captain Poldark. But that was not so much because he had been a captain in the
Army as because he was captain of a mine. That ranks as more important in
Cornish eyes.'

The young man smiled. 'I am part Cornish. I have cousins at Padstow. I
fancy I should like to stay in the county for a year or two.'

"You are a free agent?'

'T have parents in Devon and two sisters. But I want to make my own way in
the world." He had long bony fingers to match his long bony frame. Now and
then they trembled.

'But not in the Army?’

'Not in the Army. There are more interesting ways of living one's life.'

Clowance's attention was drawn away by the man on her other side, and for a
while no more was said between them.

Then he said: "Your father is a Member of Parliament, Mrs Carrington?'

'Was. He resigned last year.'

'But still, I believe, a man of affairs.'

'l don't know how you would define a man of affairs. He has certainly led an
adventurous life.'

'T should like to meet him sometime.'

After a moment she said: "You spoke of more interesting professions.'

'Er... You mean for myself? Well, I have an intense interest in archaeology.
Cornwall is full of prehistoric remains. My father has a small property near
Penzance. It is at present unoccupied and I thought I might be able to persuade
him to rent it to me for a year or two.'

IT

At the door as she left Harriet patted her arm. 'I see you found much in
common with my young Mr Prideaux.’

Clowance said: 'Harriet, you are a monster.'

'Why ever? It is time you found somebody else.’

'Heaven forfend that I should look kindly on Mr Prideaux!'

'He is not at all a disagreeable fellow. He grows on one.'

'T don't think he would grow on me, dear Harriet.'

'He's unmarried. He appears to be clean-living and house-trained. He is a



cousin of the influential Prideaux-Brune family. My brother, who knows his
father, sends a good report of him. I do not find him unattractive.'

Clowance kissed her hostess. 'Chacun a son goiit.'

'Don't you like those long limbs?'

'T am not taken by his arrogance. I am not taken by his condescension. And
those glasses. Sorry, my dear. Your intentions, I'm sure, were strictly
honourable.'

'So would his be, I've no doubt, if given the chance. Will you come again
next week?'

'Will he be there?'

'l can't guarantee that he will not be.'

Tl think on it. But thank you. You're so kind.'

'And you are a horrible girl. I don't know why I bother... Seriously, I think
good comes of this sort of meeting. It is a challenge, abrasive or seductive.
When you get home you will no doubt think of him.'

'Possibly.'

'It's good to have someone new to think about - if not with loving thoughts,
then with irritation.'

I11

The next morning Valentine Warleggan called to see her. It was a great
surprise. She had been about to leave for the little office in the Strand at
Falmouth where she conducted most of her business affairs, and Valentine,
almost as lean and bony as Philip Prideaux, raised his eyebrows when he saw the
case of papers she was carrying.

He kissed her.

"You are on your way out, Cousin? I am come at the wrong moment.'

"The right moment,' said Clowance, 'else I could have missed you. Pray come
in.'

They went in, and she explained her mission to meet Sid Bunt sometime in
the forenoon, the Lady Clowance having berthed last night. Valentine answered
questions about Selina's wellbeing. She thought: perhaps it is because his eyes
are just a little too close together that he is less than good-looking. Yet many
women found him irresistible.

He said: "You're sure your business with Bunt can wait an hour? It is in a
sense a little business that I have come to see you on, cousin. Or it might be. It
concerns a certain vessel called - or potentially called - the Lady Carrington.’

Tt is still on the stocks,' said Clowance.

'T gather so.'



'And a long way from being finished. At least, finished in the way Stephen
wanted it finished. The hull is complete, and the cabin and bulwarks, though the
cabin is just a shell. Stephen had ordered Canadian red pine for the masts and
yards - he said it was the best - they had come before he died, but I don't think
they have ever been raised. Whether Bennett's still have them or whether they've
been used for some other vessel I don't know.'

'Did you pay for them?'

'T - I think so. I haven't had the will to go down to the yard myself. I'll ask
Bunt to go, if you want to know."

Tm sure if you paid for them they will still be there. The Bennetts are
Quakers.'

Clowance stared out at the sunlit day, then turned to look at Valentine
sprawled in her best chair.

'Is this of some special interest to you, Valentine?'

'T thought if you were not wishing to proceed with it I might like to buy it.’

'Oh?'

"You're surprised at this new interest of mine? Well, it is not altogether a new
interest. I have had a part share in a vessel for some time. She is called - was
called - the Adelaide. A clinker-built lugger, two-masted, smaller than the ship
Stephen planned, but sturdy enough for most seas and shallow-drafted for the
coastal trade.'

She still felt it was a new interest for her cousin. His long legs were stretched
out and the tight twill trousers he was wearing showed the curvature of the left
leg, legacy of the rickets he had had as a child.

'What happened to her?'

'Who?'

"The Adelaide. You spoke of her in the past tense.’

He grimaced. 'She ran aground on Godrevy and became a total wreck.'

"The crew?'

Valentine yawned. 'They got ashore.’

'Were you aboard?'

'Merciful God, no! I don't sail in these things.'

Clowance smiled. 'So you - you want a replacement?’

'Yes.'

'The Lady Carrington is only part-finished. I would not know what to ask for
her.'

'Could be settled. If you cannot find the receipted bills among Stephen's
effects, the boatyard will know. Total these up and add twenty per cent for your
profit...'



Privately Clowance had been eking out the prize money that Stephen had
left, but giving Jason a large part of it had reduced her capital. The house
remained unfinished and no one seemed to want to make an offer for it. The
boat, which had been half-built, had similarly attracted no interest.

'Are you going to go into competition with me?’

'No, Cousin. I have no such thoughts." As she did not speak, he went on: 'l
am a north coast man these days, and landfalls among all those cliffs are hard to
find. There is virtually nothing between St Ives and Padstow. Trevaunance Cove,
which I look down on, is a death trap, and St Ann's has its harbour wall breached
every second year... Basset's Cove, a little further west, is better than many
suppose. Coal has been brought in there from Wales for years without serious
mishap.’

'And you wish to go into the coal trade?'

'No.' Valentine wrinkled his nose at the thought. 'I want to cut in on the trade
with Ireland. At present Padstow has a monopoly.'

She got up. The room was too small to pace up and down in, but she felt the
need for a moment or two to think.

'Stephen said once that there were more Irishmen in Padstow than in
Rosslare.'

Valentine laughed. 'Ask your friend Hodge to work it out on your behalf with
Bennett's. I hope it will not come to more than about three hundred guineas
because I estimate it will cost me about another two hundred to get her finished
and ready for sea.'

'Yes,' said Clowance thoughtfully.

Valentine eyed her for a moment or two. 'l seldom see you at Nampara these
days. You seem addicted to your little home in Penryn.'

'Oh, I come sometimes.'

"Tell me, is your reluctance in any way bound up with the possible presence
there of Jeremy's widow?'

She flushed. 'T do not think there is any reluctance on my part. It is just that I
am very busy looking after the two vessels.'

Valentine continued to eye her. 'Cuby is quite an agreeable young woman,
you know. Once upon a time I nearly married her.'

'Did you?' said Clowance, using irony for a change. 'Well, well.’

'‘But it's all so long ago, isn't it? What, four - five years? It seems much
longer. Anyway, all that time is long past. Bygones be bygones etcetera.'

Clowance said: "Valentine, I cannot see any reason why I should not sell the
lugger to you if you wish to buy it. The extra money would not be unwelcome.'

'Good.'



Then she decided to take the attack to him for a change. I confess I am
surprised.'

'Why?'

'Well...you are married to a lady of means. I did not know you would be
interested in owning a vessel. You have your new mine. Have you discussed all
this with Selina?'

'So far she knows nothing of it." When Clowance raised her eyebrows,
'Cousin, I have an active mind. And although you say Selina has means, she has
two stepdaughters to launch in the world, and her means are not inexhaustible.
Anyway I prefer to make my own way in the world.'

A laudable sentiment which would have carried more conviction if his
expression had been less ironical.

'Very well,' said Clowance. 'Hodge is at sea, but is due in tomorrow. As soon
as I see him I will ask him to go and discuss it with Bennett's. Will you want to
employ them to finish the boat to their specifications?'

'T might want some alterations, but they can do the job if we agree what they
would charge me.’

Clowance rose again, and he got up too and went to the door. 'One thing,
Valentine. I do not think Lady Carrington, if you don't mind. Why not Lady
Selina?'

'T'll think on it,' said Valentine.



CHAPTER THREE

The following week an unexpected visitor arrived at Nampara - that is to say,
he was unexpected to everyone except Isabella-Rose.

By this time Isabella-Rose was sixteen - or nearly seventeen, as she preferred
to say. In the three years since Waterloo she had grown taller and come more to
resemble her father, with a strong nose and high cheekbones. Yet in general
looks and in her person she was as feminine as ever and had a slim sturdiness of
figure that was particularly becoming. She had lost some of her girlish habits but
none of her enthusiasm or relish in life, and, contrary to general expectation,
none of her interest in Christopher Havergal.

They had seen each other quite rarely since their separation at the end of
1815, but in April of this year she had seen him an additional time when Ross
had gone to London on business and taken her with him. Their correspondence
had continued almost weekly.

As the visitor got down from his horse, careful to disentangle his artificial
foot from the stirrup before dismounting, Bella came scuttering out of the house
and embraced him. Demelza, looking up from talking to Harry, observed
through the window that there was no hesitant formality on either side.

Christopher's blond moustache was still much in evidence, but he was
wearing his hair shorter than he had in the Army. He had found employment in
the City with Nathan Rothschild, which suggested he was financially in a
comfortable position, but the fact that he was not a Jew would be a likely bar to
his promotion.

Looking at him, Demelza knew she had to keep her maternal instincts in
check. In spite of his dashing looks and his sophistication he always seemed to
her to be alone in the world. She knew his mother was dead and that he was
estranged from his father; he never spoke of his family and, with the handicap of
his artificial foot, one had to be careful not to look on him as the little boy lost.

It was a surprisingly quiet supper, and Demelza with her acute perception
was aware of an element of tension. The only talkative person was Harry, who
was now nearly six and had been allowed specially to stay up because his friend
Christopher had arrived. Ross had just returned from an encounter with
Valentine, and tended to be absentminded. The two young people looked at each
other a lot but were unusually unconversational. Then, towards the end of the
meal, Demelza's perceptions were justified. Christopher asked if he might have a



serious talk with his hosts - after he had fulfilled his promise to see Henry to
bed.

Demelza glanced at Ross, who said: 'Of course. Nine o'clock?’

"Thank you, sir.’

Soon after nine they were in the parlour. Ross poured a glass of brandy for
Christopher and himself, a port for Demelza, an orange juice for Bella, who for
the last half year had been taking no spirits.

Christopher sipped his drink then took a large gulp, as if, Demelza thought,
he was seeking Dutch courage. His glance as he put the glass down met
Demelza's and he half smiled.

'Sir Ross. Lady Poldark. I do not know how to begin, but it cannot have
escaped your notice that for more than three years I have been in love with your
daughter.’

'No,' said Ross. 'It has not.'

'When she was so very young I knew - Lady Poldark made this clear - that an
attachment, a formal engagement was out of the question. I have accepted that.
Until now I have accepted that. But I would like to ask now for your daughter's
hand in marriage. I would like you to be so very kind as to consider it. But
before you answer,' he hastened on, 'l have something else to say. I - I have
always had a tremendous admiration for her singing voice. I know she is taking
lessons twice a week in Truro. A - a Mrs Hudson, I think..."

'Hodgson,' said Bella.

'Hodgson. Twice a week. This is probably the best tuition available in
Cornwall. But as she approaches seventeen she would greatly benefit from more
intensive tuition from a better qualified teacher. Now I have to tell you - with
apology - of a little subterfuge that took place when Bella came to London...'

'T must tell this, Christopher,' said Bella. She turned to her father. 'Papa, you
must not blame Miss Armitage, whom you employed to companion me. I
pretended to her that I wanted to go to Oxford Road, so we walked up that way
and by design met Christopher. Miss Armitage was indignant, but when she
heard we were only going to Marlborough Street to try out my singing voice she
reluctantly came with us...'

Christopher said: 'I took her to a Dr Fredericks. You may have heard of him?
He has coached many of the best singers of the day. He only takes a pupil who,
in his view, may become a top singer. He has high charges and he picks and
chooses with great care.'

"This was all rather deceitful,' said Demelza, but interested in spite of herself.

'T know, Lady Poldark. And I ask your pardon again. If - if there is any
excuse for the deceit perhaps it lies in Dr Fredericks's opinion. He says Isabella-



Rose has an exceptional voice.'

'Indeed.’

'Yes, sir. He says he would accept her as a pupil at any time.'

'But in London?'

"Yes, sir, in London. His school is in London.'

Ross finished his brandy, poured another, offered the decanter to
Christopher, who hesitated, then shook his head. He was susceptible to drink and
at the moment needed a very clear head.

'What are you suggesting?'

Christopher coughed into his fist. '‘Bella will be seventeen in February. If she
were betrothed to me, it would be a privilege to take care of her in London. I
would be happy to pay her fees at the school. Of course you would decide where
she would lodge. But I know two highly respectable ladies who keep a lodging
house in St Martin's Lane, and possibly..."' He paused and looked at his listeners.

'Go on,' said Ross.

'Well, sir, that is my proposal. I shall be happy to elaborate on it, but I did
not want you to feel that I was attempting to have everything cut and dried,
without first having your permission to discuss it.'

Demelza glanced at her daughter and knew at once that in Bella's mind, at
least as far as the proposition went, everything was indeed cut and dried.

Ross finished his second glass of brandy. This man, this Dr Somebody or
Other, did he really have such a high opinion of Bella's voice? It was fine to sing
out at a party and have others join in. Even as a small girl she had had this very
strong singing voice (sometimes Ross called it privately her shouting voice).
Lots of people enjoyed it: they were impressed by its loudness and clarity; but
they were friends, it would come natural to praise such a precocious talent. Dear
Bella. Such fun. How she sings! 'Ripe Sparrergras’ and "The Barley Mow'.
Remarkable.

But a top professional? Was this doctor as much of a leading teacher as
Havergal claimed? If he were not he might need pupils, and how better to gain
an extra one than by exaggerating her talents? Isabella-Rose was a lovable but
headstrong girl, and gullible. No doubt Havergal was sincere in all he said, but
she could not be allowed to do all this simply on his assurances. If Bella were
allowed to swallow the bait she might make a partial success of a singing career,
in a couple of years become a member of some shoddy touring company,
appearing for a week in Glasgow, a week in Newcastle. Even if she had as much
talent as they thought, she would have to begin that way. Ross knew that seedy
actors and their touring companies were not a thing he wanted his daughter to
become involved in. This perhaps was too sour a view: Christopher had a little



money and, if he truly loved Bella, would not permit her to live the life of a
second-rate mummer. (But what of the heartbreak of expecting to be a star - and
failing?)

What if she were a success?

"You speak of betrothal,’ Ross said. 'Betrothal leads to marriage.'

'Indeed, sir. But that could wait on events. I have waited three years. It would
depend on how her singing career progressed. Obviously marriage is what we
should want, but consideration of it could be delayed for a while.'

Ross hesitated. Then he looked at Demelza. Oh, wisest of women, what
would she say now?

Demelza said: 'T would like another glass of port."'

IT

That morning Ross had been to call on Dwight and Caroline. He had taken
one of a new batch of cheeses Demelza had made; this was only an excuse, but it
served. They had chatted amiably for an hour or so; he had refused an invitation
to dinner and left about noon. On his way home he had met Valentine.

Well shod, well mounted, well dressed, Valentine had raised his crop in
salutation.

'Well met, Cousin. I was thinking of coming to see you later today. May I
join you on your way home?'

Their horses ambled together.

'T visited Clowance last week,' Valentine said.

'How was she?'

'As pretty as ever. I think she has almost got over her bereavement.'

'Her double bereavement.'

'Indeed. I notice Demelza has not yet.'

'Not yet. I doubt if Clowance has, but you're right; she is better.'

'T went to see her, Cousin, to propose that I should buy from her the part-
finished vessel that Stephen had laid down the month before he met with his
accident.'

'Oh?" Ross looked at his blue-eyed young relative. "You surprise me.'

'T think I surprised her. Nevertheless she agreed to the sale. Work will
commence next week; the boat should be ready soon after Christmas.'

Ross said: 'The Adelaide, I'm told, was a total wreck.'

'Ah, so you know about my interest then. There is little in this district that
goes unremarked.’

'T'm told it carried illicit goods.'

'It did in part. Only in part. A few tubs of brandy now and then, a roll or two



of silk, a box or two of tea.'
'And tin?"
'What?'

"Tin.'

'Well, yes, now you mention it. The vessel could hardly sail from these
shores in ballast.'

'It sailed to Ireland?’

'Yes. It was convenient for us and convenient for them.'

'For the French?'

'Yes. The Irish make little that we need.’

'Whiskey?'

Valentine laughed. 'Of a sort. Smoky stuff. But the French do not mind
coming that far if there is profit in it. And although there is some Custom watch
on our north coast, it is mainly concentrated on the south.'

'Not all,’ said Ross, remembering well.

'So,' said Valentine, 'as we have lost the Adelaide, 1 thought it would be a
simple matter to replace her with the Lady Selina.'

'Advertisement of your connection?'

'Tt was just a thought. If you think of a better name, pray suggest it.'

'Valentine, why are you telling me all this?'

"You have experience of the trade.’

Ross smiled grimly. "That was all before you were born. And it was chiefly
when I was in some financial need. You can hardly say that of yourself.'

'T have precious little money, except Selina's, which of course is now mine.
And into that I have already made far too many inroads.'

'So you want to make money?'

'Who does not?'

'By acting beyond the confines of the law.’

'If necessary.'

They passed Sawle Church. A few women were about, heads bent, dark
shawled, chiefly round the well.

Ross said: 'l am in no position to preach, Valentine. But from what you have
said I take it that your exports could be more valuable than your imports - they
clearly carry the greater hazard.'

'Why?'

"You must know half Cornwall is waiting to buy your brandy, your silks,
your tobacco. In following that trade you have almost everyone on your side.
But in shipping raw tin out of the county you are stepping on unpopular ground.



The Society of Associated Tinners is not to be overlooked. And there are a
number of influential figures in the county connected with the Coinage Halls of
Truro, Helston and Penzance.'

Valentine shrugged. 'It is the outgoing cargo where lies the profit. Did you
care for the risk when you needed money?'

'T did not need money for women or to pay off gambling debts. But no...the
risk was worth taking. And we did not export tin.'

"Ten tons of the crude stuff will fetch seven hundred pounds. That shows a
massive profit.'

'T can believe.'

The horses had come to a stop. From here you could see Fernmore, where
Mr and Mrs Kellow and Daisy still lived in a sort of poverty-stricken gentility.
(It was rumoured that Paul helped them.) You could also see the chimney of
Wheal Grace, and in the distance that of Wheal Leisure. Nampara was still out of
sight in the valley.

Valentine pushed his hat back to allow the wind to cool his forehead. 'D'you
remember when you and your cousin Francis went into partnership to develop
Wheal Grace?'

'Indeed. But you cannot. It's thirty-odd years ago.'

'My mother told me about it once. It was a great success.'

'In the end. But Francis died in it.'

'T know. But it was, I would have thought, a very suitable sort of partnership.'

'While it lasted, yes.' Feeling he was being a little curt, Ross added: 'Francis
and I had a friendly relationship. We had played together a lot as boys. Then he
married the girl I was in love with, your mother, and that soured our friendship.
Later we - came together again. But you must know all this. It is part of our
family lore. Have you some reason for bringing up Francis's name?'

'l simply meant that we too have a - friendly relationship. If different... It
occurred to me that you might fancy joining me in this new little adventure with
the vessel that is about to be launched.’

Ross stared. "You can't be serious.'

'Why not? You have had a somewhat lurid past. Do you not find your too
respectable life nowadays a small matter tedious?'

Ross laughed, but grimly. 'T am fifty-eight - an old man. The last time I had
any connections with the trade was when I sanctioned the use of Nampara Cove
for the traders to use. Even then I only played a passive part in it. And that was -
let's see - that was '93, twenty-five years ago.'

Valentine was not to be deterred. "Yet your life, my dear cousin, has been full
of action, vivid adventure, even since then. I envy you. And although at fifty-



eight many men are stertorous, pot-bellied, dropsical sots with no further interest
than to sit by the fire like flatulent pug dogs waiting to be fed, you are still lean
and long and strong, and at heart longing for adventure. Are you not? Be honest.
I thought it might be appropriate if we joined forces, just as you and Francis did.’

'And what, may I ask, is there to be gained - I mean, gained by you - in this
extraordinary suggestion?'

'Money, financial backing, the benefit of your wide experience, and the
advantage of working with a close relative, and a man of my own class.'

'Had you not better invite your half-brother, Francis's son? You are nearer of
an age.'

'Geoffrey Charles? No. Nor would 1.

"You grew up together - at least in the same household. He's at a loose end.’

'Not now. He's studying law. When we were young together there was too
much of a difference. And you speak of being nearer of an age. Ten years when
you are growing up is an enormous gap. Then when our mother died he hardly
came home at all.'

"You are neighbours now.'

'Indeed, and he has a handsome little Spanish wife I would be happy to get
my hands on... But his long time in the Army has changed him. Nowadays he
would always, most tiresomely, be on the side of the law.’

They had ambled as far as the decline leading to Nampara Combe. You
could hear the thin hissing of the wind like running water through the wheat
stalks, under the black clouds and the hot sun peering.

'Well,' said Valentine, 'this is as far as I shall come.'

'Where do you intend to operate from?'

'What? Oh, my little shipping activities?'

'Yes.'

'Officially, Padstow to Rosslare and return. As we have been doing with the
Adelaide until she foundered. Straightforward, and all above board, as you might
say.'

'And below board?'
'Ha. We call in on the way there and back. Basset's Cove, chiefly. Isolated,
and a moderately safe haven on this damned inhospitable coast.'

'T wondered what you were doing running aground near Godrevy. But have a
care not merely for rocks. Basset's Cove is not entirely unpopulated. There are a
few cottages. And whispers sometimes get to the wrong ears.'

'It's a chance one takes, Cousin. This county thrives on whispers.'

Ross hesitated. 'Talking of whispers, are you by any chance becoming over-
friendly with Agneta Treneglos?'



Valentine bent to pat his horse's neck. "Where did that come from?'

"The whisper? Does it matter? If it is not true.'

'How can one judge what is over-friendly? I have seen quite a little of the
dear girl of late. She misses Horrie. She lacks young company.'

'She has younger sisters.'

'Male company. I find her interesting.

"The other night when you were returning from Mingoose House...'

'Oh, that was my little kitchenmaid. Can't recall her name for the moment..."

'Carla May?'

'How brilliant of you to remember, Cousin.'

'So long as you do not confuse that name with the name of Agneta.’

'Tt seems unlikely, don't it?'

't is for you to say. Her father is an unagreeable person if crossed. Years ago
Francis, when a young man, used to fight with John, and often enough I was
drawn in. They were not malicious quarrels, but when it came to John and
Richard against Francis and me there was little quarter asked or given.'

'Should this concern me?"'

'Agneta is the apple of her father's eye - in spite of her handicap. With Horrie
married, John finds his family dispersing and prizes the more those he has left.
Anyway he is not a man to be trifled with.'

Valentine pulled at his bottom lip.

'Agneta needs fresh company. She responds to it. Because nature has been a
trifle casual with her intellectual equipment, it does not follow that she is not
capable of enjoying life. If she does not understand a joke when you first tell her
and if she then sees it when you have explained it to her, she will laugh more
loudly than anyone. Her sense of taste and smell are as acute as any animal's.
Why should she not enjoy herself in any way she can? I must confess I find her
interesting.'

Ross looked at his companion. "You are a strange young man, Valentine.'

'And of course,' Valentine said, 'she's so grateful.'

I11

Christopher left on the Thursday. His mission, if not accomplished, was
progressing.

It had been provisionally agreed that before Christmas, if the weather
remained open, Demelza should take Bella to London, in the company of
Caroline Enys, who was quickly drawn into the plan. There they would see Dr
Fredericks. In the meantime Caroline had said she would invite her aunt, Mrs
Pelham, who seemed to know everything and everybody, to discover for them



how famous Dr Fredericks really was and what other teachers might be
consulted before any positive step was taken.

Demelza found herself in a crosscurrent of emotion. (Perhaps she would
have felt something in common with John Treneglos.) To 'lose' Isabella-Rose -
which was almost what it amounted to - only two and a half years after Jeremy's
death was something that all her instincts cried out against. With Clowance
obstinately remaining in Penryn, there would only be little Harry to be a
companion to (apart from the monthly visit from Cuby and Noelle to break the
pattern of the days).

But all this, Demelza knew, was often the lot of the mother: to lose her
children, by illness, by the tragedy of war, or the lottery of marriage. She could
not, she said passionately to herself, deprive Bella of an opportunity that she was
overwhelmingly eager to take. Safeguards, all sorts of safeguards, must be
written in to ensure that this was not some romantic scheme of Christopher's,
aimed chiefly at marriage to the girl he loved.

Bella must be given a fair chance.

As for marriage, it had been a principle of hers and Ross's, that their children
should have free choice, but it was really like a lottery ticket whom their
children would draw. Clowance had sincerely loved Stephen - obstinately,
passionately - and still mourned him, though something sour seemed to have
crept into her memory after his death.

But although most of the family, including Jeremy, had come to have an
appreciation of Stephen's many good points, it could not be said that anyone
except Clowance had become genuinely attached to him. This was not true of
Christopher; everyone in Nampara liked him.

Then there was Cuby, of whom everyone was fond except Clowance. To
Demelza she was of course a poor substitute for Jeremy - even with little Noelle
thrown in - and on dark windy hollow nights, of which there were many for
Demelza, no more than Clowance could she forget the sequence of events that
had led Jeremy to join the Army. Yet Demelza from the first had felt a kind of
affinity with Cuby, and no one, Demelza reasoned, could estimate the pressures
which had existed on Cuby to do what she did.

As for Bella, she would soon be seventeen! Demelza had known long before
she was seventeen whom she loved and would always love. (It wasn't the same,
the other side of her argued. She and Ross had been living in the same house and
seen much of each other, albeit as master and servant. Was Bella being
enchanted by the glamorous ex-soldier without having any chance of seeing
whatever obverse side of the coin might exist?)
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Ross did not tell Demelza about Valentine's proposition. He had intended to
mention it amusedly, but the conversation with Christopher the same night had
rendered his encounter unimportant. His wife at the moment only had the
problem of Bella in her head and heart.

Once or twice his thoughts roamed over the proposition Valentine had put to
him. No one but a perverse, slightly unstable character like Valentine would ever
have suggested it. It was true that since Jeremy's death Ross had lived quietly,
but at no time had he considered it 'tedious'. His chief aim had been to bring
Demelza back to normality, and in this to a large extent he thought he had
succeeded. Her long spells of silence had gone. He had tried to take her out to
supper parties or for weekends in the county. With that he was content in making
her content.

Had he had ideas of resuming a more publicly active life, it would certainly
not have led him to the illegalities of tin smuggling. If there was one disturbing
aspect to his present retirement, it was the thought of unfinished business at
Westminster. When the war ended he had felt that, whatever the value of his
activities over the previous ten years, they had now been justified by the defeat
of France. It had been his only reason for remaining Lord Falmouth's
representative in the Commons. That and Jeremy's death had led him to resign
his seat. He had no further use for it.

He had expected - as had many - that the end of the war would bring not
merely peace to Britain but a wave of prosperity. It had not happened. The fall in
government spending from its wartime levels had meant a drastic drop in the
demand for British manufactures. Then the sudden demobilization of soldiers
and sailors had thrown thousands of extra men upon the labour market. Many
factories in the north and Midlands had closed down, and agriculture too had
fallen into a deep depression. Much agitation and rioting had led to the burning
and smashing of machinery, so that the government, instead of introducing at
least some of the reforms planned by Pitt, had brought in more repressive
measures. Canning was back in England, had become MP for Liverpool, and
often wrote to Ross. Ross sometimes thought the letters contained a hint of
reproach.

The only serious content in the encounter with Valentine had been his near
admission about Agneta.

If Valentine were to antagonize the Treneglos family it would be too close to
Nampara to be comfortable.

Especially as the Trenegloses were known to believe the local gossip that
Valentine was Ross's son.



CHAPTER FOUR

Clowance did not see the over-attentive Mr Prideaux for nearly three weeks.
Then one Wednesday, having ridden into Truro to order some supplies, she saw
him coming towards her in Church Lane.

She had only just turned into the lane from Boscawen Street, and briefly
contemplated a hasty turnabout; but he was only three yards from her and there
was no escape.

'Mrs Carrington! What a fortunate meeting. I trust you're well, ma'am.
Though in truth I do not think you can be so well as you look!"

Not used to double meanings, Clowance charitably took this to be a
compliment. He was in a dark blue cutaway coat and fawn twill trousers caught
under the instep with black elastic. Fortunately he was not wearing his
spectacles.

'T would have called upon you before this, but Lady Harriet seemed uncertain
of your exact address. You must give it me, pray, before we separate. I did not
think you lived in Truro.’

'T do not. Now and again I come to shop here.’

He felt in his fob and gave a shilling to a beggar who was importuning him.
'Last week I met a Major Geoffrey Charles Poldark, who lives on the north coast.
It is an unusual name, but I did not at first connect you. He tells me he is your
cousin. Is that so?'

'Oh yes. His father and my father were cousins.'

'Go away,' said Mr Prideaux to the beggar who, having bit the coin and
found it good, was now being overwhelming in his thanks.

'We never met because we were in different regiments; but of course there
was Waterloo to talk about.'

'T'm sure.' Clowance looked after the beggar, who, unable to believe his luck,
was cavorting across Boscawen Street. Then he tripped and fell flat on his face
in a puddle and had to be helped up. They could still see the shilling he held
firmly between finger and thumb.

"You should not be so generous with your alms,' said Clowance with a half-
smile.

He was affixing his spectacles. 'Giving a little to a poor creature like that is a
form of self-indulgence. Besides, it is nice to be called "Milord" now and again.'

'Yet you do not wish to be called captain?’



'It is whatever you please. Captain if you so desire.'

'But not milord.’

'Not yet. I am still young.'

She could not tell whether he was joking or serious.

'Well," she said, making a move. 'I have to do a little more shopping yet..."

'Please do not go. I have just been taken with a perfectly splendid idea. I
have an appointment to take tea in the Red Lion with a friend. The friend, I am
sure, is well known to you. Would you do me the honour of taking tea also?'

She hesitated. For the first time he did not seem quite so impossible. 'Is it
Geoffrey Charles?' she asked.

'No. But I am sure you will be pleased. It cannot, I think, delay you more
than half an hour, and the hotel is but ten paces down the street.’'

Hodge was not due until five, and the chances were he would be late.

'Thank you," she said.

There were two dozen inns in the town, but the Red Lion was the largest and
the most important. It had a pleasant large room on the first floor, which had
become in recent years something of a meeting place for the social minded. As
she mounted the stairs Clowance realized she was rather thirsty. But who was
this eccentric man taking her to meet?

The room was quite full, it being market day, and at first Clowance did not
see anyone she recognized. Then she saw a table by the window with a solitary
young woman at it. She was clearly waiting for them. It was Cuby.

'T knew this would be a present surprise,’ said Philip Prideaux, rubbing his
hands together. '"Mrs Poldark, Mrs Carrington. Eh? Eh? Sisters-in-law!'
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Clowance had first met Cuby at Trenwith when she had come with her sister
Clemency to Geoffrey Charles's and Amadora's big party. She remembered then
registering surprise that this idol, this icon of Jeremy's, was not better looking.
Then rather reluctantly she had acknowledged that Cuby had wonderful skin and
eyes. They had spoken scarcely at all, for the breach between Cuby and Jeremy
seemed then unbridgeable, and Clowance had resented her on sight - as Demelza
on the same evening notably had not.

When the plans for Cuby's marriage to Valentine had fallen through and she
and Jeremy had eloped, they had, according to reports, been 'blissfully happy' in
Brussels, but, while accepting that, Clowance still felt that the tragedy of
Jeremy's death at Waterloo need never have been.

Now they were facing each other across a small tea table, thanks to the
blundering good will of the egregious Mr (Captain) Prideaux.



Cuby had coloured. One could not be sure how much she knew of the other
girl's enmity, though some of it must have been made reasonably plain by the
fact that whenever she went to Nampara Clowance was not there.

Philip ordered tea for himself and Clowance, but Cuby said she would have
coffee.

There was one subject which could not add to the chill.

'How is Noelle?'

'Passing well, thank you. She has been slow to talk, but now it is beginning.'

"You do not have her with you in Truro?'

'No, Clemency is caring for her. They are great friends. It is long since you
have seen her, Clowance. I'm sure you would find her engaging.’

'T'm sure,' said Clowance.

Mr Prideaux glanced from one to the other, and took off his spectacles.

'Do you know what I have been doing this week, ladies? I have been to
Chysauster.'

Both looked blank.

'Where is that?'

'Near Gulval. There are the remains - the very splendid remains - of a
"beehive" hut. It is of early date, if not actually prehistoric. And a subterranean
passage, part fallen in. Roman-British times. Probably third or fourth century. I
believe a man called Borlase has written about it.'

The two ladies listened courteously while Philip told them some of his
activities of the week. In friendlier circumstances they might have smiled
understanding at each other, but Clowance did not meet Cuby's eyes.

Tea was finished, and what little casual conversation there had been dried up.
Philip beamed at them both, impervious to mood or atmosphere.

Then suddenly Cuby said: 'Clowance, I know how busy you are, but would
you spare the time to come to Caerhays and spend an afternoon with us? It is, I
know, quite a long journey, but if you took the King Harry Ferry it would cut
several miles from the trip.'

Clowance hesitated, and to her annoyance knew herself to be colouring.

'"Very kind,' she said. 'If you are sure your brother would welcome me?'

'Why should he not?' Cuby asked indignantly.

Clowance glanced at Philip Prideaux and wished him far away. Well, he was
not, so...

'Before you married him, was not Jeremy several times turned from the
door?'

Cuby looked daggers at her sister-in-law. "That must have been when I was
affianced to Valentine Warleggan. I did not know of this. I suppose John thought



he was acting for the best.'

'T imagine so. All the same, Jeremy was profoundly upset.'

Cuby said: 'But in the end I married your brother. Do you remember that? I
was at fault before it came about. But I had in the end six months of life with
him that were so full of happiness that I shall never forget them as long as I live.'
There were tears in her eyes now.

Clowance said: 'T'm sorry. I should not have said that. If we had not met so
unexpectedly perhaps I should have spoken less ill...'

'Tt is better you should say what you feel.'

'T don't know if I have the right. I don't know all the circumstances of your
refusal of him. My love for Jeremy went so deep that it warps my judgement. I
could only see his almost manic distress...'

'Ladies, ladies," said Philip Prideaux, aware at last of the battle that was
beginning before him, 'this is clearly a distressing subject for you both! Could
we not discuss something brighter?'

Her eyes full of tears, Clowance turned to him and said: 'Captain Prideaux,
will you please go away.'

IT1

Selina was delivered of a male child on the thirtieth of November 1818. On
the third of December Valentine went to see George Warleggan at his bank in
Truro.

George could hardly believe his ears when Valentine was announced.

'Mr Valentine, did you say?... Where is he?'

'Downstairs, sir.'

It was on his tongue to say he was not in, but angry curiosity got the better of
him.

'Show him up."

When Valentine came in George was studiously writing. After a couple of
minutes he lowered his pen and said: 'Well?'

Valentine was as usual well turned out, but not flamboyantly in the way
Ossie Whitworth had once been. George was irritated that he could find no fault
in the young man's attire.

'Good day to you, Father. Some years since we met. You're well?'

'Well enough. What do you want?'

'What do I want? Well, less than nothing, so far as I know. May I sit down?'

George gave no indication of assent, but Valentine sank into the black-
studded leather armchair that Cary occupied when he came into the room. It was
the least uncomfortable seat this side of the desk.



'T came to tell you, Father, that my wife Selina gave birth to our first child
last Thursday. This mayhap you will have heard?'

'l know nothing of your family, and care less.'

'A pity. I came to tell you that mother and child are doing well.'

'Indeed.’

George remembered the insults that had flown between them in their last
quarrel. He was not a man who easily forgot. But years had passed since they
had spoken or even seen each other. There was little obvious change in the
young man. The same narrow good looks, the same arrogance, the same insolent
bearing. Rumours had reached George that in the intervening years Valentine
had been up to no good in the county. Carrying on with this woman and that.
Using his wife's money in various semi-nefarious ways. But he had spent a lot of
money on this young man too, the only one to bear the name of Warleggan.
What was this news the young puppy was bringing?

'So?'

'T have a son. And you a grandson. I thought you might like to know. Harriet
I'm sure will be pleased to know. The christening is to be on Sunday next, just
after morning prayers. Very quiet. No fuss.'

'Indeed,’ said George again, from under lowering brows.

Valentine brushed a dab of mud off his highly polished riding boots. 'How
are the twins?'

'What? Oh... So-so.'

'T'm sorry, I have temporarily forgot their names.'

'Rachel and Anne.’

'Of course... Well, yes, on consideration there is one extra point to my
coming. The question of a name for my son. Selina and I have given careful
thought to the matter. Would you object if we called him George?'

Someone was shouting in the street outside, selling eels. There was a tap on
the door, and a clerk put his head in. He recoiled like a wounded snail when
George looked at him. The door closed. Valentine looked out of the window. It
was streaked with stains of yesterday's rain, and the iron bar across it did not add
to the cosiness of the room.

George said: 'Is this some attempt to curry favour with me?’

'Why should it be? I have money of my own.'

"You mean Selina's.'

'Not altogether.'

'Well, your mine is not paying,’ George said spitefully. 'I happen to know
that.'

'The Duchy of Cornwall, as I'm sure you know, has leased its duties for



collection to Mr Edward Smith. He has been very exacting, as I am sure you also
know, and two of the smaller mines in my district have closed this month. Others
will follow... You've closed Wheal Spinster. But I have other sources of income.'

'T would like to hear them.’

'T don't think this a suitable matter to disclose in open court, if you follow
me.'

'Illegal, you mean. I urge you to take care.'

'T did not say they were illegal, Father. But sometimes I indulge in a little
gamble, with satisfactory results.'

'Have a care that you do not get involved with John Permewan. Or with the
United Copper & Zinc Company. Or Wheal Seton. Their investors are upcountry
people who know nothing of mining and less of finance.'

'Of course not,' said Valentine, who in fact was already doing business with
two of the names mentioned. 'But in my view few ventures that make money are
made without an element of risk." Then, feeling the words hanging in the air, he
added: 'The smaller the risk naturally the better.’

George grunted. 'If you are bent on having some interest in mining, avoid tin.
Copper's doing well. If you meddle in tin you'll get into a mess like the Gundry
family have at Wheal Vor. Bankrupt after three years!'

Valentine said: 'l have a notion that was mismanagement, Father. From
reports, there is nothing amiss with the mine.'

George looked up. "You are well informed.'

'T do my best. But of course you know so very much more. I doubt if there is
anyone who knows more about the mercantile prospects of Cornwall.'

Silence fell.

George said: 'How d'you get on with your neighbours?'

'Which neighbours?'

'"The Poldarks, of course.'

Valentine stretched his legs. 'I see very little of 'em. Geoffrey Charles is up
and down to London. It is said he is reading law. His little Spanish wife keeps
much to herself. I don't think she feels quite safe among the Cornish folk when
Geoffrey Charles is away.'

'l was referring to the Ross Poldarks.’

'You said neighbours, Father. It is at least five miles between us. I see
nothing of them. The loss of Jeremy has hit them hard. I prefer more cheerful
company.'

'Are you to have a big christening?'

T told you. Very quiet. Just a few of the household. Would you care to
come?'



'No, thank you.’

Valentine let out a slow breath, which George did not notice.

'Well, I must not take up more of your time. May we call your first grandson
George?'

'l cannot stop you.'

"You can deter me.'

George hesitated. 'Give it him as his second name if you wish.'

'T could give him a second name so that if he chooses when he grows up he
may use it instead. I do not see why he should wish to do that, though. George
Warleggan is a name to conjure with.'

George picked up his pen and looked at the quill. Some fool had not
sharpened it this morning.

'T have three daughters. All their dowries must be secured. I have no money
to leave to a grandson.' Valentine got up. 'I should prefer my son to make his
own way.'

'By marrying money,' said George, with a slight sneer.

'Just so, Father. We all have different ways.'

"Then call him George,' said George, 'if it pleases you." And be damned, he
added, but under his breath.



CHAPTER FIVE

It was more than three years since Demelza had been in London, and she had
rather hoped she would never see it again. She liked the great city, but twice had
been terribly unhappy in it. On her very first visit there had been the enmity and
then the duel between Ross and Monk Adderley. Never a more anxious time in
her life. Then on her last visit she had had to leave Ross in France, where he was
being illegally held as a prisoner-of-war, and no knowing how long before they
saw each other again - if ever. Before he came back he had had to send her the
news of Jeremy.

This time she had Caroline and Bella for company on the tedious coach trip,
and this time, which was to be a short stay, they would stop with Mrs Pelham,
Caroline's aunt, who insisted they should do this.

The little house where Dr Fredericks lived was just off Chancery Lane,
three-storeyed, and leaning to one side as if receiving support from the
warehouse next door. Christopher Havergal had brought them, and they were
ushered by a rather shabby maid into a rather shabby front room with pot plants
in the window and diplomas on the wall. A walnut piano in a corner. The quartet
were invited to sit down. They did so, but when the door closed Isabella-Rose
was on her feet again studying the diplomas. From upstairs came the sound of
another piano striking only one note, a middle C. Then a female voice joined in.
Starting quietly, it grew to a crescendo and then faded away to a delicate
pianissimo. The piano sounded the next note of the scale, and the exercise was
repeated.

'Look, Mama,' said Bella. 'It says here...’

'Shush,' said Demelza, who had picked up the sound of footsteps.

A man came in. He was very short, not more than five feet, tubby, with a
mass of grey curly hair cut to the shape of his head, clean-shaven, in a loose
collar with an untied white cravat half hanging, a stained purple velvet jacket,
striped trousers, small feet in patent shoes.

Christopher introduced his guests, though Dr Emanuel Fredericks had met
Bella before. He acknowledged this at the end of the introduction by saying,
'And my little Donna." At which she dimpled.

Christopher said: 'Of course you know the object of our visit, Dr Fredericks.
Her mother and Mrs Enys have come to discuss with you her daughter's talents
and future.'



Dr Fredericks nodded. '"Lady Poldark, I tested Miss Isabella-Rose's voice in a
number of ways at her last visit, and I have to congratulate you on possessing a
daughter of remarkable talent.'

'Thank you,' said Demelza, wishing almost for the first time that she had lost
more of the Cornish accent from her voice. 'Mr Havergal has told me that you
think highly of her. I am not sure what that means in - in terms of her future.’

'T am the most exclusive teacher in London. That without immodesty I can
certainly claim," Fredericks said. T assure you, my lady, I can pick and choose
whom I have as a pupil. I restrict my numbers to ten. I teach only the essential
mechanics of the voice. The words larynx or glottis, or other such technical
terms, are used sparingly in this house. I seek a natural voice and to enhance
musicality. I divide my instruction into three main areas: rhythm, diction and
phrasings, and ornamentation. My tuition involves hard work and the utmost
dedication. It will take in all about two years for the basic course.’

'And at the end of that time?' asked Caroline.

He spread his small white hands with their spatulate finger ends. 'No one can
tell. T believe this young lady to have the most natural talent of any of the last
fifty pupils it has been my privilege to teach.'

Greatly daring her daughter's displeasure, Demelza said: 'Some people - a
few people - find her voice rather, well, hard.'

'Ah, yes, I can understand that,’ Fredericks said. "The vocal cords are
magnificent and surprisingly mature. At times she may even seem to shout. But
that is all latent tone, latent talent, an expression of the vigour of youth. That can
be trained out of the voice so that the top registers are as sweet as the lower
ones.'

'And she is - is what is called a mezzo-soprano?'

"That is so.'

Caroline looked at Demelza, as if aware that hers was not a major role but...
'Dr Fredericks, have we your assurance that Miss Poldark has an exceptional
voice - or one of exceptional promise? Suppose she comes to you for two years,
and at the end of that time she has fulfilled her promise, what then? What might
her future be?'

Dr Fredericks again spread his hands.

'A pupil I had last year began with sponsored recitals; then recently she has
been engaged as the principal soprano by the Bristol Oratorio Society. Another
whom you may have heard of, Christine Smythe, has already sung in opera and
is now in Paris, singing there and receiving further tuition from the great Bernard
de Vries. A third has been in Milan in a new opera called Norma. For a young
lady with a supremely good voice the world is open.'



Caroline said: "You refer to ladies. How many of your present ten pupils are
in fact ladies?' (Only Caroline would have asked that, Demelza thought.)

'Er - three, no, four. The other six come from relatively humble
backgrounds.'

'And these high fees you charge? Are all your pupils charged the same?’

'T have awarded two girls scholarships because their parents are quite unable
to find any money at all. They have great promise, and I feel I am paying my
own debt to society by giving them free tuition. Only one of these is a singer, the
other is a student of the piano. Miss Poldark, if she comes, will no doubt make
their acquaintance.'

After a thoughtful pause Demelza said: 'Lieutenant Havergal will have told
you we live in Cornwall. It is many miles from London. I think about three
hundred. It takes two to three days by coach, and you cannot be certain sure by
sea, sometimes shorter, often longer. My daughter is not yet seventeen. She goes
to Mrs Hemple's School in Truro and is taught singing by a local teacher, Mrs
Hodgson. May I ask the - the ages of your other pupils?'

'Seventeen to thirty-one.'

'My husband and I are not - not anxious to stand in Bella's way. If she really
has such a fine voice we do not wish to prevent her from developing it. But in
our view she is still so young, and although she boards with Mrs Hemple during
the week she has never lived anywhere else but at home...’

'Oh, Mama,' said Bella. 'T have lived in Paris!'

'Yes, yes, but then that was our home. When you - if you were to live in
London you would have to face it alone - or nearly alone. Do you board girls in
the house?'

'Yes, my lady. We have accommodation for four, but all these bedrooms are
taken at present. Mrs Fredericks would I think be able to recommend someone
nearby.’

'T do not think that will be necessary,' said Caroline. 'I think my aunt would
be willing to accommodate her, and a groom would escort her daily.'

'T had not thought of such a thing,' said Demelza, in surprise, pleasure and
panic. She felt she was on a slope which was getting steeper and on which it was
difficult to call a halt. She would dearly have loved Ross to be there to offer
some more common-sense observations. Or did she mean objections?

'Mozart,' said Christopher. 'I think..."

The piano upstairs was suddenly clearer, as if someone had opened a door.

'It's a sonata,' he said, 'but I'm not sure which one.'

'Number One in C,' said Fredericks approvingly.

'Do you play the piano, Christopher?' Caroline asked.



'Alas, no.'

'T believe that Miss Poldark does,' said Fredericks.

"Well, a little.'

'That is something you must do if you come here. There must be many rests
from singing so that you do not strain or tire your voice. And breathing lessons -
that before you ever begin. And languages. You must know three or more
languages at least well enough to understand them and to pronounce them. And
deportment. And acting...'

Demelza looked at her daughter, sturdy and slender at the same time, her
eager expression, her clear blue eyes, her luxuriant hair. There were two
standards to be passed, not one. If indeed she had an exceptional voice, had she
the mental stamina, the determination, the resolution to develop under some
stern taskmaster? Had she any real idea what she might be undertaking?

Aware of her gaze, Bella looked at her mother and winked. This was the
same young lady who during their flight from Paris had charmed a potentially
dangerous group of Polish dragoons by playing an old harpsichord and singing
the 'Marseillaise' in an old inn in France. It was equally easy to underestimate
her. At that inn in St Quentin Demelza had watched her through the bars of the
landing stairs, furious at her recklessness and half beside herself with anxiety as
to what Bella might have plunged herself into. In long retrospect some of the
fury had turned into pride. That her daughter, not yet fourteen, had had the
courage to do such a thing: one's heart beat faster even today at the thought of it.
She and Ross had bred a girl of exceptional talent, exceptional courage,
exceptional self-reliance. She deserved the best. Was this the best?
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In the afternoon of the same day they went to see two other experts
recommended by a musical friend of Mrs Pelham. The first was a Mr Peter
Reumann, who was musical director of the King's Theatre in the Haymarket.
They were taken to the back of the theatre to meet him, where a rehearsal room
was empty except for half a dozen chairs and a concert grand piano. He was
another small man, but slight of build and with an obvious authority.

He took Bella to the piano and asked her to accompany him in a few simple
tunes.

After fifteen minutes he said: 'A quite distinctive voice and noble in one so
young. It needs training, of course, and we do not have the teacher or the
facilities here for such training. Here you could take small parts very soon but,
yes, I understand you are not seeking that - next summer we are considering
productions that could offer her an opening. That way she would pick up a great



deal; sometimes one can learn so much from others. I know of two young
women who have prospered that way. Both of course took private lessons as
well. If you change your mind and care to write me in about six months I will be
willing to see you again. Can you act, Miss Poldark?'

'T think so,' said Isabella-Rose, all agog at being behind the scenes in one of
the great theatres. 'T would want to.’

'Of course, of course. Acting is always an integral part of singing, whether in
simple glees or in grand opera. You must appeal to the eye as well as to the ear.'
He added to Demelza: 'She has not perhaps got your looks, madame, but she is
the right build and already has presence."

Caroline said: "You think her voice might be exceptional?'

Reumann hesitated, then decisively: 'Yes, I do.'

'Ideally, where should she go for the best tuition?’

'There is talk of opening a Royal College of Music. At present: Falconer,
Fredericks, Alesi, Lotti Schneider. Perhaps those are the best four. If you are
aiming merely for operetta, then you could not do better than go to Paris, where
there are several excellent people.'

Caroline said: 'We have an appointment with Madame Schneider at five.'
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Madame Lotti Schneider, a fair-haired, buxom, handsome woman, said:
'Com' 'ere, meine lebe. Let me look into your mouth. Your throat, my little, it is
the instrument on vich you must play all your life. No? It is 'ere, 'ere and 'ere
vence comes the tone, the quality. Come over 'ere to der piano. I see you breathe
vell. Now let me 'ear this voice. Gently, gently at first in answer to ze piano, just
as if you were soothing a little baby to sleep.’

This was a quiet street, not like the King's Theatre, where even through
closed windows one could hear the ramble of carts and carriages. Listening to
her daughter's voice following the piano up a note, up an octave, and gradually
increasing in volume, Demelza thought: if Ross could hear her now he would
realize what an intelligent girl Bella was. She seemed to know exactly what
Madame Schneider wanted even though she was being spoken to in a thick
German accent.

When it was over Lotti Schneider patted one of Bella's hands. 'Dat is very
good. Lirico-Spinto is what you may become. You have a daughter of great
talent, Lady Poldhu. She should 'ave a splendid future. I would be 'appy to take
her - and will do so, but I 'ave to say I am shortly to embark on a concert tour of
Europe: Rome, Milan, Vienna, Berlin. When this 'appen my pupils do not 'ave
the best attention. Natural, I give exercises to fill up their time with careful



study. Do you have foreign languages? French, Italian? I leave London after
Christmas and shall contemplate to return at Easter. She could gain much in
working with a professional mezzo like me, but dere are drawbacks too.'

Demelza said: 'But you think, madame, dat - that my daughter should go on
with her studies?'

'Of a certainty. Oh yes. Oh, yes. Oh, yes. But the voice needs careful
'andling. You must avoid wear and tear. The slower one progresses, the more
surely one progresses. Many leap too soon. Of course in my world there is much
competition. But dere is always room for another if the talent is dere. I
personally, venever I can, sing Mozart. This can be a top singer's salvation - it
helps to stay on der right path.'

'Do you have many pupils?' Caroline asked.

"Two, three only. But dey are not quite pupils. Dey are already singers. But
Lady Poldhu, could you come back, return, after Easter? I can teach your
daughter a great deal. A year mit me is worth two year mit anyone else.’

v

In the evening, after a quiet supper, when for once Mrs Pelham was
entertaining no other guests, they went into the choices thoroughly: Demelza,
Bella, Caroline, Christopher, Mrs Pelham.

Demelza said: 'Caroline, you are my oldest friend. Tell us, please, what
thoughts you have.'

Caroline rubbed her long patrician nose. 'First, I suppose you have to say that
Christopher was right. Not only the teacher of his choice but two others,
nominated by Aunt Sarah, have confirmed his opinion. This seems to prove that
Isabella-Rose has exceptional talent. They would - could not be generous
without good cause. Therefore, if you can afford the fees - and I know Ross can -
the likely decision is that she should have a year or more's training to see what
progress she makes.'

Christopher said: 'I have already offered to pay the fees.'

'We could not accept that,' said Demelza. "Thank you all the same. We can
meet them.'

'Let us agree then that the expense is not a hindrance. Do we agree on the
rest?’

After a pause Demelza said: 'I think so...yes.'

'Then for that year - or several years if all goes well the question is...'
Caroline stopped. 'No. It is good of you to give me the floor, my dear, but I
should not be talking like a judge dealing with the custody of a child. She is your
child. I must not take over your role.’



Demelza said: 'But do you not see, Caroline, that it is because I am her
mother I cannot see this detached. So please go on.'

Silence fell. Caroline sighed.

'Well, if that is the provisional decision, some other important decisions or
choices will need to be made. Of the three highly placed professionals we have
seen today I know Bella would choose Mr Reumann...’

'T never really said that!" exclaimed Bella.

'T heard you whispering to Christopher, and I know why you fancy Mr
Reumann, my dear. It is because he inhabits a theatre. And one of the finest in
London. You came over visibly faint at the sight of stepladders and panels of
scenery and the smell of cosmetics.'

"You must not pull a face like that, Bella," Demelza said, 'you must be polite
to your aunt.’'

Caroline laughed. 'Aunt in name only.'

Christopher said: 'But did not Reumann say he could not take Bella at
present? He surely meant - in fact he said - come back in six months.'

"True.'

'Of course I was not with you,” Mrs Pelham said, 'but Madame Schneider
sounds the most romantic to me - and perhaps the most practical! Indeed, I have
heard her sing more than once, and her help would be invaluable. She is
performing at present? Otherwise I might have invited her to sup with us before
you returned home.'

'Duke Street, St James's, is much further from here than Chancery Lane,’
Caroline remarked. 'It is worth thinking of in the winter.'

Demelza thought of that other side of London, of which they had seen plenty
today, the endless beggars, some of them ex-soldiers lacking limbs, the pigs
rooting free in the gutter, the crush of traffic, the smell of drains, the pie sellers,
the quacks, the knife grinders who crammed the edges of the pavements, the
ragged boys and barefoot children.

She said: 'Mrs Pelham, is it true - I only heard mention of it this forenoon - is
it true that you would allow Bella to live here for a very short while until she
found her feet? Tis really good of you...'

'My dear,' said Mrs Pelham, looking benevolently at Isabella-Rose. "That was
not quite what I said. My meaning was that I should be pleased - indeed happy -
to invite her to live here, not for a short time but for just as long as ever it may
suit her.'

Mrs Pelham had not met Demelza's second daughter before this week and
was clearly much taken with her.

Bella beamed at her, and when she smiled like this it was as if all her face lit



up. It could not have been a more suitable friendship for all concerned. Mrs
Pelham was wealthy, well supplied with servants, constantly entertaining but
personally lonely, knew most of the best people in London, had a private
carriage (which she seldom used), lived in this big, handsomely proportioned
house, often went to the theatre, had no children of her own.

Demelza wriggled uncomfortably in her chair to try to rid herself of a
curious stab somewhere in the breast or upper stomach. She refused to recognize
it at first, but after settling down again and murmuring her most profuse thanks
to Mrs Pelham, she had to acknowledge that the uncomfortable stab was a
feeling of jealousy. Not of course jealousy of Bella, for whom this visit was
turning out more favourably than she surely could ever have dared to hope; but
jealousy of Sarah Pelham, who, henceforward, if this plan now went ahead,
would see far more of Bella than Demelza could ever hope to do.

Somewhere in the depths of her soul a solitary miserable creature was
weeping. 'l lost my first daughter Julia years ago when she was scarcely more
than a baby; and then it is only three years since Jeremy my elder son, at the
height of his charm and youthful maturity, was killed at Waterloo; now I have to
part with my youngest daughter, gone three hundred miles away, to live in this
beautiful house with this elegant elderly lady, in pursuit of a singing career.
What a tragedy it is that she ever met Christopher Havergal. How much happier
Nampara would be with her at school in Truro and singing for fun. How much
happier Bella herself might be in the end!'

She swallowed and said: 'I b'lieve Madame Schneider would take her. And
Dr Fredericks, I'm sure. You - you would advise Madame Schneider, Mrs
Pelham?'

'When I first heard of Dr Fredericks as the best teacher in London,' said
Christopher Havergal, 'and took Bella to see him in July, I had no certain idea
where she would be able to stay. As you all know, I hope to marry her, but have
willingly agreed to a postponement, and I have been much exercised in the
matter of finding somewhere suitable for her to board. But of course Mrs
Pelham's magnificent offer makes this all unnecessary. Ma'am, I shall consider
this the greatest favour you could offer us. Thank you.'

Mrs Pelham smiled.

He went on: 'Mrs Enys has raised the question of the distance the two
teaching establishments are from here. Dr Fredericks is little more than half a
mile, Madame Schneider is nearly two miles. I have been measuring it on a map.
This perhaps should not be the main factor in a decision, but it might be taken
into account.'

'Perhaps,’ said Caroline, 'we should ask Bella how she feels.'



Bella smiled one of her irradiating smiles. 'T am enchanted.'
'With either?'
'With either.'



CHAPTER SIX

While her mother and Isabella-Rose were away Clowance went to Nampara
to keep Ross company and to be an extra companion for Harry. As the cross-
country route was slightly more risky in the winter, she decided to take the coach
road to Truro, where Matthew Mark Martin would meet her to escort her the rest
of the way.

Halfway to Truro she made a short detour to tell Harriet that she would not
be at home for a week. Harriet of course was out with her hounds, so she went
into the house and wrote a brief note for when she returned.

As she sanded the paper a footstep creaked in the hall, and she turned to see
the lanky figure of Philip Prideaux bearing down on her.

'Mrs Carrington. How good it is to see you. I fear Harriet is out.'

'So I have discovered. I should have known. You are not hunting this
morning, Mr Prideaux?'

'No. I thought to stay in and read. Sometimes I think I have had rather too
much to do with horses in my life.’

He wore the usual stiff collar, a silk stock, a fine white cambric shirt under a
bottle green jacket, tight black trousers. He had just put his glasses on.

The footman who had let her in was waiting by the door.

Clowance said: 'l am going to see my father on the north coast, so I must
make haste.'

Prideaux said: 'T will see Mrs Carrington out, Parker.'

'"Very good, sir.'

As the footman left Philip said: 'I wrote to you, Mrs Carrington.'

'Did you? I did not receive it.'

'No. I put it in the fire.'

'Oh? Why?'

'T could not - I did not feel my apology was well expressed.'

'Apology?’

'For taking you to meet Mrs Poldark, your sister-in-law. I had no idea of
course that there was a coldness between you.'

'T am sure," Clowance said, 'that the apology should be mine. To ask you to
leave in that way was quite unpardonable. Your intention was perfectly civil and
proper.'

He smiled stiffly. 'Someone wrote the other day that "It is more wittily than



charitably said that the road to hell is paved with good intentions." That was why
I destroyed the letter I wrote.'

'T don't understand you.'

He took his glasses off and stuffed them in his pocket. His eyes were always
a darker brown than she expected. They looked temporarily absentminded as
they adjusted to a new focus.

'T thought the letter, read in cold blood, might compound the offence I had
given you. I seem far too often in our short acquaintance to have done or said
something that you deemed inappropriate. I did not wish to add to my sins when
trying to expiate them.'

'T think we should excuse each other,' said Clowance, smiling too. 'Waterloo
- I suppose Waterloo still casts a long shadow. It must answer for a lot, mustn't
it. Perhaps I should say that my meeting with my sister-in-law helped to clear the
air.'

'T'm so very glad. I think young Mrs Poldark is a charming lady. I confess I
do not so much take to her family.'

'Oh?”" Clowance looked up with interest. 'Why do you say that? She is very
attached to them.'

'T know. Her brothers are too hubristic'

'l scarcely know either of them. A third was killed in Holland.'

"That great castle they have built. I am told they do not have sufficient funds
to complete it.’

'No, that has been the trouble all along,' said Clowance, remembering afresh
Cuby's duplicity.

'My cousin has an over-large house at Padstow,' said Philip Prideaux. 'But he
inherited it. Perhaps I am splitting hairs in thinking that ostentatiousness in one's
ancestors is more excusable than in oneself." Clowance said: 'And perhaps your
ancestors could pay the builders?'

'Quite so. Quite so." He extended his hand and bowed over hers. 'May I write
to you again sometime?"'

'Of course,' said Clowance, and went down the steps. He followed her and
helped her to mount.

IT

Nampara was uncannily quiet without the presence of its two most ebullient
inhabitants. (Even though Demelza was not as talkative as she used to be, she
was still the centre of the house and in her absence a hollow existed.) Little
Harry seemed to grow every time Clowance saw him. He would be six in a
week's time, and Mama would be returning specially for his birthday. He was the



sturdiest and most easy-going of all the Poldark children. He had the same
flashing smile as his second sister and used it more frequently. In fact Ross and
Demelza had come to the joint conclusion that he had already discovered it to be
his handiest weapon - to charm, to excuse, to avoid blame and to get his own
way - and he would probably be able when adult to use it in a finer-honed form
to make his way in life. He had already shown himself to be lazy when learning
to read and write and not at all studious or thoughtful; but in no way lacking in
intelligence or the ability to use his brain when he felt like it.

They decided not to worry. He was young yet and easy company and good to
be with. Ross instanced as an example not to be followed that of a professor he
met in London whose son could not read the Morning Post at the age of three, so
he took the child to a brain specialist.

Clowance saw Ben Carter a couple of times. He was still unmarried and
greeted her with a mixture of admiration and respect on his black-browed, black-
bearded face. She knew she was very fond of him, but it never amounted to
more. She wondered if she would ever again feel that deep personal involvement
with anyone else now Stephen was gone. Why did her memory still gag at the
deception he had practised on her? He had lied to her to get her. What was so
unforgivable in that? He had not deserted her. Not for the first time she
wondered if she was becoming a widow with a 'grievance'. But it is hard to argue
with your heart.

On the second night Dwight, who had also become a temporary bachelor in
the furtherance of Bella's career, invited them to sup at Killewarren, and
Clowance was surprised and pleased to find Geoffrey Charles and Amadora
there. Geoffrey Charles was still enamoured of his pretty Spanish wife and she
with him. The religious difficulty had been accepted, though not ignored, and
Amadora's wish to have Juana brought up in the Catholic faith was an extra
stumbling block. Neither Geoffrey Charles nor Ross, now the senior member of
the family, had very strong feelings on the subject, so Amadora was having her
way. But at Ross's suggestion they were keeping quiet about it, for there would
be strong feelings in the neighbourhood if it came out. Demelza's brothers, Sam
and Drake, were deeply shocked, though sworn to secrecy. Most of Ross's
aristocratic friends would also look askance, having been brought up to hate and
fear Catholicism.

Amadora and Clowance had a long talk about Juana; though Clowance had
no children of her own she was interested in them, and her emotional clash with
Cuby in Truro had ended on a much more peaceable note after they had begun to
discuss Noelle.

While they were so talking Clowance heard the name Prideaux mentioned by



Geoffrey Charles, and after supper she brought the name up herself.

'Captain Prideaux?' said Geoffrey Charles. 'Philip Prideaux? I do not know
him well, for we were in different regiments. But he's well thought of.
Interesting fellow. Wonder he's alive.'

'D'you mean at Waterloo?'

'Yes. He was in the King's Dragoon Guards. One of the crack Household
Cavalry regiments. It was on the Sunday morning of Waterloo when the bloody
skirmishing was almost over and the real battle about to begin. Some of our
infantry got into trouble and were losing ground and losing men. Lord Uxbridge
saw what was happening and ordered six brigades of Dragoons and Inniskillings
and Scots Greys to charge." Geoffrey Charles paused a moment to exercise his
part-crippled left hand. 'Uxbridge led the charge himself. But you will have
heard all about this? There have been pictures painted, ballads sung.'

'l do not believe I have.' Clowance had not been interested in the heroics of a
battle that had cost her her brother.

'Well, they totally routed the French, scattered them like chaff, running for
their lives, cleared the whole valley. I saw a part of it: it was magnificent. But no
one took any notice of commands to rein in and regroup. They drove on and on
deep into the French lines, and when the wild charge finally came to a stop and
they could hear the bugles still blowing for the retreat they had no reserves to
cover them. So they were cut to pieces. Only about a quarter returned.’

They listened for a moment to Horace III yapping at the door to come in.

'And Captain Prideaux was in that?'

'Very much so. Quite the hero. He rescued Colonel Fisher, brought him back
across the saddle of his horse. He was wounded himself four or five times.'

Horace III was allowed in, and went snuffling round the room looking
discontentedly for his mistress. Geoffrey Charles said: 'l lost sight of him for a
while then. I believe he was in hospital for six months. Then they sent him to the
West Indies. He had some sort of a breakdown there.'

'So he has resigned from the Army?"

'Did he tell you that?'

'T think he did. I assumed it.’

'Well, yes. But it was not voluntary. He was discharged for killing a man.’

'T did not know that."'

'Perhaps I should not have told you. Clearly he would prefer it not to be
known.'

'How did it happen?'

'T have no details - or at least reliable details that I would pass on - but it was
during the period of his breakdown. That's all I know.'



'Did he go to prison then? For killing someone... Or was it a duel?'

'It was not a duel. I think he was considered of unsound mind. These black
fevers can very quickly have that effect." Geoffrey Charles studied his cousin.
'"Those glasses he wears nowadays. I believe he can see well enough without
them. They may be a symptom of some sort. Probably he will be better now he is
out of the Army altogether.'

The shadow of Waterloo, Clowance thought again; even after three years, it
lay over them all. Jeremy killed, leaving his family bereft, and a widow and an
unborn daughter, Christopher Havergal, with an artificial foot, Philip Prideaux
apparently a nervous wreck, Geoffrey Charles with a part-paralysed left hand
(though that in truth was a relic of the Peninsular War). Four young men. All
over England people would still be licking their wounds. And in France too. And
in many other countries. All because of one great man's vaunting ambition.

'T should like to meet him,' said Ross.

'Who?'

"This Prideaux man. I heard much of the cavalry charge but never saw it. I
was on a mission to carry a message to Prince Frederick of Halle. It was well on
in the afternoon before I...returned..."

Deliberately changing the subject, Dwight Enys said: 'Was anyone invited to
the Warleggan christening yesterday? Were you, Ross?'

'No.'

'Katie said there were only a dozen there; just servants from the household.
He's a healthy boy of eight pounds. I advised Selina not to go. Whether she did
go I know not. But she is not of robust constitution, and one would not want her
to risk a prolapse.'

'A strange household altogether,’ said Geoffrey Charles. 'It was a mystery
what induced her ever to marry that Pope fellow in the first place. Now I wonder
why she married Valentine.'

'She 'as two daughters already?' asked Amadora. 'I 'ave never seen them.'

"They're her stepdaughters by Mr Pope's earlier marriage. They seem to have
been more or less permanently farmed out somewhere in London - Finsbury, I
believe. Is it true that they have christened the new baby George?'

'T don't know," said Dwight shortly. 'T heard so, but it may be only a rumour.
Or one of Valentine's sick jokes.'

Everyone waited for Ross to speak, but he said nothing, and his expression
gave nothing away. Clowance wondered whether her mother would be so self-
contained at the news.

I11



Mingoose House was part medieval. Built shortly before Trenwith, it had
few of Trenwith's airs and graces, and like Werry House, six miles inland, it had
large gloomy rooms, a multiplicity of corridors and staircases and doors that
opened unexpectedly into smaller rooms and cupboards. The Trenegloses had
lived there since the early 1550s when one Edward Treneglos with a group of
camp followers had spoiled two Spanish ships with cargoes of velvets laden for
Antwerp. This was off Mount's Bay, and they had landed at Ilfracombe with
their spoils. Some months later, with a doxy of his choosing, he had settled on
this desolate area of the north coast and begun to build.

The house was half-finished when he died of drink, but his son, having found
some tin deposits on the newly acquired land, had completed the house after his
own fancy. Since then generations of Trenegloses had lived out their lives there,
on the whole noisily but minding their own business and taking no part in the
religious and political traumas which had racked the county. The fifth generation
eldest son had married a Joan Trevanion, who had brought them land and
property in Plymouth Dock which had cushioned the family against the worst
economic winds ever since. Their mines were long since played out except for
Wheal Leisure, in which, thanks to Ross and Jeremy, they had shares, and from
which they regularly had, as owners of the land, a 'dish’ or percentage on the ore
raised. For the rest they hunted madly on all possible occasions, went shooting
with friends on the more bird prolific south coast, got drunk when they had the
mind to, and played interminable hands of whist. Old Horace, a contemporary of
Ross's father, had been something of a Greek scholar, but none of his family had
picked up this disagreeable habit. What fields they troubled to cultivate yielded
amazingly well, considering the ranting winds and the shallowness of the soil.

It was here that Valentine Warleggan found himself at the time he was being
discussed by Dwight Enys and Ross Poldark.

The gaunt house was quiet and almost empty, except for the servants. John
and Ruth had gone to visit Horrie, their newly married son, at Minehead.
Emmeline was away, and the youngest daughter Paula was in bed with a light
fever. So Valentine was in bed with Agneta. Early in the evening was not
without risk. He could have met a maid in one of the corridors, or might do still
when he left. But an element of risk added an element of spice to the adventure.

And he was beginning to need a little spice to sustain him. One of the joys of
his life was discovering a new woman. Although the cynical streak in his mind
told him that in the end all women were alike, his constant need was for
conquest. Nothing matched the savoury sweetness of the courtship and the first
consummations. Alas, it did not last.

Agneta had first taken his interest because of her utter innocence. At twenty-



nine life had passed her by. Because she was what the Cornish called 'half-
saved', her father and mother had kept a closer watch over her than over her
sisters. All through her adolescence and early twenties she had had a maid-
companion to keep her company, so even if she had had the normal impulses of
a girl to kick over the traces, the opportunity had not been allowed to exist.

And she was not unattractive. With her lank shiny hair and startling brown
eyes and dark skin, she might have been a half-caste. There was a legend in the
family that when Edward Treneglos had settled here all those centuries ago the
woman he had brought with him and bred from had been a Creole. If so, a slight
touch of the blood continued to exist, as some of the portraits in the hall seemed
to bear out.

At the moment Valentine, having had his satisfaction with her, was stroking
her long, pale, fawn-coloured back, and she was giggling. He knew that she was
expecting him to come again, and he might well do so soon, but he was
recognizing the feelings of satiety within himself which told him that this affair
was nearing its end. Not quite the end. He had no one else in view. He wished
she did not giggle so much.

She rolled over on her back and folded her arms to conceal her fine breasts.

She said: 'Do you love Neta?'

After a few moments he nodded his head. 'Yes, I think I do. Quite a little bit.'

She displayed a huddle of front teeth as her full lips parted. 'Neta wants to
know what is a little bit?"

He pinched her nose. 'Neta should know it is improper to ask too many
questions.'

'What is proper?'

'Not what we are doing now.'

'When will Vally see me again?'

'T am not sure. I have been having a new ship built in Falmouth, a lugger, a
small brig. Do you understand that?'

'Up and down, up and down. Yes.'

'Well, it is ready and I shall be taking delivery of it with three men I know,
and we shall sail it from Falmouth to Padstow. That is perhaps tomorrow or
Tuesday.'

'What?'

He repeated his statement slowly. 'So I shall not be back for several days.'

The teeth disappeared. "You come again?'

'Of course.'

"You come again now”?'

'‘Soon.'



'My Mama and Papa come again too.'

'What do you mean? You said tomorrow.'

'That is right. Tomorrow, Sunday.'

'"Today is Sunday!

'Oh? Yes. Perhaps it is Monday. Perhaps Mama said Monday.'

Valentine listened. The house was deadly silent. Of course he had often been
here when all the family was here. But if they returned this evening it would be
natural for Ruth to come upstairs to see her daughter. He looked at the door. It
was of solid oak, and he had himself turned the great key.

Oh, well. An element of risk added pleasure to any pleasure.

'‘Agneta.’

'Yes, Vally?'

'If I have you again tonight I do not want you to cry out.'

'Neta wants to cry out.'

'But you know I have told you...’

"They will think she is dreaming. She often cries out in her dreams!’

'Agneta, it is only eight o'clock. You should not be abed at eight o'clock. If
you cry out, someone will come knocking thinking you are having one of your -
thinking you are not well.'

She giggled. "You locked the door. Agneta will tell them to go away.'

The rain was pattering on the lattice windows. It would be a dreary ride
home for him. His horse was hidden in a coppice nearby, so he could hardly
return by way of the cliffs and the beach. He wondered why he went to all this
trouble. And a sulky wife to greet him when he reached home. Would Agneta be
difficult to uncolonize? That was always the tricky part of any affair, the tears,
the anger, the recriminations. In this case perhaps just absence would be
sufficient. Over six miles separated the houses. He could, in fact, with his new
ship to play with, have a genuine reason to absent himself. He looked at Agneta
and wondered if because of her simpler reactions she would be easier or more
difficult to shake off. The latter probably. Maybe he would dally about her for a
time, let his visits become slowly less frequent. He did not want to break the
girl's heart.



CHAPTER SEVEN

The day before they left London for their long trek back to Cornwall, a red-
haired lady in her late forties called at Mrs Pelham's house in Hatton Garden.
With her was a tawny young man, clean-shaven but with fine wavy hair escaping
from under his silk hat. When Demelza came into the upstairs drawing room
they were already talking to Mrs Pelham.

On seeing Demelza the red-haired lady sprang up: 'Ma cherie!'

'Jodie!' They embraced. "What a surprise! Judas God, I thought I was seeing a
ghost!'

'So you might, for we could give you no notice and alas we hear you are
leaving tomorrow. And my darling Bella! What joy!"

Presently the young man was introduced. He was Maurice Valéry, whose
home was in Lyons, but who was at present living in Paris.

'How did you know?' Demelza asked.

'l saw Christopher this morning in a coffee house. He said you were here on
a fleeting visit, and if I wanted to see you I must make haste."'

'Yes, we leave at seven. It will take at least two and a half days before we are
home. Ross will be some sorry not to have seen you.'

'He is - well? You are well? I heard of course of your great loss. And of
course I wrote. My darling, you have suffered much. War is vile and terrible.
Your loss is - still raw and fresh. Peace has come at last and the usurper is locked
away. Far away, where I pray he may do no more harm...’

Maurice Valéry was looking about the room, appreciating its elegance.

'Are you a Bonapartist, young man?' Mrs Pelham asked abruptly.

He smiled and shook his head.

"There is still much Republicanism in France,' said Jodie, 'but very few want
Bonaparte back. This time the Bourbons seem to be securely in place, and it may
be that the forces of occupation may be persuaded to leave France before 1820,
as it was agreed in the treaty. That can only help us the more." She leaned
forward towards Mrs Pelham. 'Did you know, Madame, how Lady Poldark
helped in my escape from Paris? And little Bella - not so little, ma petite, not
even then - risked her life by diverting attention from the man Sieur Menieres
who was escaping with us.'

'For me it was just a prank,' said Bella, blushing. It was not like her to blush,
and Demelza wondered if the presence of the handsome young Frenchman had



brought on this unusual display of modesty.

'Perhaps you will stay and sup with us, Madame de la Blache?' said Mrs
Pelham. 'Christopher Havergal will be here. And also my niece, Mrs Enys,
whom I would like you to meet.'

Jodie glanced at the young man, who smiled in acquiescence.

'"Thank you,' she said. "'We shall be enchanted.’

IT

Ross said: 'So you decided it was right for her to go?'

'l wish you had been there.'

'T did not want to - overload the delegation, so to say. You are her mother,
with perhaps the greatest interest of us all in keeping her home. Caroline has a
wise and sophisticated head. If you have decided, I am not in a position to
criticize it. And Havergal's recommendation was the one you finally chose?'

'When we got there, after we had been there two days, it seemed I was on a
slope. You know I do not really like London - I am a little afraid of it - but it was
at its best this time. And things seemed to move in only one direction once we
were there. Mrs Pelham was that warm and welcoming, and she took the greatest
of a fancy to Bella - and Bella to her..." Demelza sighed. 'But the most important
part is that there don't - doesn't seem any doubt that all three teachers think
highly of Bella's voice. Dr Fredericks said it was one of the best he had heard for
years. Mr Reumann said he would be happy to have her, and so did Madame
Schneider. I thought much of Madame Schneider, for she was a tip-top singer
herself. But we chose Dr Fredericks because twas the nearest to a normal school,
and he is very - what is the word? - dedicated. She will get full tuition there, and
it is much nearer Mrs Pelham's house.'

They were lying in bed and talking by the light of a single candle. A half
gale was booming, and the windows rattled as usual at each particular gust. A
wearisome ride back from Truro, where Matthew Mark Martin had been waiting
for them. The end of a long day in a jolting coach. It was nine when they reached
Nampara, and they had supped lightly - Bella passing on the glowing news to
her father between bites at a rabbit pie - and then she had shot off with Farquahar
at her heels, no doubt taken him to bed to tell him the story all over again.

Demelza said: "This business of Mrs Pelham wanting Bella to live with her. It
was some nice of her, for I could see she really truly meant it and it made all the
difference to my feelings. It made all the difference, Ross. She will be in a home
not in a cheap rooming house, and Mrs Pelham even says she will send one of
her footmen to take her and fetch her each day. It is such a lovely house.’

'T remember,' said Ross. '"And of course coming from such a house gives her



an added importance in the scheme of things. One side of us may deplore that,
but it is a fact.'

'And also,' said Demelza, 'being the daughter of a baronet.'

'Faugh! I suppose so.'

She stretched. 'Oh, I'm glad to be home. That coach jolted and lurched so
much.’

He put his hand in hers. 'No more now, then. Go to sleep.’

'Just a little more, Ross. Who do you think came to sup with us the night
before we left? You will never guess. Jodie de la Blache!"

'My God. How is she? And what is she doing in London?'

'She said just a holiday. Of course she has many friends in England. But you
never know with Jodie, do you?'

'How do you mean?'

'What is the word she used so often about herself? Une espionne. She was so
long a conspirator that now you have to wonder...'

'Happily there is little to conspire about now the wars are over.'

'She had a young man with her. Much younger than she was. I do not think...
But he was handsome and he said he played the fiddle in an orchestra in Paris.’

'It seems we cannot get away from music.’

'Do you want to?"'

'T like the sort of music you play.'

Her hand closed on his. 'That is not music proper. That is tunes. Anyway I
have invited Jodie to come and stay with us.'

"The Devil you have.'

"The Devil I have. Oh, not now. They are off back to Paris on Monday. But
sometime. If she is over again.'

'T hope you told her we did not have a house like Trelissick, where she stayed
years ago.'

'T told her we lived in a farmhouse which had had some improvements.'

He yawned. 'Shall I douse the candle?’

'Please.’

He did so, and there was silence between them, though there was no silence
in the room. Hail struck the windows like fistfuls of gravel hurled by a petulant
child.

Tt is growing worse. You were just home in time.'

'Have you finished the Long Field?”'

'"Yesterday. We ended by moonlight. The sea was so heavy we knew bad
weather was on the way.'

'So all is safely gathered in.'



"You are. That is rather important, you know. As for the seed, some of it will
be washed or blown away... Even Sam and Rosina called.’

"That is uncommon good of them. Was they both well?'

'T think so. They stayed to help but, I imagine, Brother Sam thought you
would be home yesterday. He asked me if we had come to any decision about
Isabella-Rose.’

'He - being of his persuasion - will think we are casting our daughter to the
Beast by considering she might go on the stage.’

'Not sure I don't think that myself.'

'Oh, Ross.'

'T swear the jest be laughable.’

After a minute Demelza said: "Well, there is still time to withdraw.'

"That time is not yet. We must play fair with Bella.'

'T am glad you feel that.’

IT1

They had a house party for Christmas at Cardew, but it was of Harriet's
arranging, not George's, so he suffered it but did not too actively participate.
Parties that he arranged were not undertaken solely for the pleasure of laying out
large sums of money to give his friends entertainment; they always in some
greater or lesser degree had a purpose, an end, a reason, in view. If the guests he
invited did not actually give anything in return, they contributed to his plans:
either to impress an important guest with the extent of his own possessions, or
because his guest's profession or business was interesting to George, or because
the guest was a large investor in Warleggan's Bank or might be persuaded to
become one. People like Sir Christopher Hawkins of Trewithen, who had put the
pieces together to enable him to buy the rotten parliamentary borough of St
Michael, were always welcome, as were a few other such scattered about the
county.

Harriet, on the other hand, had a disappointing habit of having people to stay
for whom, without regard to their standing, she had developed a sudden liking -
like this young fellow Prideaux who always seemed to be staying, or if not
staying, visiting, or if not visiting, appearing and disappearing at unexpected
moments. Of course he seemed a decent enough fellow, and well connected in
the county, and there was no personal reason to object to him; but one wished for
and had expected something different. Her brother, the sixth Duke of Leeds, for
instance, had never yet been down, and when they were staying in London he
always seemed to be abroad. Harriet, with a lazy chuckle, said she had never got
on too well with George William; they were too much alike, she supposed, and



rubbed each other up the wrong way. Besides, his wife was ineffably tedious and
never hunted.

'Nor do I, said George.

'Oh, come. I sometimes see you bringing up the rear.’

'It is a matter of courtesy, as my wife always leads the field.'

"You stand my teasing better than you used to, George. Anyway, George
William is not at his best on a horse. Dear God, why are there so many Georges
in the world?'

'Another George has recently been added to it.’

'Oh?'

'Valentine has christened his new brat George.'

'No!... How do you know? Has...'

'T heard before Christmas, but there has been such a toing and froing, and
looking to my own extensive affairs and observing the haunches of your horse as
you ride away... And then this party..."

Harriet took a small gold watch from her jacket pocket. 'Ursula should be
home soon.’

'They said six. It wants fifteen minutes.'

'Did you see Valentine?'

George hesitated. 'Yes. He came to the Bank.'

'Has he changed?'

'As usual very self-possessed. No hint of apology for the way he behaved.'

'As you know, my dear, I have always had a feeling that we reacted too
ferociously at the time.'

"You mean I did.'

'Yes, if you put it that way. Valentine, whether we like it or not, is a young
man of spirit. You arranged a marriage for him. He clearly did not fancy Miss
Trevanion as much as you supposed. It upset your plans. But did you ever think
you may have driven him into Mrs Pope's arms?'

'What on earth d'you mean?'

'He was about twenty at the time, wasn't he? You are rather an intimidating
man for Valentine to tell to his face that he won't fall in with your plans. You
might even have over-drove him, over-drove him trying to marry him to Cuby.
His one security was to do what he did do - seek the protection of the law by
marrying someone else - in this case Selina Pope. Once he had done that you
were powerless.'

'And does it please you to reflect that Valentine rendered me - powerless in
this way?'

'Oh, la, George, do not put it into such dramatic terms. I am merely



suggesting to you that the unfortunate event should not be looked on as the end
of the world.'

He stirred restlessly. 'So you think it is some small matter that had best be
ignored and ordinary relations between us should be resumed.’

'My dear, he's your son, not mine. Do whatever you have the fancy to. I rest
easy in this either way.'

George picked irritably at a few bristles under his chin which Kingston had
missed when shaving him that morning. Feller was getting careless: it was the
second time this month.

'And the insufferable insults he paid me during the last quarrel, when I turned
him out of the house?'

'l was not privy to them. But most insults, I believe, go curled and yellow at
the edges after a number of years.'

George eyed his distinguished but irritating wife. Still only thirty-nine, she
had lost few of her looks, her skin still very good, her hair still shiny and raven-
black. (No white hairs.) If she would only take more care for her dress during the
hunting season. Striding about like a man, dropping mud on the carpets, smelling
of dogs.

He had never mentioned or even hinted to her of the jealous thoughts that
had constantly poisoned his first marriage, and the vile doubts as to whether
Valentine was his true son. It had all turned upon whether Valentine had been an
eight-month child; and when Elizabeth lay dying after giving birth to an eight-
month daughter he had sworn to himself that never, never again (even though so
far as Elizabeth was concerned it was too late) would he doubt that Valentine
was his son. And so it had been. The doubts were gone - or had been locked like
poisonous snakes in some dark cellar of the subconscious - and he had come to
regard Valentine as truly his. He had planned everything, disregarding
Valentine's looks, his sarcasms, his casual misdeeds, and arranging a fine
marriage to a fine young woman of aristocratic but moneyless family, a fine
castle the most beautiful in Cornwall - all, all, all would have been Valentine's,
Valentine Warleggan of Caerhays - and the young puppy had thrown it all back
in his face, with insolence, abuse and - one suspected - naked dislike. It was the
expression on Valentine's face more than his words which remained most vividly
in George's memory.

Then, only then, had that dark cellar been opened an inch or two and some of
the malodorous suspicions resurfaced. Valentine was very unlike Elizabeth or
himself. Not that he was particularly like Ross Poldark, except for his height and
colouring. But, although George did not remember him, one or two ill-
intentioned people had whispered that he was like Joshua, Ross's infamous



father.

There was therefore this other enormous obstacle, of which Harriet knew
nothing, to any sort of reconciliation. And Valentine's manner when he came to
the Bank was anything but contrite. He had lounged in a chair, his long, elegant
bent leg over the arm, casually asking George's permission to name this so-
called grandson after him. The strangest move on Valentine's part. Inexplicable
except as a move towards a reconciliation. But to what end? There seemed to
George to be only one answer: money.

He said: 'T shall take no notice of his visit. If he expects to be invited here
with his wife and son he will be much mistaken.’

'T have never once seen him in Falmouth or Truro," Harriet said. 'He has
become very much of a north-coast man. I wonder how his marriage is making
out.'

'His marriage? Why?'

'Well, I would think him far too free with his favours to be content to bestow
them on only one woman.' George eyed her suspiciously. 'Has he - did he ever...’

She laughed. 'Make approaches to me? Think again. But a woman does not
need to be seduced by a man to know how he feels about women in general.'

George was about to say more, but was prevented by the arrival of Ursula,
his daughter by Elizabeth. She had been spending Christmas with the Rashleighs
of Luxulyan. George had willingly sanctioned this, as he knew Sir Colman
Rashleigh was an important man in the county.

Ursula was now just nineteen. She was still stoutly built with thick legs and a
noticeable bust. But because of the alchemy which begins to work on girls of
this age she was less dumpy, less unattractive than she had been earlier. Her skin
was good and mercifully unmarked by pox, her grey eyes, though frequently
masked by sullen lids, very sharp when seen. Her straight flaxen hair was curled
and dressed.

Not a vivacious girl, and when asked how she had enjoyed Christmas her
appreciation was expressed in short sentences and simple monosyllables. George
had early taken her away from Mrs Hemple's School in Truro - partly because
Isabella-Rose Poldark had arrived - and sent her to Madame Blick's Finishing
School for Young Ladies at Penzance. He was now about to move her on
somewhere else - Exeter or London - where she could be taught the niceties of
society life and behaviour. But he hadn't decided where. In truth, he was a little
baffled by her attitude. Was no child of his ever going to conform to
expectations? She was only mildly interested in clothes; (Harriet, when she
could find the time, would give advice to her dressmaker). She was only mildly
interested in boys. She was only mildly interested in horses and foxes and the



countryside. What she was interested in was metals and mines: tin stamps,
copper smelting; the side products of Cornish mining such as gold, silver, zinc,
iron, lead. George sometimes blamed himself for ever buying her that clever
reconstruction of a Cornish mine, built by an out-of-work and crippled miner,
which she had played with endlessly as a child. True it was not an inappropriate
or unwelcome hobby for one living in the centre of the Cornish mining areas, but
not quite the thing for a woman, a young girl of quality.

'Oh," said Ursula at supper that evening. 'Erica Rashleigh knows Bella
Poldark.'

We all live too close together, George thought between his mental teeth,
Cornwall is just a big village.

'Indeed,’ he said discouragingly.

'T hardly knew her,' said Ursula; 'she was among the juniors. I know you
don't like them, but she seemed to have sufficient agreeableness. They say she
sings.'

'Walter, you may bring the port.'

"Very good, sur.'

'‘Bring the '87," said Harriet. 'Last night's was over the top."'

'"Very good, m'lady.'

'T thought it was well enough,' said George snappily, after the butler had
gone.

'Uh-huh,' said Harriet. 'Did they give you port at the Rashleighs, Ursula?'

'No, Mama. Erica is only eighteen, and not treated yet as if she were quite
grown up.'

'Well, taste this tonight. I'm sure your father will not mind.'

'Bella Poldark,' said Ursula, 'is going to London to school.'

Harriet raised her eyebrows. "Who told you that?'

'Erica.’

'Where is she going?' asked George after a moment.

't is to be to a special school where she is to be taught singing.’

"That will cost them a pretty penny. Her father is still largely dependent on
his mines." George shrugged his shoulders as if his jacket were becoming
uncomfortable. 'No doubt his other small investments pay their way.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

Ross was in the silversmith's in River Street when the bell jingled and
Valentine came in, stooping, as Ross had stooped, to avoid the rafters.

'Why, Cousin,’ Valentine said. "Well met. What brings you here?’

'T might say the same. As we have agreed before, the point really is who gets
the question in first.'

'Indeed you might. Afternoon, Penarth. I am after a bracelet to please a vain
woman. I see you are among the candle snuffers, Ross.'

'As you say. This is a new kind of snuffer which does not let the dead wax
fall on the table but stores it to be deposited later in the fire.'

'Excellent idea. Thank you, Penarth, I'll just look around your little shop.'

'Ais, sur.'

'T'll take three of these,' Ross said.

'Tt puzzles me," Valentine said. 'Men are always finding some mechanical
improvement to make life easier. But they never find anything to improve
themselves.'

Ross glanced at the fat young shopkeeper. 'Penarth, I believe, is of the
Methodist persuasion. He might take a different view.'

Penarth grinned awkwardly. 'Tis not for me to differ from my betters, sur.
Especial too when they are my customers. I d'think young Mr Warleggan was
speakin' of more practical things.'

'Tact,’ said Valentine. "Tact is what I think you have. Tell me, is this bracelet
good silver?'

'Oh ais, sur. You'll see the mark just near the clasp.'

Valentine dangled it in his fingers, holding it up. 'Does that please you,
Cousin?'

'"You are not buying it for me. You must consider the lady's tastes. Do you
know them well?'

Valentine closed his eyes in thought. 'Not very well. She's my wife.’

Ross paid for his candle snuffers, and Penarth took them into the back of the
shop to wrap them in tissue paper.

Ross said in a low voice. 'And how is George?'

'‘George?'

"Your son.'

'Oh. That George. Lusty and full of life.' Valentine's sallow face had



coloured slightly.

'And Selina?'

'Dwight Enys is not well satisfied with her. D'ye know, Cousin, women are
strange creatures after recently giving birth. Instead of being full of joy at having
come to her time and produced a fine healthy baby, she is mopish, under-
spirited, indolent, subject to tears. I think she needs rhubarb, but Dwight has
other ideas.’

Penarth could be heard rustling paper in the back of the shop.

'A strange name to give your son, was it not?"'

Valentine sucked the handle of his riding crop.

'It is a very common name. I gave scarcely a thought to my - er - ex-parent. I
have seen neither sight nor sound of him since the almighty sparring that took
place between us when I told him I was married to Selina. How many years ago
is that? It seems half a century. I never think of him nowadays.'

Penarth came bustling back with his parcel, but seeing his important clients
engaged in conversation, he went behind again and began to polish some
candlesticks.

'In fact,' said Valentine, 'if I thought of anyone when I chose the name I
thought of George Canning. He is one of your heroes, is he not?'

Ross said: 'Do you remember Aunt Mary Rogers? Pally Rogers's wife?'

Valentine stared. 'No.'

'No, I suppose you are too young. Aunt Mary was a fat, jolly woman who
smelt strongly of camphor. She had one weakness, which was a high level of
gullibility. She would believe almost anything you told her. So when I was
young, if you were confronted with some obvious untruth, you would say: "Tell
that to Aunt Mary." '

Valentine nodded. 'Just so. And you are not Aunt Mary Rogers. Just so. So,
Cousin, I will unveil the facts. We all know the scurrilous rumours which
circulate in our neighbourhood about my parentage. Whatever the truth or the
untruth of them, it is your known and expressed wish that they should be ignored
or, where they cannot be ignored, denied. What better could I have done to play
my prescribed role in this matter than by christening my son George?'

It was not often that Ross got the worst of an argument with Valentine, but
he found himself nonplussed and illogically resenting it.

'Here we are, sir,’ said Penarth, producing the carefully packed candle
snuffers. 'T've made a loop of strong twine if so be as you wish to tie it to your
saddle.’

'After all,’ Valentine said, 'would you better prefer it if I had called him
Ross?'



II

Near home Valentine called in to see Henry Cook, the grass captain of the
Wheal Elizabeth mine, which had come into existence close to Place House. The
site had been the object of speculation before Valentine had married into the
property and when Unwin Trevaunance and Michael Chenhalls had lost interest
he had taken it up, called it after his mother and engaged twenty men to explore
it. It had borne some fruit, but as George Warleggan had pointed out maliciously
to Valentine it was not yet paying its way. No engine had been installed because
the site was on a slope beside the track leading to Place House and all early
workings would drain easily onto the moorland and thence to the sea. Five shafts
had been dug, each with its separate name: Diagonal, Western, Central, Moyle's
and Parson's; but of these only the first two had brought a return, and it was not
enough. At a tin ticketing in Truro Valentine had met a Mr John Permewan, who
had the reputation of being able to raise money for mining, a man with many
connections upcountry. So he had commissioned Permewan to write a
prospectus for Wheal Elizabeth to see what interest was aroused. There was
money about, Permewan said, and often the North Country speculators, if
presented with a well-written prospectus, would take up shares 'sight unseen'.

As he approached Place House he saw there was a more than usual number
of lights on. Selina often went early to bed. Strange if she had decided to
entertain in his absence. He had only been away a day.

Music came to take his horse. 'Is your mistress up?'

"Yessur.'

'Nothing wrong?'

'Notsino, sur.'

He went in, took off his cloak and, seeing no servant about, hung it on the
baroque hatstand in the hall, then went into the sitting room on the left which
had been Sir John Trevaunance's study. Unerringly he had located the cause of
the trouble. His wife sat at one side of the fire, and perched on an armchair on
the other side was Agneta.

Valentine went across and kissed Selina on the cheek as she turned her face
away.

'Greetings to you, m'dear,’ he said. 'l am later than expected because I
stopped at the mine... Agneta! This is quite a surprise, so far from home, and
late at night.’

She was still in the black cloak in which she had come, and her hair, blown
about by the cold January wind, was hanging in lank strings about her face.
Blood and bones, thought Valentine, does she not look a freak! What did I ever



see in her?

'Neta came to see Vally,' said the girl, wiping her nose with the back of her
hand. "Why has he been away so long?'

'T said I was much occupied," he replied in a quiet soothing voice. "You
should not have come here disturbing my wife with your complaints.'

'Neta wanted to see you. You promised to see Neta. It is weeks since you
saw Neta. The last time...'

'Has she been here long?' he asked Selina.

"Too long.'

"That tells me nothing.’

"Twenty minutes.'

Selina's narrowed eyes were gleaming, more than ever like a Siamese cat's in
the candlelight. Valentine fingered the silver bracelet in his pocket, aware that
the gift would be worse than useless tonight. What a tedious business this all
was!

He went across and pulled the bell rope.

Agneta said: 'All through Christmas. Never seen Vally all through Christmas.
Neta went to church on Twelfth Night. Mama took her, along with Paula. Neta
thought she might see Vally there. When we came out there was snow in the
wind." She began to cry.

As it happened, it was Katie who answered the bell.

'Has Music gone home yet?' Valentine asked sharply.

'No, sur. We was besting to go 'ome together.'

'Agneta, have you a horse?’

She looked up wet-eyed at the thin, dark, angry man. She shook her head.

"You walked here?... Katie, tell Music to saddle a pony for Miss Treneglos.
And Katie!'

'Sur?' She swung round. "You and Music take horses - doesn't matter which -
not Nestor - and I want you both to escort Miss Treneglos home to Mingoose
House and see she is safely with her family. Understood!'

'Yes, sur.'

'Very well, that is all.'

This time Katie stood her ground. 'Beg pardon, sur.'

'What is it?'

'T was 'elping Maud see for your supper. Cook's abed with the cramps and
Elsie 'ave gone off.'

'Damn my supper! I will have whatever Maud can give me cold. Now be off.
Miss Treneglos is ready to leave.'

'Neta is thirsty," said Agneta cunningly.



Tl give you a glass of wine, m'dear,' said Valentine, his voice softer when
he was speaking to her.

Selina got up. 'I shall retire to bed.'

Valentine opened the door for her, and his wife swept out. Then he went to
the cupboard and took out a bottle of Canary, found a glass for Agneta and one
for himself.

As he handed the glass to the snivelling young woman, he said: 'Listen,
Agneta. Are you listening? Listen carefully. You must never, never, never come
here again.'
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They had slept separately for some time, but he crossed the corridor and
tapped at his wife's door. There was no answer, so he went in.

Selina was lying across the bed, the curtains part drawn. Her night-rail was
rucked up so that her pale slender legs were exposed to well above the knee. He
sat quietly on the edge of the bed.

'Get out of my room,' she said.

After waiting for a few moments he said: "What did that woman want?'

No reply. He put a hand on her foot. She withdrew it as if his hand had been
a hot iron. Then she dragged her nightdress down. Her face was still buried in
the pillow.

'Selina,' he said quietly, 'what have I done wrong this time?"'

No reply.

'Look," he said. 'A half-witted girl escapes from her parents' clutches and
comes over here asking to see me. I am sorry for a poor creature like that.
Sometimes I try to talk to her. So she thinks I am fond of her and constructs her
own wild fancies around what is a mere friendly pity. Do you think I am so
perverse, so desperate for a woman's company, that I have to dredge among the
mud flats and pick out the witless, nashed, screw-eyed daughter of John
Treneglos for my favours? Blood and bones, what do you think I am? Where
will your insane jealousy lead you next?'

No reply.

He said: 'Doesn't she have fits?'

Selina moved her ash-blonde head. 'She said you kissed her knees.'

He laughed. 'Really, m'dear, this is a jest. All right, all right, very good.
Granted that I have not been as faithful to you as you have wished. But give me
leave to show a little taste in these matters. Why did I marry you? Why do I love
you? Yes, just as much as I ever did. Now also we have a lovely baby... Where
is he?'



'In the next room with Polly.'

'As well to keep our voices lowered, then. Now Selina, if you promised not
to kick my teeth out, I should be very happy to kiss your knees at this very
moment. Your disorder when I came into the room was mightily seductive. Your
legs are very pretty, you know; quite flawless, the skin so fine it might be
without pores. An enchanting woman like you almost by instinct can assume the
most attractive attitudes.'

He put his hand gently on her ankle. She kicked it away.

'Do you believe that girl? That half-crazed woman? You would believe
anybody against me, would you not. If some wizened hag off the streets came in
and said she had received my favours you would assume she was telling the truth
and I was lying. What has come over you, Selina? You have married a rake?
Yes, I admit it. But if this were true, why should I not admit it also to you? Can
you not believe that this rake tells you the one big important truth when he says
that he truly loves you?'

He waited then. Over the years of their marriage he had come to know her.
You could appeal to her reason, but her sense of outrage would not allow it to
respond. He fingered the bracelet in his pocket again. Tomorrow at the earliest.
God damn that Treneglos creature for coming here tonight. He was tired and
aware that any supper Maud had laid for him would be congealing on its plates.
But this could not be left until the morning.

'Selina.'

'Get out of my room.'

'Have you ever been raped?'

She opened an eye. 'What did you say?'

't is rather a nasty business, but it can be quite amusing overall. I once had to
learn some damned Shakespeare at school: "To take her in her heart's extremest
hate...tears in her eyes..." How does it go? I cannot remember.’

'T told you to leave my room.’

'And I am not going while you continue to disbelieve me. After all, the law
says that a man cannot commit rape upon his own wife. We should have to
pretend we were unmarried for the occasion.'

'If you touch me I shall scream and wake George and Polly. And Maud is not
yet abed.'

'Remember,’ he said, 'when I visited you in this house not this very room, but
one down the corridor when your first husband was sleeping - how quiet we
were in our loving. Can we not pretend it is that time all over again? I would like
to be gentle. I should like to be stealthy.’

No reply. But the one glimpse of a Siamese blue eye told him there was



hope.
'T have not had my supper,' he said. 'But I need you first.’



CHAPTER NINE

A month later, when the February winds were blowing over the moorlands of
Cornwall and rustling the leaves of the evergreens, a woman was found stabbed
to death close to the village of Angorrick near Devoran Creek. Her name was
Mary Polmesk, a farmer's daughter with an illegitimate child, and it was thought
that she had been sexually assaulted. The crime was reported in the West Briton,
but raised no great stir except in the surrounding villages. Crime had increased
noticeably in Cornwall since the end of the war. The point of interest was that
she had been working as a part-time maid at Cardew, and was on her way home
on a dark, cold evening when she was attacked.

George said it was partly Harriet's responsibility for employing a girl of bad
reputation. Harriet said she had barely seen the girl, but passed on George's
complaint to the butler, who it turned out was Mary Polmesk's uncle. He offered
to give in his notice, but that was refused.

At the end of February, the weather not yet relenting, and two weeks after
her seventeenth birthday, Isabella-Rose left home and travelled to London to
begin her voice training and general schooling at the establishment of Dr
Emanuel Fredericks. Ross asked Clowance to go with her, at his expense. On the
Friday following their arrival on the Tuesday, Geoffrey Charles would be
returning to Trenwith, so Clowance would have company both ways.

'Thank you, Papa, but do you not have business yourself in London,
something that...'

'As it happens, no. And I shall have perhaps to go to Liverpool in a few
weeks on this Base Metals and Mining Commission, so would prefer not to
travel this month.'

'And Mama?'

'She thought to have a few days with Verity. Your aunt has not been quite so
well of late.'

'T know, I know. I saw her yesterday. But she has taken some physic which
appears to be helping.'

'Also,’ Ross said, 'it will make the break easier between Bella and her
mother, who does not greatly care for London. Besides, I thought - we thought
you have scarcely been anywhere since Stephen died, except an occasional visit
to Nampara, and the brief holiday...’

'Might do me good?'



'Might do you good. You and Bella are fond of each other, I know."

"You think I need a breath of fresh air?'

'Of new air - certainly not fresh. Well, it could do you no harm, could it?'

Clowance nursed her chin. 'When would it mean leaving?'

'Next Friday.'

'l suppose Hodge could manage if I were away for ten days. He managed
well enough when I had influenza last year... Don't think me ungracious, Papa. I
am, as you suspect, in rather a rut.'

'Can we agree, then?'

'Thank you. If Bella does not mind a censorious and rather firm older sister
as company.'

'Nobody here would recognize that description. Certainly not, I imagine,
Philip Prideaux.'

'What's all this about?' said Clowance. 'Who has mentioned Philip Prideaux?'

'T have.'

"You do not know him. You said so at Dwight's.'

'l said I would like to meet him sometime."'

'And does that involve me?'

'Not necessarily. But Cuby mentioned him when she was at Nampara last
week. She said it was clear that this Prideaux man is taking an active interest in
you.'

'Considering that the only time I met him in Cuby's presence I dismissed him
from his own tea party, that is quite a large assumption.’

'Apparently he came back after you had left.'

'l certainly must go to London now, Clowance said, 'to escape the erotic
temptations that beset me here.’

Ross regarded his daughter with quizzical amusement.

'At least, my dear, you are now on more companionable terms with Cuby, or
so I hear. It's an ill wind.'

'What do you call the ill wind - Philip Prideaux?’

They both laughed.

IT

So the sisters went to London together, and arrived at the Star & Garter
Hotel in Pall Mall at four in the afternoon, four hours late, to be met by
Lieutenant Christopher Havergal, who had been inside the hotel for four hours,
desperately resisting the temptation to drink himself into a stupor while waiting.

Without regard to decorum Bella flung herself into his arms. When
Christopher at length disengaged himself and bent over her sister's hand - they



had never met - Clowance looked at him with smiling interest, this sturdy, blue
eyed, moustached figure with the limp and the military bearing and the long fair
hair. He was a very attractive man. He would have little difficulty in charming
women if he had the mind to. Yet spying Isabella-Rose in Paris three years ago
when she was literally a child, he had apparently had eyes for no one since. Of
course he might have had other ladies on the side, there would be no knowing,
but his real love for Bella was plain to see. And she returned it, which to
Clowance was less hard to understand. There could be no hidden motive on his
part - Bella was no heiress, nor was she titled or came of an influential family. It
had been love at first sight.

A pang went through Clowance's breast. Had it not been the same with her,
the same with her and Stephen? Once they had met, exchanged glances,
exchanged kisses, no one else would do. And at last they had come together and
married and lived in harmony - a sort of harmony, until at the end it came out
that he had lied to her continuously, had married her bigamously, after his son by
his former marriage had turned up. Pray the gods that this love between her
young sister and this charming soldierly man would turn out better.

What if she did not become a prima donna, but only climbed as far as back
row singer? Or became a teacher? Were these high hopes worth the risk of
disappointment?

That was Tuesday evening. On Wednesday Clowance went with Bella to the
Fredericks Operatic School for Young Ladies in Woburn Court, off Chancery
Lane, and left her there, and met her again at five, this time with a footman to
accompany them home in the dark.

Although still bubbling, Bella seemed slightly more serious as they walked
home through the noisy pulsating streets. Something in that first day had opened
up to her the enormity of the task.

On the Thursday Mrs Pelham took the two sisters and Geoffrey Charles,
who, by arrangement, had just turned up, to a performance of Iphigenia in Tauris
at His Majesty's. (Christopher was working late at Rothschild's in order to make
up some of the time he had missed on Tuesday.)

It was not a good performance, the name part sung by a French prima who
was well past her best, but Gluck's music was unfamiliar and tuneful, and
Isabella-Rose drank it in with uninhibited zest. Clowance had never been to a
London theatre before, and realized that in spite of its noise and smells and
artificiality London had something to offer that Cornwall could not provide.
Geoffrey Charles admitted to being tone deaf, but sat through it with polite good
humour.

In the second entr'acte there was a tap on the door of their box, and a



footman came and offered a card to Mrs Pelham. She peered at it short-
sightedly, then: 'Of course, pray ask him in.'

Clowance was talking to Geoffrey Charles, and did not at first realize that
she knew the heavily built young man who was shown in.

Then she got up. 'Lord Edward!'

'Please do not disturb yourself, Mrs - er - Carrington. It so happened that I
was sitting in the box on the opposite side and I instantly recognized you. I felt I
must come and intrude upon your hostess, whom I had not previously had the
honour of meeting.'

'Pray sit down, sir," said Mrs Pelham.

'Miss Isabella,’ said Lord Edward, bowing over the girl's hand. "We met once
before, you will remember - or perhaps you will not remember - coming out of
the theatre in Drury Lane. You were with your parents.'

'Of course I remember," said Bella, dimpling at him just as she had done four
years ago. 'Do you often go to the theatre, sir?'

'As often as I am able. Sometimes I make the excuse...'

'Would you care to stay here for the third act,’ said Mrs Pelham, 'as it seems
you are all such old friends?'

'T am with my brother and sister-in-law. I should be delighted to stay, and can
send a man round with a note. Sir, you are Major Geoffrey Poldark? We have
not met.'

Lord Edward Fitzmaurice had changed scarcely at all, Clowance thought,
since he had proposed marriage to her. She wondered if she had changed. For an
aristocrat, living a life of ease and plenty and with all absence of stress, probably
the years would have slipped by easily and elegantly enough. For her it had been
a lifetime - or seemed it. She wondered how much she had altered in his eyes.
For this occasion she was very plainly dressed: she had not expected that Mrs
Pelham at her age should be so much in society. No doubt to Lord Edward she
now looked a dowdy country girl. Did it matter? Not in the least. She had never
been in love with him. Certainly not now. Probably he was remarking to himself
how fortunate that she had turned him down. What a lucky escape, he must
think!

She looked up and met his eyes and did not see any such thoughts there. She
looked away again quickly towards the stage, wishing the third act would begin.

During the rest of the opera he sat just behind her, with his face occasionally
touching her hair. He smelt of some pleasing pomade.

'Miss Clowance,' he said at the end.

She withdrew herself to turn in her chair.

'Lord Edward.’



'Do you remember at Bowood you used to call me Edward?’

"That was a long time ago. But yes, Edward, I did.'

'And I called you Clowance. That is what I would like you to allow me to
call you.'

'Of course.'

'Tt does away with disagreeable surnames.'

'T do not find my surname disagreeable."'

'Nor should you. I meant that they were disagreeable, like a fence, between
friends.'

Isabella-Rose and Geoffrey Charles were laughing together.

'What is it, seven years?'

'Tt must be,' she said. 'I remember that visit with the greatest pleasure.’

'Sodo I

"You met my brother and sister-in-law, of course.’

'How are they?'

'Very well. They have two children now.'

'And you, Edward?'

'Not married - yet. I was grieved for you when I heard of your tragic
bereavement. It was at Waterloo, was it not?"'

'No, a riding accident." Why did people always seem to get this mixed up?

'Do you live with your mother and father again?'

'No. My husband left a small shipping business and I am continuing to run
that and live in Penryn.'

'Tt must be lonely.’

'l manage. And of course I have made many friends there.'

'T would like you to meet Henry and Catherine again, but we are supping
with the Beresfords, who are sharing our box, and I cannot keep them waiting.
Clowance.'

'Yes?'

'Tt would give me the greatest personal pleasure if you were to visit us at
Bowood again sometime this coming summer. If your mother were free we
should all be happy to see her too. She stayed, you know, at Lansdowne House
while she was in London waiting for news of your father...’

'"Thank you. It might be - a little difficult for me to get away, but it is a very
kind thought. How is Aunt Isabel?'

'No longer mobile. But she is still able to enjoy life. Did you say you were
going home tomorrow?'

'Yes.'

'Please give my respects to your mother and pray pass on the invitation. If



she and you would consider it, I will send you a few dates from which you may
choose your time.'

'You're very kind. Unfortunately, as I said, I own this small shipping line,
and this is the first time I have been away from it for more than a week since
Stephen died. It is only a very small affair, but I suppose I am continuing to
operate it in memory of my husband.’

'T appreciate how you must feel. Perhaps you would permit me to write you a
little later in the year?' Clowance smiled at him. 'Of course. And thank you. I
remember my first visit to Bowood with great pleasure.'

'So do I,' said Edward.



CHAPTER TEN

On the following day in the afternoon, while the coach was proceeding on its
jolting leisurely way towards Marlborough, and while Demelza spent her last
day with Verity, Ross had a visitor at Nampara. As soon as he saw him and saw
the expression on his rufous face he knew this was not to be a pleasant interview.
Could there be only one cause?

John Treneglos was now approaching his sixty-second birthday. Some of the
powerful muscles in his arms and back had turned to fat, but he still made a
formidable figure. Years of over-indulgence had left lines on his face and pits in
his skin, but his red hair, now almost white, was as upthrusting as ever and his
strong, heavily freckled hands looked capable of handling any miscreant who
happened to cross him. Though Nampara and Mingoose were only a mile or so
apart, they saw, and had seen through the years, very little of each other. This
absence of neighbourliness had not been helped by the fact that John had
married Ruth Teague, who had hoped to marry Ross on his rebound from
Elizabeth and had found her place taken by an insolent miner's daughter who had
worked in the Poldark kitchen.

'Well, John, this is a surprise. Do you come on business or pleasure?'

The visitor walked to the window and stared out, his hands clasping and
unclasping behind his brown velvet riding coat. 'Neither,' he said.

'Well, copper has risen again,' said Ross. He had no intention of making it
easier for this man. "That is not bad news for either of us.'

'"To Hell with copper,’ John shouted. 'Your Valentine has been doing a
mischief to my Agneta!’

So there it was. Trust John to express it with such elegance.

Ross went to the wine cupboard and took out a bottle of brandy. As he did
so, he noticed that the contents of the bottle of port standing beside it had not
gone down since Demelza left. Illogically a spasm of the need to see her again.

'‘Cognac?'

"To Hell with cognac! You heard what I said!'

Ross poured a half-glass for himself, sipped it. 'What are you talking about?
What mischief?'

'He's been laying his greasy hands on her! Creeping in like the snake he is,
putting filthy thoughts into her head that delicate girl, whoring after her! Being
rude with her! Defiling her! You know as well as I do - and he knows well too -



that Agneta has a - a handicap; she has not got the equipment to decide
everything for herself. She is a gentle creature. And then this evil lecherous goat
of yours has the damned insolence - indeed brutality - to take advantage of her!
It is damnable! It is outrageous! Christ knows what Ruth will say when she
learns!'

'How do you know all this?'

'Know? She has told me! Agneta has told me!'

'Do you think perhaps she is making it up?'

John Treneglos swelled like a bullfrog. 'Devil take you... Ross! That girl
could not lie! She does not know how to lie. She does not have the cunning to
lie...'

'Is she pregnant?'

'No, thank God. She does not have the monthly menses. You are dealing with
a child! And this devil has besmirched her! The shock may kill her! It may bring
back the fits that Enys cured her of! And now he has left her, she says! He's no
more than Hell's spawn to treat her like a - a street walker, like a strumpet! May
he rot in Hell!"

'Have you spoken to him?'

'No! I've sent to his house, but the creature is away.'

Ross finished his drink. 'And so you come to me? Why do you come to me?
Twice since you came in this room you have referred to my Valentine.'

'Well, is he not? Is he not? Why bother to deny it?’

'l deny nothing, for there is nothing to deny. You should not pay so much
heed to the scurrilous rumours you hear.'

'Rumours? Everybody knows in this district that Valentine is your son!'

'How do they know it? He does not know it. I do not know it. George
Warleggan does not know it. Then how in God's name do you and the gossipy
scrofulous old women you listen to know anything at all?' Ross was getting
angry now.

'Nevertheless everyone...'

'Listen to me, John. Just listen. Valentine was twenty-five two weeks ago. If
by any extraordinary freak he was my son, how should I be responsible for his
actions? Am I my brother's keeper? Still less am I my son's keeper? Valentine
Warleggan is married and lives at Trevaunance. He has a son of his own, a wife
of his own. Because you say - you only say - that he has misused your daughter,
you come blundering in here like a bull on heat demanding of me a satisfaction
for some alleged insult paid to your family by a young man who was never in
my care, and who has long since passed out of the care of his putative father,
George Warleggan. You come stamping in here not knowing or caring a curse



whether my wife is at home. Fortunately she is not, for she would be greatly
upset and affronted..."

'Oh, yes, I knew she would be upset and always will be upset by suggestions
about Valentine's parentage...'

'Damn you, John, so she should be! And let me tell you this straight out. If
you have a quarrel with Valentine, you have a quarrel with Valentine; take it to
him; don't dare to come here bothering us with your sordid accusations.
Valentine Warleggan is a separate entity, lives in a separate house, lives a
separate life. Take your complaints to him, don't bring 'em here again!’

John thrust his big hands into the pockets of his breeches and stared at Ross.
Since those days when John had been the elder, and a bit of a bully, their
situations had changed. Ross had grown in stature, not physically but in the
esteem of the county. John, by comparison, had remained a hunting squire
without any special prestige. And of course Ross was a baronet.

'Yes, well, I suppose you may be partly right. But since Jeremy died you've
made a special friend of Valentine. He has been in and out of here all the time.
And I know you helped him last August when he was in a scrape."

'If there is any truth in what you accuse him of, then you need not worry that
I shall make any attempt to help him out of this scrape. And pray face him
without making any further attempt to draw me in. Demelza is visiting my
cousin Verity in Flushing, and I expect her home tomorrow. I would like your
assurance that if anything of this matter comes to her ears it will not have come
through you.'

John coughed and bent to spit in the fire. Spittle sizzled a few seconds on the
hot coal.

'T don't know how it happened,’ he grunted. 'For a long time, as you know,
we had a personal maid to look after her. Then, when Enys started treating her
and she seemed to improve, we dropped the maid. All the same, there were other
servants always around. And Emmeline and Paula and she were good friends.
Don't know how it began at all.'

'If it did begin. I know you will resent that remark, but the ways of young
women are often hard to fathom. The fact that Agneta is handicapped may, as
you say, make her incapable of lying. But it might not prevent her from seeing
Valentine and perhaps liking the look of him - for whatever his faults you can't
deny his charm, particularly for women - Agneta may have pondered and
fancied what it would be like to have an affair with him - and come to believe
her imagination to be the truth.'

John grunted and grumbled to himself. He did not like the way the interview
had gone. Eventually, without saying anything more, he turned and went to the



door, clumsily as if ready to shoulder aside any obstacle that got in his way.
There he stopped and said: "You always stick up for your own.'
IT

The following week a stranger was to be seen walking through the straggling
village of Grambler.

It was a girl, on the tall side, very slim, in a faded scarlet cloak, a fawn
bonnet, grey linen skirt, scuffed shoes. She looked about sixteen, pale-faced,
blue-eyed, blonde straight hair shoulder length but tied back with a black ribbon.
She carried a black purse.

Strangers were a rarity in the district, especially on a cold March day,
especially a young female, especially alone. In the more inhabited part of the
village, which she passed through first before coming to the ruin of the great
Grambler mine, there were various signs of life: two women - one carrying a
wooden pail with water in it, the other brushing the path and steps to her cottage
door; half-a dozen children squatting in the dust playing some game with stones;
two old men sitting at an open door, muffled to the eyes, talking and coughing.

The two women wished the girl a grudging good day, but one of the children
playing with the stones saw a chance of entertainment and squealed and got up
and fell in beside the stranger. The others stared and then followed. The thin girl
proceeded down the rutted street with an escort trailing behind her. They made
such a noise shouting and whistling that a half-dozen others came out of their
hovels to join in. Then two mongrel dogs were attracted to the scene and leaped
about, dirty tails beating the dust. The two women shouted to the children to
stop, but were ignored.

The stranger was nervous. She had answered the first questions put to her
pleasantly enough until she saw that the children were poking fun at her. The
first girl to come up to her, Lottie Bice, was still the ringleader; she was
fourteen, pock-marked and mischief-making like all her clan. She tried to take
the girl's hand to slow her down, but the girl pulled away from the grubby paw
and quickened her step. Then a ten-year-old boy, Luke Billing, gave her a shove
in the back that made her stumble. The girl stepped into a deeper rut and twisted
her ankle and nearly fell. She dropped her purse.

Then a great deal happened in a very short time. A man was there cuffing the
children and they were off like terrified rabbits. She bent to pick up the purse,
and one of the dogs got there first, pulled it out of her grasping fingers. She
grabbed it in her other hand and the dog snarled and bit her wrist.

Then almost in a flash it was picked up by its tail, a rope twisted sharply
round its neck and it was hoisted onto a projecting beam of the nearest cottage



and dangled there choking to death. The man was early middle-aged, dressed
rough like a miner, but with a short carefully trimmed black beard, no hat, a grim
face.

'No, no,' the girl cried, 'you'll - you'll kill it!"

'Mean to,' the man said. 'They're a mortal danger hereabouts. Little boy died
last year at Marazanvose.'

Sickened, she turned away as the mongrel's struggles got weaker.

'Here's your purse.'

She took it from him with her left hand.

The children had all disappeared as if they had been spirited away, except for
the black head of Lottie Bice peering round a door.

'Could as lief do with less of them too," growled the man. 'The Bices and the
Billings... Near as much nuisance as the curs. Ye can look now. Cur's dead.'

An old man came out of the cottage which had been used as a temporary
gibbet, bent on a noisy protest, but when he saw who it was he went indoors
again.

'Thank you,' said the girl, and coughed. "Twas not reelly - I'm strange round
here. I was just going... I been sent..."

'"Your hand's bleeding,' said the man. '‘Best go 'ave it seen to. Can't be too
careful. That young lad at Marazanvose...'

'l was going to Surgeon,' said the girl. 'I was - my mistress said I'd best go
see him. He lives hereabouts, they say. Kille-something...'

'Killewarren. Yes, not far. I'm going that way meself. I'll show ee the way.'

She stood looking towards the ruined mine while he cut the dog down. She
heard a thud as the body was deposited into a noisome gap between two
cottages. He came up beside her.

They began to walk in silence.

In the end she said: "That dog took my purse. I should not have had it with
me, only mistress give me a shilling to pay Surgeon.'

Another silence. He was not tall, she thought, but he was frightening.

"You're a stranger,' he said at last. "What's your name?’

'Esther Carne.'

'And where d'ye live?'

"Trenwith. I'm new there. They wanted a second nursemaid.'

'Poldarks, eh? Major Geoffrey Charles. Married a Papist.'

"That's naught to do with me.’

They skirted Sawle Church.

'Is your 'and bleeding?'

'Nothing to talk about.'



"You'd best talk to Dr Enys about it whether or no! Cann't be too sure.'

"You know Surgeon?'

'T reckon. He's been ere twenty-odd years. Proper man. None better.'

'Do you live around 'ere, Mr..."?'

'Carter. Ben Carter.'

Long pause. 'T oft think tis funny," she said, 'but I'm niece to Lady Poldark.
Oft I can't believe it. But I owe everything to she.’

He frowned at her. 'How do that come 'bout?'

She did not feel she would like to suffer this man's displeasure. Nervously
anxious to justify what she had told him, she went into detail.

'Lady Poldark's mother died young, and her father married gain, see. She was
called Mary Chegwidden. Luke, the oldest brother, who is near as old as Lady
Poldark, is my father: he wed Ann Hoskins, my mother, and I was born soon
after. We dwelt in Lanner then but more recent we moved back to Illuggan,
where father thought there was more work. But there's no work anywhere. My
Uncle Sam - Sam Carne - is a good man and he come over to see us and he told
Lady Poldark about us, and she came over; and after that she recommended me
to Lady de Dunstanville at Tehidy, and they took me as a chambermaid.' Esther
paused, short of breath, and coughed.

Ben grunted. 'How old are you?'

'Nineteen.'

'Should've thought you was youngerer than that. How come you're now at
Trenwith?'

'Mistress Geoffrey Poldark, she's with child again and they needed an extra
nurse look after Miss Juana, so Lady Poldark spoke up for me. I only been here
four weeks.'

They walked on.

'That's Killewarren,' said Ben, pointing to a few chimneys showing above the
laurels.

"Thanks.'

'Gates are a bit further on. Nigh unto Goon Prince."

"You don't need come no further, Mr Carter. Thank ee.

He took no notice until they came to the gates: granite posted, weather worn.

He said: 'No consarn o'mine, but you was coming see Surgeon anyhow.
Someone ill at Trenwith?'

'No,' she said, 'no one ill.'

'Well, don't forget tell Surgeon of that bite.'

IT1



Dwight Enys was tired. Though normally in good health, his constitution still
suffered from the extreme privations of his imprisonment in France. His stamina
was a finite thing which reluctantly he had had to take into account, though
relatively brief spells of rest could restore him.

He had just been called in by an apothecary called Lewis to attend on Elsie
Vage, who lived at Chapel Porth beyond St Ann's. She was in her tenth
pregnancy and had now contracted rheumatic fever in the damp hovel in which
she lived. Dwight had been called in once before, during her sixth lying in: that
child was dead, and later Dwight had seen the mother crawling about the village
bent double and leaning on a stick, looking sixty though she was only thirty-two.
Today was a hopeless case: Lewis had sent over for him as a last resort. Dwight
had stared at the patient, an unwieldy lump of flesh, her pelvis diminished in
age, her spine bent so that her head leaned permanently on one shoulder, the
child still alive and the mother screaming. Dwight had delivered the child, but
was certain it could not live, nor could Elsie. On the way home he had drawn in
the fresh air to fill his lungs after the miasma of that filthy hut. These were the
depressing cases, those in which there was no hope and no point in his being
there. The quean would die anyway, and medical skill was useless. He wished he
had been saved the trip.

There were fixed hours when patients could come to the house, and this was
not one of them, but he had heard of the Carne girl having come to work at
Trenwith and wondered if she had some news about Amadora.

She had not. Thin and blushing, she explained to him that she had been sent
here because she had a cough and Mrs Geoffrey Charles was concerned that it
might be serious.

"You've cut your hand too,' said Dwight.

'Oh, yes, sir." Esther explained how it had happened. 'Tis really nothing.'

'Let me see... I think we should take precautions, though. These stray dogs
can be dangerous..." He peeled her sleeve back. "There is really only the one
toothmark where the skin has broken, and that has bled freely. I'm afraid I may
have to hurt you, Esther. But it will be little more than a nip.'

'Like another dog bite," she said.

'That's it. That's exactly it. Come over here and sit down. Do you faint
easily?'

'Never 'ave, sir.'

'Good.'

She cried out loudly enough when he made the incision, but it was over
quickly, and very soon he was bandaging her hand just above the wrist.

'Good girl. You'll do well enough now. Would you take a small glass of



brandy?'

'"Thank you.' She coughed. 'If your skin should become excessively tender or
you should lose your appetite, come and see me again; but I assure you that is
unlikely.’

'He killed the dog!" she said. 'It hadn't meant to bite me. I've never seen
nothing so quick - twas done in a minute.'

'Mr Carter does not like stray dogs. Nor does anyone who knows the risks
attached. Now what did Mrs Geoffrey Charles send you to me about?'

She blinked at him, and pushed a strand of her blonde hair off her forehead.
'l got this cough, had it almost since I came. I think mebbe Mrs Geoffrey Charles
don't want me to give it to her or her little girl.’

Dwight nodded. Phthisis and scrofula were endemic in these villages. "Will
you loosen your blouse, please. No, slip it off; I shall want to listen to your back.'

She did as she was told, eyeing him warily. He sounded her chest, his mind
registering the difference between this young flawless skin and the mottled,
wrinkled, flabby skin of Elsie Vage.

She said: 'Do Mr Carter live around 'ere, sur?"'

'What? Yes. Quite near. He is the underground captain of Wheal Leisure.
Take a deep breath... And again... And again.'

'Wheal Leisure?'

'The mine on the cliffs. Just beyond Nampara. You can see it from the
church. Very good, you may put your blouse on again.'

'So he be quite an important man?'

'It is the only mine in all this area which continues in profit. Esther.'

"Yes, sur?'

"Tell your mistress your lungs are both perfectly sound. What you have is an
infection of the bronchial tubes. I will give you a linctus which you should take
after meals three times a day.'

'Yes, sur.'

'And take this prescription for brimstone and tartar, which Mr Irby will make
up for you... With or without these medicines you should be better in a couple
of weeks. If not, come and see me again. How much do you have to do with
Juana?'

'T take her walking. I tell her stories when she goes bed of nights. Sometimes
I see for her food. I be only the second nurse.'

'Well, tell your mistress not to worry about this; you do not have a serious
condition.'

'"Thank ee, sur.' She got up.

Dwight stared out at the lowering day, then looked at the thin, shabby, erect



girl putting on her cloak. More properly Amadora should have sent another maid
to accompany so young a woman. Amadora was still genuinely nervous about
going out of Trenwith by herself, but probably thought the English girls could
manage on their own. So they could if they were local girls. This one was a
foreigner, come all the way from Illuggan.

'T will get one of our maids to walk back with you.'

'Oh, nay, sur, I'm certain sure I shall be all right'

He took no notice but pulled the bell, and when Audrey Bone came gave her
his instructions. It wanted two hours to dark, and Audrey Bone, daughter of his
long-time personal servant, was known to everyone and would be safe as houses.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Ross was as glad to see Demelza back as if she too had been to London. At
first he said nothing about John Treneglos's visit. They had sufficient to talk
over, with Clowance's report of all that had happened in London and incidents to
tell about the farm and the mine. He had thought of saying nothing at all, but he
had the disagreeable feeling that the unpleasantness would surely out, and it was
probably better that the account should come from him.

Cuby was due tomorrow, and for once they were sitting in the library.
Without Bella here hovering round the piano the room seemed rather forlorn.

She heard him out and sipped her after-supper port. There was no wind
tonight, and accordingly the six candles in the two candelabra burned without so
much as a tremble.

'So it was true.’

'It appears so. I don't like to condemn a man in his absence, but I think there
is too much evidence against him.'

'He is impossible, Ross. Imagine him going after Agneta!'

'Tt seemed, my dear, that you could imagine such a thing well enough
because you alerted me to the risk before Christmas.'

'Well, I saw him look at her, when the hounds came this way. That was all.
Only a glance. Judas, I am getting like the old wives who sit in their doorways
and speculate lewdly about their neighbours! What do you think John will do?’

'Tell Ruth, I suppose. If Agneta hasn't already told her. Fortunately, I gather
from John, that there is no risk of a child.’

'Ruth will be as unpleasant as she can be. She always wanted to marry you
and thought I stole you from her.’

'So you did. Though I must admit Miss Teague was not high on my list.'

'List, eh. Have you kept it in some secret drawer out of my reach? There was
that Margaret Vosper, I mind. And I suppose many others.'

'Margaret, I admit. But she was strictly not in the marriage stakes. In all my
life I swear I only flirted with Ruth once.’

She sighed. 'All the same. Seriously, Ross, this is a horrid situation. I wish - I
wish Valentine would go away, leave the district’

'Little likelihood of that. He looked at her. She was arranging some
primroses in a dish, propping up their delicate yellow with greeny-yellow sprigs
of willow which she had bought from a gypsy in Penryn on her way home. 'Do



you wish Valentine would leave the district for some other reason?'

'Reason?’

"That perhaps you feel I am become too friendly with him?'

'...Not that. Not quite that. But I know that you lack Jeremy's
companionship. He was our son, wasn't he. Our - our most precious son. We
have another son - one more - but he is too young. You cannot make that sort of
a companionship with Harry - yet. So you have turned a little more towards
Valentine, who is Elizabeth's son. Whatever else, he is her son. Valentine has
your look sometimes, hasn't he?'

'T don't know.'

'But he's not really like you at all. Perhaps he is - is a harking back. Verity
says he is like your father. But I don't know. It is something different from that.
Elizabeth's other son, by Francis, is lovable; Geoffrey Charles is normal.
Valentine is not normal!'

Tl give you that,' Ross said. "And I ask myself how much I am responsible
for it.'

'D'you mean...?'

'Well, yes. Whatever the truth of it all, my continuing - affection, call it what
you will - for Elizabeth and however the suspicion first came to George - I told
you about Aunt Agatha - that suspicion has poisoned Valentine's early life. To
have a father who sometimes treated him with generous affection, and then
within a few days treated him as beneath contempt, even with hatred...
Valentine has told me this, and I know from other sources that is the plain truth,
it is enough to warp any child's emotional upbringing, his very nature. So that
now, amidst all the charm and courtesy of his manner there is malice,
wickedness, mischief-making and a perverse wish to shock, to hurt, to break
anything within his reach. I don't think this is always a conscious desire - it rises
from impulses he can't, or won't, control.’

'"Verity said to me once - I don't think I ever told you - she said that Valentine
would lend anyone a smiling hand on the way to perdition.’

'Demelza.'

'Yes?'

'Come away from those flowers. You can't improve on the arrangement.
Come and sit down opposite me, so that I can see you - we've suddenly gone into
very deep waters. And we have no beer cask to foment tonight.'

She half smiled at a very old remembrance between them, sat on the chair he
indicated, put a finger on the piano behind her. 'And we can't set it to music.'

'T wonder how Bella... Well, no matter. I think we ought to have this out, so
far as we can.’



'T doubt we can, for Valentine will not go away.'

He took a deep breath. 'It is true that I am drawn to Valentine. I like him in
spite of his perverseness, and feel - at least hope - that he will grow out of his
worst faults. He is young enough yet. You're right about how much I miss
Jeremy. Even though upon times we were edgy together, this was but a surface
spat, meant nothing at all. I miss him every day, as you do. It is intolerable. But
you are wrong in thinking I overlook Harry...'

'Not overlook, but...'

'Of course he is so young - he cannot replace Jeremy. I talk to him and he
talks to me, but the gap is so wide - yet. But if you think I care too little for him,
you are utterly wrong.'

'T should not need to be told, Ross, but it is good to tell me. Indeed - on the
other side - I like Valentine at times. And feel sorry for him. But I am always a
small matter uneasy with him. I never really d'’know what he is thinking, what he
feels for this family, apart from you. For the rest of the people in this house. I
cannot rid myself of the feeling that he thinks you belong to him, and that the
rest of your family, while acceptable enough in their way, are a little bit - what is
the word? - super something...'

'‘Superior?'

'No, no, far from it. Superfluous, that is the word! That we are - are on the
side, so to say; that he is devoted to you and that we, the rest of us - are no part
of your relationship with him.'

He mused for a moment or two, eased his painful ankle. 'Jealousy is a very
strange thing, is it not? ...’

'Ross, how dare you!'

'Wait a moment: do not jump on me like that! I was not referring specially to
any one of us. Certainly not to you. I was only saying that jealousy - or in its
lesser form possessiveness - inhabits us all. It is like a microbe that lives within
any family, touches all human relations. Perhaps it is the least admirable of
feelings, but we all have these and...'

He tailed off, and she bit at her handkerchief to keep the words back. She
wanted to say that she did not wish to possess him, not, that was, more than she
had always done for so many years. She had not advised him to give up his
parliamentary seat. He chose his own life and always had done. She did not wish
to possess him more deeply. It was only a tragedy of the war that resulted in him
paying more attention to Elizabeth's child than he did to the last of her own - the
last male - because he was too young.

He said, as if half-reading her silence: 'l should much dislike it if I thought
that your bereavement - our bereavement - should in any way lead to a



difference of view between us over...'

't is not just possessiveness, Ross,' she interrupted.

'T did not say that was what you were feeling!"

'Well... if T can explain. It is not because Valentine is inside or outside my
family that I have this feeling. I am uneasy for you.'

'For me?' He half laughed in genuine surprise. 'For God's sake! Do you think
he is a bad influence?'

'Yes!'

'On me? Do you suppose that a young man in his early twenties should
influence a man of my age? Shall I take to drink? - or gambling? - or smuggling?
I've done 'em all. Or is it wenching you fear?'

She got up and went to the mantelshelf and put a smaller pot of primroses on
it. The grey woollen dress brushed beside Ross's chair and he put his hand on her
thigh through the dress.

'l suppose,’ she said, 'you are right to treat this in a lighter way than I do.
Maybe it is possessiveness -jealousy - hiding behind superstitious feelings that
did not ought to exist. But you have known me long enough. No one has known
me longer or been closer to me, and I have these feelings sometimes. You
yourself, you have accused me more oftener than I can say of being like Meggy
Dawes.'

'l sometimes wonder whether she ever existed.'

'Yes, she did, Ross. She had yellow hair; I suppose twas dyed; and the
deepest of black eyes. I sat with her a lot when I was a child, and maybe she did
teach me something - or I caught something. I get feelings, sometimes, instincts I
cannot always give reasons for in a reasonable way, to convince a solid,
reasonable man like you...'

'Ecod!" he said. Now who's joking?'

'Please..." She turned to face him and smiled at him, but in a troubled way.
'Just say that I have a feeling about Valentine that brings a chill wind. You - are
fond of him, and when I see him I like him well. But - d'you know what the
shrims are?'

'Yes.'

'He gives me the shrims.'

IT

One morning George Warleggan had another unexpected visitor.

Philip Prideaux he knew pretty well because Harriet had taken a fancy to
him. So they had met at Cardew and passed the time of day, and sat at the same
dining table and even breathed the same air, but had hardly ever exchanged a



personal word.

George was not greatly taken with the young man. For one thing he thought
Harriet made too much of him, for another he did not greatly care for war
heroes. Perhaps they reminded him too much of Ross Poldark (Philip was not
scarred and he did not walk with a limp, but there was something about the
type). For a third, now that he was out of the Army he did not seem to pursue
any useful profession. George, of course, was very familiar with the ways of the
landed gentry; most of them did not work for their living, and they largely
looked down - if they dared, and only a few dared - on people like himself who
did.

'Sir George Warleggan,' Philip said, standing like a beanstalk in the doorway.

'Captain Prideaux, come in. Pray sit down.' But George did not rise himself.

'"Thank you." Philip nervously adjusted his eye glasses. Wearing them, he
tended to have a patronizing look, as if he were looking down on the person he
addressed. It was what had first prejudiced Clowance. 'We meet, as you know,
when I partake of your gracious hospitality, but this - what I came to see you
about - is perhaps more a professional matter, so I thought I would call on you at
your Bank.'

'Do you bank with us?' George asked, knowing very well that he did and the
exact amount his visitor was overdrawn.

'"Yes. But it was with your chief clerk that I dealt when I called to open an
account, so..." Philip tailed off. 'It was not exactly on financial matters that I
called. But perhaps I should say first..." He folded himself into the chair that a
few months ago Valentine had occupied.

'‘Go on.'

'Perhaps I should say first that from the first day of September last I accepted
a position with the Duchy of Cornwall. I was appointed Assistant Secretary and
Keeper of the Records. I told Lady Harriet last week, but she may not have
mentioned it to you.'

'She did not. I am pleased to hear it.' George speculated to himself what
influence had been used, and from what source, to obtain for this young man a
comfortable sinecure.

'Tt will be part-time,’ said Philip, as if reading the other's thoughts, 'but this
will give me the opportunity to pursue my archaeological studies when the
opportunity arises.'

'T'm very glad," said George, not looking very glad. 'T trust the stipend will be
sufficient.’

'For my simple needs, yes. It will mean that I am not likely for very much
longer to need the accommodation that you have so kindly extended to me under



my uncle's guarantee.'

George nodded. 'But you tell me this is not the reason you came to see me?'

'No. As you know, sir, I am taking a keen interest in the Cornwall of the
Stone and the Bronze Age, and this week past I have been concentrating on
Truro and the districts of Kenwyn and Moresk, where the earliest settlements
took place. I have made one or two interesting discoveries; but I will not burden
you with the details. Something else has come much to my notice. It is a
somewhat distasteful subject, but after giving the matter some thought I decided
to come to see you about it. In short, Sir George, I am referring to the smells.'

'Smells?'

'Smells, Sir George. Stenches. Living here, one cannot fail to be aware of
them. If you opened this window...', Prideaux gestured towards the barred
window beside his chair, 'the smells from the street below would make this room
scarcely habitable.’

'Perhaps in your soldiering you have become too accustomed to the open air,’
said George sarcastically. 'It is a condition common to all towns.'

'Yet, sir, Truro is uniquely positioned. It is built in a valley, on a confluence
of several streams and with a great river at its feet. Streams run down, three in
all, the Allen, the Kenwyn, and another still smaller. As you know, they all flow
down the sides of the streets in open leats, and you would expect them to be full
of beautiful clean spring water brought down from the hills. Instead they are
virtually used as open drains, so that any filth, animal or human, is thrown into
them, they choke up and spill over onto the streets; the refuse accumulates and
dries and stinks to high heaven.'

George's stare was contemplative. 'Why are you coming to me? I am not the
Mayor of this town.'

'No, sir, but you are one of the Capital Burgesses, the only one I know by
name and...'

"You may not be aware that there is a town body called the Improvements
Commission, which attends to these matters.'

Prideaux took off his glasses and rubbed them on a silk kerchief. T am told,
sir, that they meet but rarely, and when they are called upon to meet hardly any
of them bother to turn up. I thought...’

"Yes, what did you think, Captain Prideaux?'

'T thought that as you are one of the most eminent inhabitants of this town -
perhaps the most eminent, and I am sure among the most enlightened - you
might be persuaded to instigate some action. Why, even the corner of St Mary's
Churchyard is piled high with animal and human excrement...'

'Carried there by salaried scavengers, who collect the waste in the streets and



eventually sell it to the farms as fertilizer. Do you know that last year over two
hundred cartloads of such animal waste was sold by auction for nine shillings a
load? You do not know the economics of a small town, Captain Prideaux.'

It dawned upon Philip Prideaux that he was not winning this battle. But he
had not charged at Waterloo for nothing.

'It may be, Sir George, that you do not think you can help in this matter; but I
was hoping, if not for help, at least for your advice.'

'Are you a resident of this town?'

'T am at present staying with my cousins at Prideaux Place.’

"Then I would advise you to forget all about Truro and see if you can do any
better with the town of Padstow. It is an imperfect world.’

Philip stirred restlessly at the rebuke. "There are, I am told, sir, about thirty
public wells in Truro; from them most of the people in this town draw their
drinking water. Many of these wells are very shallow and polluted. The Forbra
Hunt keeps its hounds - thirty or forty couple of them - at Carvedras, and these
are mucked out into the leats. The Ferris Tannery has diverted a part of one of
the streams into its pits, so that it has become a scene of indescribable
putrefaction. Privies empty into the same watercourses, wool merchants wash
their fleeces, pigs root everywhere; in the bad streets children defecate openly..."

"You make me wonder," said George, 'how any of us survive.'

'Some do not, Sir George. In some of the worst districts of the town:
Goodwives Lane, Calenick Street, the old opes in Pydar Street, cholera, the pox,
typhus, measles, scarlet fever...'

'Is this part of your new-gained appointment? I did not know that the Duchy
of Cornwall...’

'No, no, sir, not at all. I approached you entirely as a private person.'

'Is this even archaeology? Are you studying hygiene too?'

Philip affixed his spectacles to his nose again. T'm sorry, I feel I have been
wasting your time, sir. I should not have come. But at a party on Wednesday I
met a Dr Daniel Behenna, and we had a considerable conversation...'

'Ha! Behenna! He's getting too big for his boots...’

'T should regret it if you thought he had urged me to come and see you. Not at
all. I was the first to comment on the stench in the town, and he gave me some of
the information I have since tried to verify. I did not think to call to see you until
I had done this.'

'Does my wife know you have come?'

'No, sir. I believe she has been out with the hounds most of this week. But
although you live mainly at Cardew, you have this excellent house in town, and
it simply occurred to me that I could perhaps solicit your advice.'



George regarded the young man thoughtfully. He supposed the fellow was
worth knowing. He had never met the head of the family, the Reverend Charles
Prideaux-Brune, who was, he believed, something of a recluse. And they were
connected with the Glynns of Glynn, and the Sawles of Penrice.

'Sometimes,' George said, 'towns grow rapidly. Truro has. Towns and cities
in any event are never planned before they come into being, they multiply and
add to themselves in a piecemeal way. Enough foresight is never shown. Nor
perhaps ever enough public spirit. Poor people particularly breed too fast.
Disease is nature's way of limiting the population. It is not possible to put the
world to rights. Perhaps it is not always even desirable...'

'Surely it is desirable to try.'

George scowled.

'In this world it is not enough just to be an idealist.’

"Then a practical idealist.'

"You have come to instruct me.'

'Far from it, Sir George. I will leave you now. And thank you for your time.'

Captain Prideaux got up, enormously tall and erect, enormously rigid. As he
got to the door he said: 'May I as a favour request that you should not tell Lady
Harriet of my visit.'

'If you say so...'

'l fancy sometimes she laughs at me."

For the first time a small stirring of empathy moved in the rich banker.

'She laughs at everyone.'

I11

When he left the bank Philip Prideaux was full of a sense of frustration, so
intense that it was almost overwhelming. He wanted to kick something, to break
something. By now he knew the symptoms. A surgeon in the West Indies had
told a court martial he was subject to 'brain storms' - that surgeon's views had
resulted in an acquittal for him on the one occasion when his frustrations had
become insupportable. Since then he had been able to stamp down these
terrifying impulses. He hoped and believed they would decrease with time as the
visions of the carnage at Waterloo faded.

He turned in at the Fighting Cocks Inn, which was down an alley near the
bank, and ordered a large cognac. He drank it off almost at a gulp and could feel
the strong spirit burning as it went down. He ordered another.

'Captain Prideaux, isn't it?'

A sallow, good-looking young man, expensively but quietly dressed, lank
black tidily trimmed hair, a velvet cloak held in place by a gold chain.



"That is so.'

"You don't remember me?’

Philip put on his glasses and hoped his fingers did not noticeably tremble. T -
er - recall we have met, but just at the moment my mind was far away and...'

'Paul Kellow. We met at a party at Cardew. Lady Harriet gave a card party.'

'Of course, of course. How d'you do.’

'‘Bring your drink to this table. We seem to share the same taste in liquor and
I have a bottle of it, not yet half sunk.’

They moved through the low-timbered bar and sat down, Philip awkwardly,
seeming to fold his legs and his neck at the same time. He did not welcome this
meeting, but he had no wish to offend.

Paul refilled his own glass and then topped up Philip's. 'Seen the Gazette this
morning?'

'No. I haven't seen a newspaper for a day or two.'

'"You still staying with the Warleggans?'

'Dear me, no. I am living most of the time with my cousins in Padstow. But
last night I lay at the Red Lion.'

'Not much in it,' said Paul, pushing the broadsheet across. "You don't ask me
where I live.'

'l assume you are a resident in Cornwall and have a home in this district.
Was your wife not with you at Cardew?'

'She was."'

They eyed each other. The brandy was doing Philip good. But when the
bottle was pushed towards him again he fumbled with his eyeglasses and shook
his head.

'Where do you live, Mr Kellow?'

"Tregony. My wife is a Temple.'

'T do not know Cornwall very well, in despite of being part Cornish. I was at
school in Devon, where my father lives, but then went straight into the Army and
have spent half my life abroad.'

'Do you know the Poldarks?'

'But slightly. The Captain Poldark who died. Was he not in the Oxfordshires?
And Major Geoffrey Charles Poldark, who lives in the family home on the north
coast.'

"You don't know Sir Ross Poldark, who also lives on the north coast?'

'No. I've heard much of him.'

"You know his daughter, I believe?'

'Mrs - er - Carrington? Er - yes.'

'Stephen Carrington, that was her husband. I was his best friend.'



'Indeed.’

'Killed in a riding accident. We were the greatest friends. And Jeremy
Poldark. The one who was killed at Hougoumont. We did many things together.
A great threesome. Broke the law a few times, I tell you. You ever broken the
law, Philip?’

It occurred to Prideaux to think that this was not perhaps the first bottle of
brandy that had been drunk.

'Once at least.'

'Miss them both. Both great friends. Both great men. I miss them both. Of
course that was all before I married. Bit of a rake, I was. Bit of a blade, you
know.'

'Indeed?'

'Jeremy was in love with my sister, Daisy. Going to marry her. It was all
fixed up. Then he met Cuby Trevanion and everything was changed.'

"That's very sad. At least - you are, I trust, happy in your own married life.'

Paul laughed. It was not a mirthful sound. 'Perhaps we're all accursed. Do
you think we are all accursed, Captain Prideaux-Brune?'

'My name is Prideaux. It is only my cousin who has the hyphenated name.
Why do you consider yourself accursed, Mr Kellow?'

'Because my new wife... Could I - should I - call her new after a marriage
already lasting nearly three years? Because my wife, whom both I and my
father-in-law were expecting to produce for us a son and heir - for whom
perhaps we might have arranged a hyphenated surname such as Temple-Kellow
- how does that sound?' Paul finished his brandy and poured another. 'Come
along, man, stop fiddling with your specs and take your drink like a captain of
the Dragoon Guards, which I believe you once were...'

Philip allowed his glass to be filled and stared at his slender but saturnine
companion. 'What are you trying to tell me?'

'My wife complains of a pain in her hip and a swelling there, so in the end I
send for a sawbones, one Daniel Behenna, who has the reputation of being an
acceptable member of his useless profession. He tells me that this twenty-two-
year-old woman is suffering from a scrofulous tumour, which will have to be
excised!'

Philip had now taken off the offending eyeglasses and laid them on the table.
The small tense crisis in his own emotional life having subsided, he was able to
pay more attention to this casual friend.

'T am - grieved to hear it. I do not know precisely what a scrofulous tumour
is, but any form of illness in one's wife... Have you consulted any other surgeon
or physician?'



'Not yet.'

'By chance I met Dr Behenna at a soirée the other night. He is clearly a
responsible man. There must be others.'

"There are many others - all quacks like him.'

'Many people have boils on their legs, or abscesses. Did he give you to
suppose it was likely to be a serious operation?’'

'Everything is serious with Behenna," said Paul. 'It is his nature to be
pompous. But I have omitted to point out to you that two out of three of my
sisters have died of pulmonary phthisis, so it is not unnatural that I should take
this seriously.'

'Scrofula,' said Philip, 'is that not the King's Evil?'

'It is Cornwall's evil! Those who do not cough have putrefying glands. I tell
you, I've had enough of it!'

There was a long silence. The bar was almost empty, but a noisy quarrel was
taking place in the street outside.

'T must go,' said Philip. 'It's a lengthy ride, and I promised to be back for
supper.'

'Don't let me detain you.'

'Enys,' said Paul. 'Dr Dwight Enys. He is perhaps the best of a bad bunch.
And he attended on my second sister until she died. If I could persuade him to
come as far as Tregony...'

Philip picked up his spectacles but slipped them into his pocket.

'T wish you well, my friend. It's an unhappy time for you. I hope this doctor
you speak of will help. Will you be in touch with Lady Harriet or Mrs
Carrington? Pray let me know through them how your wife fares.'

'Here,' said Paul, as Prideaux was about to leave, and thrust the Royal
Cornwall Gazette towards him. "Take this and read what there is to read. I see
another young woman has been murdered.’

'Oh?" Philip took up the paper. 'Another? You're referring to the one last
year? Her killer was never found, was he?"'

'"This was at Indian Queens. Not so far from Padstow, is it?'

Philip read the newspaper. 'It says she was stabbed to death. Margaret
Jenkins, aged twenty-two. The other, that other, if I remember, was a light
woman... What, far from Padstow? Oh, ten or twelve miles, I would suppose. I
shall pass through it on the way home this afternoon.’

"Take care how you ride then," said Paul. 'Lest the murderer be still abroad.'



BOOK TWO

AGNETA



CHAPTER ONE

The weather that summer was drier than usual over the country as a whole,
but especially so in Cornwall, where the most rain was generally expected. The
sunshine was often smeared and windy, the land dry, the blown sand prevalent
on the north coast, dust in the villages and towns. This year the East India
Company under Stamford Raffles established a settlement in Singapore, and
liberty of the press was finally permitted in France.

George Canning wrote to Ross from Liverpool in April.

Dear Friend,

I dare to hope that the worst is over in the manufacturing regions of the
North. Trade is picking up, prices are stabilizing, and though there is still
'widespread distress throughout the land', to quote you in your last letter, it is
showing signs of easement, so that you will no longer have reason to reprove me
for my government's hardness of judgement. Reform must come slowly. The
heart of the nation is sound.

I have been much concerned recently with our affairs in India, and earlier
this month I was asked by Liverpool to move a vote of thanks to the Governor
General of India, Lord Hastings (formerly Moira, of course) congratulating him
and his army on their successful operations against the Marathas and the
Pindaris. But, in case you have not seen the speech, I would point out to you that
I began by strongly emphasizing I was offering sincere congratulations on the
military conduct of the campaign, not on the disposition of our confreres in
Indian to stretch their limits ever farther. I congratulated Parliament too on its
efforts to check this ambition. Would to God, I said, that we could long since
have discovered a front - a resting place in India - where it was possible to stand
without advancing further. From the wildness of Bengal or the Maharashtra it
may look different, surrounded as they are by rampaging bandits, and weak and
corrupt Principalities crying out for assistance, but from this small island, which
only three years ago finished spilling its blood to prevent a tyrant from becoming
Emperor of Europe, it does not look to most sensible men - among whom I count
the vast majority of my colleagues - that we should be attempting to build a new
Empire of our own in the East.

Old friend. When can we next meet?



In August a great protest rally, held in St Peter's Fields, Manchester, to draw
attention to the bitter plight of the poor, ended in the deaths of eleven of the
protesters at the hands of a regiment of undisciplined yeomanry sent in by
panicking magistrates to disperse the riot. The number involved in this rally was
about eighty thousand. They carried banners with their demands: 'No Corn
Laws', 'Annual Parliaments', 'Universal Suffrage’, "Vote by Ballot'. The initiator
of the rally, a man called Henry Hunt, was arrested and charged with high
treason.

Mary, Paul Kellow's wife, had greatly improved without the need of the
knife. Dwight had been prevailed upon to visit the frightened young woman and
had prescribed goat's milk, Theban opium, fresh air, cold water to drink, hot
linseed poultices applied to the tumour, which presently receded and healed.
Both Mary and Paul were deeply appreciative. Dwight smiled but warned Paul
in private that though over a period of months this might seem a cure, over an
extended length of time the lump might return. 'If there is an infection of the
lymphatic glands, this may resurface in the hip - or abdomen. I trust it will not.
Your wife seems otherwise a very healthy young woman. So far so good.'

Paul's thin face had hardened at Dwight's words. 'Most of your profession
claim too much, Dr Enys. At least you could never be accused of false
optimism.'

'Caroline tells me I see too much of the dark side.’

'Perhaps the dark side is often all there is to see.'

'Not in this case. But one thing I am sure of, Paul, is that you must not let her
have any inkling of doubt. I speak to you as a friend. In all disease the mind is as
important as the body. Be with her a lot. Keep her spirits up.'

They paused at the front door.

"You should have stayed to sup,' Paul said.

'"Thank you, Caroline is expecting me, and before dark.’

They waited for Dwight's horse to be brought round. Paul's lank hair lifted in
the breeze.

'T don't know how you have the stamina to follow your trade,' he said, almost
resentfully. 'That is, with a nature like yours.'

'One develops a good memory for failures.'

'And successes?'

'Oh yes. In making a diagnosis it is good to remember both.'

'And what diagnosis are you making for the prospects of my - our future
married happiness, Dr Enys?'

"There you should go to the soothsayer. It is not in my field at all.'

The horse's hooves could be heard outside.



Paul said: 'T have the oddest premonition.'
'About your marriage?'
'About life generally. Its ultimate purpose - insofar as it has a purpose -
seems to be evil, not good.'
IT

Isabella-Rose returned at Easter, full of fun, life, talk, music, apparently
unchanged. The only difference, Demelza thought, was that the Cornish burr in
her voice had lessened.

And her singing voice - her instrument, as she now called it - had improved.
It was rounder, much more controlled. Ross confessed that he could now listen
to it with real pleasure. 'But it is still not as sweet as Cuby's in the middle
register, he whispered to Demelza, who replied: 'Cuby has nothing but a middle
register. Nor any power.' 'I know, my love, I know. Well, Fredericks is working
wonders.'

Christopher did not come down with her. Rothschild's would not spare him
for so long, but by discreet enquiry he was able to discover a Mrs Carne - a
banker's wife and no relative of Demelza's - who was travelling to Falmouth and
was glad of a young lady's companionship. Bella had a month off.

One tried not to notice, but Nampara was much noisier, more alive when she
was home. Henry's voice went up an octave to make itself heard, and they ran
about the beach together like two puppies let out of a kennel.

One minor irritation over the Easter period was the constant visiting of
Agneta Treneglos. Whatever had happened between her and Valentine was
apparently at an end, and since she had been forbidden by him to visit him at
Place House she took to calling at Nampara in the hope of catching him when he
was there. She always came alone, but one of her sisters usually arrived to fetch
her home, so the inference was that she slipped away from Mingoose when no
one was looking.

Demelza had seen Ruth on a few occasions, but Ruth had simply stared at
her as at a servant and never uttered a word. John had seen Ross twice more, but
the name of Agneta was not mentioned. He too had turned a cold shoulder.

Ross was determined not to send Agneta away, in spite of one or two
complaints from Bella that she was cloying. He felt that at least eighty per cent
of the blame rested with Valentine, and one could not take it out on a
handicapped girl. He had seen little of Valentine, who appeared to be making
himself scarce until Agneta got tired and gave him up. He had been in Padstow
for a week or more, staying, he let drop, with the Prideaux-Brunes, but this Ross
took with a pinch of salt. When Ross spoke of him to Philip Prideaux at a



concert of the Philharmonic Society of Truro, which he had been cozened into
attending by his musical daughter, Captain Prideaux looked blank and a mite
puzzled.

Ross had been introduced to Prideaux by, of all people, his elder daughter,
who apparently was among Philip Prideaux's guests. Possibly a taste of the gay
life in London had unveiled to Clowance what she was missing. The two ex-
soldiers had a chat together in the interval, and Ross thought him an agreeable,
well-meaning fellow, but taut and over-stretched. In time civilian life might
induce him to relax. One certainly hoped so if there was any possibility - and it
seemed far from an impossibility, noting the attention that Philip Prideaux was
paying Clowance - that he, Ross, might be approached sometime by the other
man and asked permission to become his son-in-law.

Geoffrey Charles rearranged his plans to enable him to escort Isabella-Rose
back to London. The weather turned bad, and the coach was stuck for six hours
in the snow east of Exeter.

Esther Carne had long since lost her cough and so was allowed to take
charge of Juana. She began to venture more out of the gates of Trenwith and
occupied her time off by visiting her uncle, Sam, who pressed her to go to see
Demelza; but she said she did not like to presume. She kept a sharp lookout for
Ben Carter, but did not see him. She questioned Sam, and then Sam's wife,
Rosina, and then two of his flock, who were more forthcoming, and so learned
more about him. So she was told of the scar on his cheek, which so resembled
that on Sir Ross Poldark's that it had to be hidden by his beard - and all about the
bitter fight he had had with Stephen Carrington, Clowance Poldark's eventual
husband, of his being Sir Ross Poldark's godson, and the brother of Katie, who
was wed to Music Thomas, and that only a couple of years ago he had moved
out of his mother's shop - the one that sold the sweets in Stippy-Stappy Lane -
and now lived on his own in a tiny cottage near Killewarren.

Just before Whitsun Clowance had sent a letter to Lord Edward Fitzmaurice:

Dear Edward,

It is so kind of you to have written repeating your generous invitation to my
Mother and myself to spend a week at Bowood with you and your Family in
May or June.

My Mother is not quite the person she was before Jeremy's death; she does
not seem able to summon up the initiative for new scenes and new pleasures.
She is not by any means sad all the time - or obviously sad any of the time - but
although she went once to London last year, it was under the compulsion to
decide my young sister's musical future, and she was - it seemed - altogether



relieved to be Home. She loves her house and her farm and her garden, in which
she spends increasing time.

Nevertheless I believe I might have been able to bring extra pressure to bear
on her were it not for the unfortunate position I happen to be in myself. As you
will recall, I own this small sea-trading company which was begun by my
husband. We operate from Penryn and Falmouth, and, since I am a woman, I
depend on a Partner - a quite elderly man - who puts into practice the things I
want to have done but am not exactly in a position to do myself. Well, Hodge
last week slipped and fell down the hold of the Adolphus and broke his leg.
There was fear that he would have to lose his leg, but they think now it may be
saved.

In the event, he will be laid up for many weeks, and I must try to carry on
alone - or look for a replacement. It means I may not stray from Penryn for as
long as this situation endures; so I must regretfully write this to say I cannot
come to Bowood this early summer.

If Circumstances should suddenly change for the better I will write you
more.

Most sincerely yours,

Clowance Carrington

When she posted the letter she wondered why she had not told the entire
truth to her old suitor. In the first place she had put the onus of refusal on her
mother. Then she had sidled away and attributed the refusal to Tim Hodge's
accident. What was wrong with that? Her mother was reluctant to leave
Nampara in a way she had never been before. Hodge had broken his leg, but it
was such a perfectly clean break that even Surgeon Charteris, who adored
removing injured limbs, was persuaded to agree to splint it up and wait to see if
it would set.

So where was the deception? It lay in the knowledge that if she went to
Bowood Edward would resume his suit; and even though she could always have
said no, her own feelings were in such confusion that while she had no intention
whatever of saying yes, she sheered away from an outright decision. It could be
no next year...

The letter posted, she would have liked to take it back and redraft it.

I11

Ross had a further letter from George Canning.
Dear Friend
The catastrophe of St Peter's Fields offends us all. I was travelling in Italy



when this tragedy happened. Liverpool sent for me in great distress, which I can
well understand.

Sometimes I am frustrate with man's attempts to impose order, fairness,
justice, decency upon the world, when a few evil men, or simple angry men, or
hot-headed fools, can overturn the good intentions, the sincerity, the honesty of
the great majority, and undo all the work of a well-meaning government.

Now we must build again. I don't know if you know that the charge of
treason has been dropped against Hunt and the other men arrested. The trial is
not yet, but I expect they will get a year or two in jail to cool their hot heads. The
alarm of the nation is understandable. It has been rumoured with some authority
- can rumour ever have authority, I wonder? - that behind the moderate demands
put forward on the banners of the mob were far more sinister and revolutionary
ideas - the destruction of the Bank of England, the equalization of all classes by
an agrarian division of the landed property of the country, the removal of the
Hanoverian dynasty from the throne and the election of a President, the abolition
of all titles, and so on.

Whether these are the true beliefs of the majority of the protesters, or are
only the hot-headed fantasies of a few evil, covetous men, I know not. I strongly
suspect the latter. But no man can forget what happened in France less than three
decades ago. It is only twenty-five years since their king went to the guillotine.
Outbursts like the one in Manchester could very easily lead to a full-scale
revolution in England. Do not forget that Robert Liverpool claims he witnessed
the storming of the Bastille. Is Wellington to feel that the great victory he gained
only three and a half years ago is to be dissipated by the collapse of a stable
England into fratricidal chaos and revolution?

These must be the thoughts of any true Englishman on hearing the bad news
from Manchester. That cooler reflection may suggest these thoughts are an over-
response to the news does not and will not prevent many in authority from taking
repressive action. And at least for the time being I must side with them.

You may well argue that had the reforms you urged have come more quickly
no such riot might have taken place. I half agree. But it has. I envy you for
getting out of the political scene when you did. Westminster is a muddy place in
which to spend one's life. I may yet take some other post abroad.

Believe me,

most cordially and sadly yours,

George Canning.

Bella was home for a month in the summer. She did not need any subtle
tactical questioning from her parents: she told it all. Mrs Pelham (Aunt Sarah)



was sweetness itself and never allowed her to feel a burden or a trouble. (Ross
had written to Caroline's aunt in April offering, indeed almost demanding, to be
able to pay towards Bella's keep, and Mrs Pelham had replied to Caroline, asking
her to tell her distinguished friend not to be so silly.)

Dr Fredericks was a tyrant, Bella said, but a good teacher; and her friendship
with two of the other girls had flowered and strengthened. Christopher was
Christopher; need one say more?

Christopher was Christopher, and arrived at the end of her holiday to take her
back to London. While she was singing a lullaby for Henry and Demelza on the
last night, and singing it with a singular sweetness that brought tears to
Demelza's eyes, Christopher was sitting smoking with Ross in the old living
room of the house, to which the music floated in only as the lightest of airs.

Presently he said: 'Sir, forgive me for raising this matter, but I am trying to
bide my time with what patience I can summon, and I have not mentioned the
subject of marriage. Not, that is, since last year, neither to you nor your wife, nor
indeed to Bella, except that between her and me it is a wish that is so obvious
that it need not be spoken.' He stopped and relit his pipe from a spill, taking its
flame from the fire. (Bella on such occasions was always afraid he would set
light to his moustache.) "You, sir, and her mother are still legally in charge of
your daughter, and I am eternally grateful that you agreed to my suggestion that
she come to London to get the best teaching. Therefore - therefore I would like
to put forward a suggestion about our marriage. I would request that you would
give us permission to marry this time next year.'

Ross's long pipe was drawing well, but he took it from his mouth and
inspected it to give himself time to think. He had rather anticipated that
Christopher would want the marriage earlier, but he was not going to say so.
'Assuming that your feelings for each other remain the same then?'

'Certainly.' Christopher smiled mischievously.

'Do you have any special reason to pick this time next year?'

'T have, sir. Isabella-Rose will have had fifteen months under Dr Fredericks,
and you will observe how much her voice has improved in two terms. It could be
that by the end of next year she may feel she has learned enough and will have
the ambition to give some public recitals.’

'Bella tells me that she already sings at small parties Mrs Pelham arranges
from time to time.'

'Yes, sir. And these will be invaluable to her in the struggle to become
known. These little soirées are giving her confidence and poise.'

'Since when did Bella need confidence?'

Christopher laughed. 'Indeed. Then poise, projection, the faculty to adjust



one's voice to the occasion. Above all, presence.’

They could just hear her from the library on a high note. No hint of strain.

"You will have thought of the problems of marriage, Christopher?'

'Problems?'

'A young woman if she is dedicated to a profession may find a conflict of
interest in following it and at the same time living the life of a young bride.’'

'We have talked about it together and how these problems could be faced.
But at least she would be marrying someone who is as ambitious for her as she is
for herself. I would be no jealous husband, begrudging her dedication to her
success. In all cases her profession would take priority.’

'She might find she did not want it to.'

'For reasons of self-esteem I hope that's true. And I hope I should be able to
steer her back to music'

Ross stretched his legs. '"And what would happen when the usual outcome of
a marriage occurs?'

'Children? Yes, sir, that too is a hazard. But I am promised a move to the
executive office of Rothschild - this should be next October - and this should
mean [ will have funds enough to take a modest house and hire a sufficiency of
servants. If there were children they would not depend solely on their mother for
attention.'

"There is, however, still the anatomical necessity that women have to carry
their offspring for nine months before they are born. That is a time when a
coming child is at its most demanding and, from a concert point of view,
disfiguring.'

"You must be aware, sir - or perhaps you do not go much to the theatre in
London - you would know that audiences are well used to seeing their actresses
gravid with child. They observe a convention to ignore the lady's condition and
concentrate on her acting. So I believe where a singer is involved it does not
seem to upset the singer that she is many months pregnant, nor upset the
audience who see her and listen to her in this condition.’

The song had stopped. It was time for Henry to go to bed. Perhaps he was
already asleep, lulled by that voice.

'l presume you have discussed all this thoroughly with Bella?'

'We have discussed it, yes. But we wait on your provisional assent. Yours
and Lady Poldark's.'

'l cannot answer for her. But speaking for myself provided Bella remains
totally committed — I..." Ross stopped. 'I think I must first ask leave to discuss
the proposal - with Bella's mother.'

Christopher stroked his moustache. "Thank you, sir.'



CHAPTER TWO

A few days later, in a fresh breezy September wind, Valentine was showing
two of his new adventurers over the workings of Wheal Elizabeth - Mr Saunders
and Mr Tucking, both substantial men in their fifties, the first with a beard, the
second with a paunch, and both with North Country accents.

They had arrived unexpectedly at John Permewan's office in Truro yesterday
evening, and Permewan, as soon as he was able, had sent a boy to warn young
Mr Warleggan that he might expect a visit from all three of them about noon
tomorrow. The 'sight unseen' investors had decided after all to see for
themselves. It appeared that they had left Leeds together last week and were
making a leisurely tour of the West Country inspecting the properties into which
they had put some of their money.

John Permewan was a man of forty-four who wore a black wig to hide his
total lack of head hair, was snub nosed, small-mouthed, ingratiating, and had a
skill with words, particularly prospectuses.

Valentine said: 'After dinner you may go down either Diagonal or Western if
you have the mind, for as you will observe the amount of work you may see
above ground is relatively small.’

'Aye,' said Tucking, 'you're right there.'

'As I say, I am negotiating for the purchase of a forty-inch beam engine from
Pendeen Consols at St Just. I have offered them two hundred and forty pounds
for an engine which cost them eight hundred pounds to install. It was built by
Hocking and Son and is in first-class condition. If the deal goes through, the
engine should be moved and reassembled and working in ten weeks. Perhaps, if
you have time, you could go over tomorrow to see the engine for yourselves?'

Saunders looked at the sky and then at Valentine. "Where is - St Just, is it?'

'Near Land's End. Thirty miles or a little less.’

'We was to be at Hayle tomorrow,' said Tucking.

"You will appreciate,’ said Valentine, 'that the location of this mine is
singularly fortunate, for the sloping ground drains naturally into the sea. It is
only now that we are approaching the fifty-fathom level that we need artificial
drainage, and this engine that we are going to buy, that we are all going to help
to buy as venturers together - shareholders, that is - will perfectly supply the
need.’

'That mine we was at yesterday,' said Tucking, 'had much more headgear.



And there was things they call washing floors. And waterwheels.'

'What mine was that? West Chiverton? That has been in existence thirty
years, and has made a mint of money for the owners. A mint of money. We are
only just beginning. But after dinner let me show you some of the samples of the
ore we have already brought up. I think it a mine of the highest promise...’

'Excuse me,' said Saunders. 'I believe there be a lady trying to attract your
attention.'

Valentine looked back towards the house. Coming away from it, hand raised
as if to call him, was a young woman, her hair blowing wildly in the sea wind. It
was Agneta.

'Oh,' said Valentine. It is a woman from the village. She is simple - in the
head, I mean. My wife has been very kind to her and now she trades on the
favours she has received. Pray excuse me.'

He walked furiously back towards the house, holding his hat against the
wind.

'Vally!" said Agneta affectionately, and then she saw his face. "You must not
be cross...'

'Cross!" he said. 'T am furious. How dare you continue to pester us like this!
This is three - four times...'

"You said not go to the house. But I went and you were not there! What is
wrong? Why are you always away? Why do you not love Neta?'

'T did. Agneta, I did. But no longer. I am too busy. I am married. I must stay
faithful to my vows. It was just a happy time we had together. No more. It is
over. D'you understand? Over! Finished! Done for. I do not want you any
longer.'

She stared at him, her eyes wide and brimming with tears.

"You not want Agneta? But Agneta wants Vally. She wants him. She pines
for him! She will never give him up...’

By chance Music Thomas was mooching round the house. At ordinary times
Valentine would have snapped at him to get back to the stables. But now he was
welcome.

'Music! Here!'

'Sur?' He came across at a lolloping trot.

'Miss Treneglos is to go home. Take her home. In any way you can! Do not
let her out of your sight until she is back in Mingoose! Understand?'

'Ais, sur, but...'

'Vally! I am here to see you...'

But Valentine had turned his back and was smoothing his hair and walking
towards his visitors to resume his conversation with them. Trying hard to smile,



trying hard to look unruffled, as if this had been only a trivial interruption to
their business talk.
IT

A difficult time getting Agneta home. A six-mile walk, and, since he had not
been instructed to take horses from the stables, Music did not think he dared.

Agneta's shoes were already badly scuffed, and soon she was limping. Every
now and then a fresh flood of tears would stream down her cheeks, and her wild
hair blowing in the wind stuck to her face like seaweed.

Music knew Agneta to be a 'poor soul'. This was a phrase chosen by him
rather than 'half saved' because that phrase had been used against himself until
Katie bludgeoned it out of existence in her presence. But he also knew that
Agneta was one of the gentry, and since Mr Treneglos had once sworn and
shouted at him for getting in the way of his horse Music tended to keep clear of
the family. So he let Agneta precede him and followed at about a yard's
respectful distance. Sometimes she would stop and feel at her shoe, sometimes
she would sit on a wall and wipe her face with her cloak; then he too would stop
and wait until, under gentle urging from him, she would start off again.

They at last came to Grambler village. The sight of two such addlepates
following each other, stumbling among the cart tracks, brought faces to doors
and windows, but fortunately the children were all on the cliffs looking for
samphire. As they got near the end of the straggling cottages Agneta put her
hands to her face and began to wail. Casting about for help of some sort, Music
saw his brother-in-law coming out of Music's own cottage and called to him to
come over.

It had taken all of three years for Ben Carter to come to any acceptance of
Katie's husband. To Ben, Music always carried the stigma of being the village
idiot, and he had been scandalized at his big black-eyed sister throwing herself
into wedlock with such a diddicoy. But Katie's eventual happiness in the match
and her ferocious defence of her husband against snide or sneer or catcall had
gradually brought Ben round. They met sometimes at their mother's house in
Stippy-Stappy Lane, and Ben could now bring himself to be just polite.

'What's amiss, boy?’

Music explained, making himself heard with difficulty over Agneta's sobs
and wails.

'Now then, miss. Miss Agneta, isn't it, eh? Why don't ee want go 'ome?'

Agneta stared at Ben, vaguely recognizing him.

'Who are you? Go away and leave me be. I shall go home when I want!'

'Ben Carter. I been up your house 'pon times. Tis going to rain. You'd best go



wi' Music here.'

T1l do whatsoever I please." Music put a hand on her arm, but she haughtily
shook it off. Music looked appealingly at Ben.

"Twould be a favour to come 'long, Ben, 'long of us. Just so far as the door.
Tis no more'n a mile or two, I reckon.'

Music had not ever before ventured to suggest that Ben should do anything.
Ben looked at the sky, which was blowing up dark and threatening.

'T was going mine,’ said Ben grudgingly. "Tedn far out of my way.'

When they had finally led Agneta, only snivelling now, into the arms of
Emmeline, recently returned from a visit to Bath, they turned away. From being
a difficult anxious task, for Music this was now turning into a heart-warming
achievement: the sorrowing girl was safely back in her home, and more
important to his sense of wellbeing was the fact that he had done something in
company with his brother-in-law. They walked away from the house together.

Presently Ben struck off across the field path that led to the sandhills. When
he saw Music accompanying him he said: "This edn your way home, boy.'

'No, Ben. I thought mebbe I could come with ee so far as Leisure? There's no
rush for me to get back, 'cos they won't know how long it d'take, and I haven't
been see the Bal, not since the new engine were fired.'

'Please yourself,’ said Ben.

Ben had never had Music's company at the mine and he certainly did not
want it now, but an element of contrariness in his nature stopped him from
sending the other man scuttling home. Let the devil take any of his miners who
exchanged sidelong glances or whispered behind their backs. Music was Katie's
husband, and if there were any dottle still thinking to see the funny side they
could go jump off the cliff for all Ben told himself he cared.

Nor did he think many would do this. He knew he had established his
position and he was entitled to respect from the men. As for the Bal maidens,
those who really were maidens knew he was unmarried and probably fancied
their chances with him. In the last few years Ben had grown up, become a little
more moderate in his views, had grown more formidable, a leader in a sense yet
remaining resolutely solitary.

There were, as he expected, relatively few people about except for those
working on the washing and sifting floors. He went at once to the coal bins
directly behind the engine house, Music shambling behind.

Dan Curnow came out, wiping his hands on an oily rag.

'All goin' right, Dan?'

'Aye. Naught wrong that won't wait till cleanin' next month.'

'If we keep goin' till then.'



'Oh, aye, the coal. Twill come no doubt in a day or two. You seen Cap'n
Poldark?'

Ben screwed up his eyes and looked at the tormented sea.

'Saw'n yesternight. He been over today?'

'No.'

'T'd best go see 'im. Not like 'im to forget.'

'Never known it,' said Curnow. "'What'd he say yesterday?'

'Our load be out there, waitin' for the weather. Cap'n Poldark says it's been
sighted off St Ann's, but there's precious chance o' making that harbour. She'd be
scat to jowds. And Basset's Cove purty little better. Don't envy them folk. She've
been out a week from Swansea.’

'Poor weather for September,’ Music volunteered, hoping to join in.

Dan Curnow looked at him. 'Damnation poor.'

Ben said: 'Reckon I'll go see Cap'n. Mebbe he 'as other things on his mind.
Nothin' fresh from sixty fathom?'

'All goin' well, I blave.'

'l mind a time years gone,' said Music brightly. 'Can't mind when. Twas that
year o' the rains. Lugger come ashore. Just over there twas. You mind it, Ben?
Come ashore wi' a load. All beach were black for months. I mind Art and John
come back leadin' mule wi' panniers full o' good nut! Kept we warm 'alf winter!"

Dan wiped his hands again and looked at Ben. Ben said: 'Time you was off,
Music. Katie'll be grieving for ee, thinking you've fell off the cliffs. I be going
Nampara.'

Tl come with ee,’ said Music. 'Tes right on me way 'ome.' Then seeing Ben's
face he added: Tl just come so far as the stile.'

IT1

Ben found Ross in the stables. He was considering what to do with Bella's
pony, which he had bought for her at the Truro races some years ago. Most
ponies can be put out to grass and take easily to a pastoral life, munching and
lying in the sun or sheltering placidly under a tree in the rain, but Horatio had
become such a pet of Bella's that he seemed to go off his food when she was
away and moped and sulked noticeably. Ross was coming away, having
conferred with Matthew Mark Martin and found no solution.

'Ben,’ he said. 'No trouble, I hope?'

'No, sur. Nothing amiss at all except for a shortage of fuel. We got 'bout four
days' supply and I was wondering what we was to do if the weather don't take
off."

't is surprising, the height of the sea, for the wind is no more than a stiffish



breeze. But the Magpie will never hazard herself until the sea abates. I have been
in to Truro this morning and ordered six carts from the merchant there..."

'Ah, I should not 'ave bothered ee...'

'Well, first I tried Wheal Kitty, but they too were in short supply and did not
wish to spare any in case this weather lasted. I hope the rain won't come, for the
ways are mired enough between here and Truro and will not be improved by a
procession of coal carts.'

As Ross was speaking he led the way round the house, through the yard with
the pump in it, under a granite arch into the garden. They found Demelza there,
in the far corner, talking with two other people, Sam, her brother, and Esther, her
niece.

It was Essie's half-day off, and when she had turned up at Pally's Shop Sam
had taken her by the arm and said: 'Come you with me. I wish for you to meet
your aunt.'

'T met her the twice, Uncle Sam, first when she come to see Arthur wed, and
then early this year. She's done much for me. I don't wish to put myself forward.'

'Ye'll have the chance to thank her then, won't ee. Gratitude is a holy virtue.
Gratitude to God comes foremost with us all. But gratitude between one person
and another is also blessed under the Lord."

Essie was still half protesting as they came down the shallow valley with its
bubbling stream, saw the old grey house set beside the turbulent sea. And
Demelza was in her garden tying up the hollyhocks.

There was no embarrassment. Demelza kissed Esther as if she had known
her well for years, and Sam stood by and allowed his young-old creased face to
move into an appreciative smile. They walked around the garden, the wind
tugging and pushing at them.

On this came Ross and Ben, through the arch and so to meet them. There
was some slight awkwardness here, but it came from the visitors. At sight of Ben
Carter Esther went crimson to the ears. Ross, who had not seen Esther before,
thought her a waif of a girl, and when she dropped a curtsy to him he could see
the beads of sweat starting on her forehead.

'We've met,' said Ben inscrutably. 'Just in the village, like.'

They looked at Essie. She blurted out: 'A dog bit me and - and Mr Carter
killed 'im.'

Ross said to Ben: 'Stray dog?'

'Yes. Mongrel. Thought twas best.'

'Safer,' said Ross, but Demelza shivered.

'l been meaning to see ee, Ben,' said Sam benevolently. "Your mam be one of
my flock, but I d'’know you're not of a mind to change..."



'No. Fraid not.’

'Esther here is besting whether to accept the pure fount of the Holy Spirit and
join the communion. But to begin to take a part, a full part, in our worship,
which be to the greater glory of God as manifested in Jesus Christ, she would
need mebbe one morning off per week, just to take hold of the teaching. So I
asked Jinny, your beloved mother, if she would write to Major Geoffrey Charles,
or to his wife, putting this to them and requesting that she be given that extra
time away...'

'What my mother say?'

'She say she don't like t'ask. She say she specially don't like t'ask on account
of Mrs Geoffrey Charles being a Roman.'

'An' what do ee want o' me?"

'T thought mebbe ye could persuade your mother when I could not..."

Ross thought he detected an element of opportunism in Sam's benevolent
appeal. He had probably brought the girl here and been prepared to make such a
request to Demelza or even to himself; but Ben's appearance had given him the
chance of making the request to Ben, with his niece and brother-in-law standing
by and listening. (Sam, Ross knew, was very unhappy at his niece being in the
constant company of someone who worshipped at the tainted altar of Rome. To
bring Esther into the safe keeping of his Connexion would safeguard her from
contamination.)

As anticipated, Ben refused, though with less impatience than expected.

'If Mam don't want to write, why don't you? You're leader of your group.'

Tl surely do that if all else fails..."

'And what do Esther think?' Ben said, frowning at the girl.

She flushed up again. 'My mother an' father, they was both saved. And
mother was always on at me. But some'ow I didn't quite take to it then. I tried.
But nothing moved in me. Since I come here though, Sam as been that kind an'
that helpful...’

"Tes your own life ye must lead,’ said Ben. 'Did ee have that dog bite seen
to?'

'Oh, yes... I..."

'Oh, yes," said Ben. 'Else mebbe ye wouldn't be 'ere.’ A glint of humour
crossed his face. "Well, I must be getten back, sur. Reckon as we got 'nough fuel
for four days.'

Ross said: 'It will be here before then.'



CHAPTER THREE

Agneta disappeared.

The first intimation at Nampara was the arrival of the stout Emmeline,
leading a spare horse.

Emmeline was the nicest of the Treneglos family, and Demelza asked her in
for a cordial. October was almost here, and perversely the weather had turned
warm.

'Paula went in to see her about seven, and the bed was empty. It looked as if
it had been used, but she always makes her bed untidy however much the maids
see for it. We thought she might have gone on the beach. She has done that a
deal recently - you know how upset and restless she has been. But Papa took his
horse and rode right along to the Black Cliffs, and there was no sign of her. He
was nearly cut off and is in the greatest of a temper. He sent me here and after
this, if this draws blank, he says I must go to Place House, Trevaunance.'

"You have drawn blank,' said Demelza. 'Before you go I will ask around, just
to be sure. It is over a week - oh, it must be two - since we have seen her.'

They gossiped about local affairs for ten minutes - there seemed no reason to
take Agneta's absence too seriously - then Demelza consulted enough of her
servants to confirm that nothing had been seen of Miss Agneta.

'Maybe twould save you trouble to go home again first,’ Demelza said. 'She
may be home by now. Valentine and Selina are usually quick to send her back if
she goes there.'

'Oh, I'll go on,' said Emmeline, rising. 'I rather fancy the ride in this weather.
There's time enough before dinner.’

Demelza watched her clomping over the bridge, and stood in the autumn
sunshine until she had disappeared up the valley towards Grambler. She thought
idly that she should have apologized for being implicitly embroiled in Agneta's
trouble, but Ross had told her not to. At heart she agreed entirely with him -
what were Valentine's misdoings to them? All the same it might have been good
neighbourly to be more sympathetic.

She went indoors and gathered a basket of late plums that she was intending
to send over to Daisy Kellow, who was in bed with a chill. Then she looked at
the clock and saw there was time enough before dinner to walk over with them
herself.

Emmeline had promised to send to tell them when Agneta was found, but no



news came during the rest of the sunny autumnal day, so when dark fell
Demelza sent Matthew Mark over to enquire. He brought back a note which
said: 'No sign yet. Papa has gone out with two grooms to visit the other houses.
He has also told Constable Purdy. E.'

'T suspect she's hiding somewhere,' said Ross. 'Maybe to give her family a
shock. Or maybe to alarm Valentine - if she believes he still cares.'

'Yes, or she has fallen. There are so many holes and hollows.'

'Did she take a horse, do you know?'

'No. If she isn't found by tomorrow d'you think we could offer two or three
of our men? Old Dick would not mind going, for one. Twould suit him, and he's
not fit for ordinary work.'

'T'd go myself if feeling were better between us.'

'Where is Valentine?'

'From home, I think. He has many devious irons in the fire. I haven't seen
him for a week.’

Demelza said: 'D'you know, I have not set eyes on their baby yet. D'you
mind years ago Selina came here after Mr Pope had died, to ask your advice on
mineral rights?’

'Yes. I sometimes wonder if she feels about Valentine's friendship with me
something the same as you do.’

"Too close? Bad influence? No, I think it is Valentine's friendship with
women that upsets her.'

"That cannot explain why she does not come here.’

Tl go and see her later this week, after Agneta has been found.'

Agneta was not found. The following day Valentine himself called. He found
both Ross and Demelza walking with Henry on Nampara Cove. They were very
surprised.

'Well, well, a family scene, eh? And parting summer's lingering blooms
delayed. May I join you? How is little Henry?'

'Proper, thank you,' said Henry, picking up a flat stone to skim it on the sea.
It did not get very far among the waves.

T've been in Ireland," Valentine said. 'And must alas go back again. What's
this about Agneta? Is she playing hide and seek with us?'

Ross said: 'There's no news so far. Cobbledick and two others are helping in
the search. But perhaps your report is later than ours?'

'Are you welcome at Mingoose?' Valentine asked.

'No.'

'T have just come from there. The house, except for Ruth, is empty! Ruth is
only staying in in case Agneta voluntarily returns. She screamed in rage at the



sight of me.'

'Not unnaturally,' Ross said.

'Well." Valentine picked up a couple of stones, which were fairly scarce on
this part-sandy beach, and handed them to Henry. 'Sea's too rough to skim 'em,
boy. Just throw these and watch them make an almighty plop.’

'Thank you," said Henry.

After a moment Valentine said: 'And you, Cousin Demelza. You are
singularly silent. Do you also put the blame on me?'

'What can one think? Perhaps you did it without evil intent...'

'Not evil, no. But selfish intent, I dare say." Turning to the little boy: 'More
stones?'

'Please.’

Valentine came back with two more. 'You'd do better at the other end of the
cove, Harry. It is pebbly there.'

'T know.'

'Actually, Cousin Harry, there's a saying in the Bible: let him who is without
sin cast the first stone. Might apply now, mightn't it, eh?'

'T don't know," said Henry, and looked at his mother for guidance.

'How is Selina?' Demelza asked.

'A small matter put out, as you'd expect. Ah well, no doubt it will all blow
over.'

'And your son?'

'‘Brave. Too young yet to know of his father's misdemeanours. Why do you
not come over and see him?'

Demelza said: 'Only a few minutes before you came up I was talking of it.'

They walked to where the stream came out on the beach.

Valentine said: "This really is a pretty familial scene, isn't it. Henry is a lucky
boy.'

Demelza looked to see if Valentine was poking fun and decided he was not.

'T expect when you were young...'

'T was never taken on the beach by my parents in my life. Only once or twice
was I allowed on a beach... Perhaps when we all settle down again I shall make
up for lost time...'

Ross said quietly: "You have been in Ireland. Did you not say you left the
sailing to your - employees? I remember your being rather dismissive when I put
the question to you once.'

Valentine looked at Ross thoughtfully. 'Quite correct, Cousin. Clever of you
to recall that. Unfortunately my skipper, Vic Paulton, has quarrelled with my
clients, and at the moment I do not trust the trainee in charge.'



"Trust?' said Demelza.

"Trust, Cousin. In this case it is an animal with two heads. One head is
trusting Mabe to navigate the ship. I am ignorant of such things, but the two
other members of the crew are not and I think pro tem I should supervise them.
The other head is whether I can trust Henry Mabe to deal honestly with the
money that comes through his hands."'

'Henry!' said Henry. 'Henry. That's me!'

'Not in this case,' said Valentine, with an unexpected rasp in his voice.

IT

By Friday the alarm had been raised throughout the district. Two people had
had possible sightings of the girl: Paul Daniel, scouring Hendrawna Beach in the
early daylight of Tuesday, had seen a man and a woman walking near the end of
the beach just below the Holy Well, and had been surprised to see anyone abroad
so soon. Before he could catch them up they had disappeared, possibly towards
the well. They had been too far away to recognize, but the woman could have
been Agneta. The other sighting had been by Dwight Enys. Returning from a
late call on Monday evening, he had come close by the gates of Mingoose and
had seen Agneta with a small candle lantern walking in the road. He had spoken
to her and asked her if anything was amiss. She had replied that nothing was
amiss but she was looking for her cat, who had not been home for his supper.
The girl had seemed quite composed and had been walking towards the gates of
Mingoose. He had hesitated whether to intervene by ushering her back home, but
instead had watched her until she turned in at the gates and watched the bobbing
lantern until it reached the door.

Constable Purdy, in his element at the notoriety, organized search parties. As
Demelza had said, the countryside was pitted with holes and caverns, some of
them gaping and unprotected, others half-filled up and overgrown with heather
and brambles, the outcome of a century's searchings for precious minerals; all
this apart from the mining whims, some still in operation, many abandoned and
dropping sheer for two or more hundred feet with water at the bottom. Most
were protected, or at least masked, by a surrounding low stone wall. But this was
not difficult to mount if one was of a mind to end it all. And many an infant born
out of wedlock had been so deposited. They were better than the cliffs for such a
disposal, for unlike the sea they seldom gave up their dead.

Purdy, who had been appointed soon after Vage had retired, was slightly
more attentive to his duties than his predecessor, but his was a formidable task
were his resources ten times as great. It really depended on chance. Otherwise
the girl's disappearance might remain a mystery for ever.



It cast a gloom over a golden October. Ruth began to wear black, as did her
remaining daughters. Horrie and his new wife and baby came down from
Minehead to companion the rest of the family. Davida arrived.

Then Geoffrey Charles returned from London, and he organized the searches
in a way that John Treneglos had not the talent to do, and which Ross had been
prevented from doing by John's expressed enmity.

But it was Ben Carter, walking on the cliffs not far from Kellow's Ladder,
who eventually found the body. His attention was drawn by the swirling of gulls
to a mound on the high ground just before the declivity running down to the
cliffs. He fought his way through the brambles until he came to the body, then
after the briefest inspection he turned away, grey-faced, to fetch Purdy.

The body was brought down on a bier and carried back to Mingoose to await
burial. Dwight went to examine it, and said the girl's throat had been cut. The
funeral took place two days later.

IT1

It was in the afternoon of one of Mrs Pelham's evening parties that Bella
received a letter from her mother telling her of events in Cornwall. It was Mrs
Pelham's birthday - no one dared to ask her which - but it was special for Bella
too: not only in the distinction of the guests but because Dr Fredericks himself
had been asked to accompany her on the pianoforte and he had actually
accepted!

They had been over the songs together in rehearsal all yesterday, and Bella
was perfectly confident of her ability to do well, but this did not prevent a
tightening of the stomach muscles during the afternoon. It was a curious
symptom. Lack of confidence did not cause the physical and emotional tension.
She knew she could sing what she had agreed to sing, she was almost certain the
evening would be a success, but still the wires were stretched.

The letter was delivered during the afternoon while she was discussing with
Mrs Pelham and two footmen whether moving the piano three feet forward
would be better for the acoustics and better for the voice. She opened it, excused
herself, glanced at the first few sentences to see that everything was apparently
all right, then stuffed it in her bag and returned to the discussions.

When she got up to her bedroom and took it out, the first page had fallen out
of sequence, and she read:

so clearly Valentine is in very bad odour in the neighbourhood around. He
moves about very defiant, seeming to take little notice of the slights and insults
that come his way. So many tongues wag and so much venom do they drop that



it is fortunate he was away in Ireland when this thing happened, otherwise there
would be some who would maybe ask who stood most to benefit by Agneta's
death. Your father was in fact so questioned by Horrie Treneglos. (No one else
would have dared!) But you will well guess the answer he received back!

Naturally Selina has made things much worse by leaving him. She wrote no
note, just left with her maid and a nanny, taking little Georgie with her. Once
again there was the beginning of a hue and cry until it was learned that she was
staying at Cardew! No one seems to know how she was received or how long
she intends to stay. The baby's grandfather, the older George Warleggan, has
been long estranged from Valentine, as you know, and I do not conceit with
what favour he regards Selina, but at least he has taken her in. Valentine has
been frequently at Nampara since she left - he says he intends to continue to live
at Place House on his own. Katie says the servants steal about the house when he
is in, for fear of disturbing him.

It has been a lovely October in Cornwall, somewhat soiled by all this trouble,
which luckily only affects Nampara in a glancing sort of way. I was that happy
to learn of your singing progress...

A distinguished dinner party, as had been promised, including Lieutenant
Christopher Havergal, the Hon. Charles Wynford, M. Maurice Valéry, from
Paris: twelve in all. Charles Wynford was known to be a crony of the Prince
Regent.

No doubt it was the promise of such company that had lured Dr Fredericks.
Bella sat next to her beloved. With the concert in front of her, her intake of food
was light. Christopher's was even lighter. He refused some courses altogether,
but drank a lot of Canary wine. She likened it in her own mind to her mother's
predisposition for port, but Christopher's consumption was much the greater. It
was odd, she thought, that often for days on end he drank only cordials or even
milk, but once in a while he donated all his energies to Canary. It seemed to
make little difference to his behaviour, but had she been asked she would have
preferred him not to have indulged himself tonight. It did not occur to her that
perhaps he was more nervous than she was.

Dr Fredericks had chosen a fairly demanding programme for her (some of
the songs, though she did not remark this, had specially dashing
accompaniments). But he had chosen in such a way that the early pieces were
the less exacting. 'T have kept the acuti for the last pieces,’ he said. 'We will
begin with Cherubini, go on to Schubert, Méhul, Spohr, Haydn. Remember the
size of the room; you should not give full voice with Méhul; think you are at a
rehearsal. If you are nervous, empty the lungs like a tube of paint, from the



bottom upwards. I know you will do everything to perfection.'

And it seemed afterwards that she had done just that. The warmth of the
applause was not restrained by an awareness that one was in a private drawing
room. The Hon. Charles Wynford was specially complimentary and took down
the name of the song by Campenhout she had sung as an encore. He thought the
Prince would be interested.

A golden evening. Bella was in heaven, Dr Fredericks little less, for
Wynford's recommendation would mean much to him too. As people were
beginning to leave in their carriages, Christopher disappeared for a few minutes.
When she could get away, Bella went in search of him. She found him in the
dining room holding a glass and a newly opened bottle of Canary.

He got up awkwardly from his chair, put glass and bottle down and
embraced her. "My little songbird, my little songbird." (It was not quite shong.)
"You have flown tonight. I never thought, even in my wildest dreams, that you
would sing like that. At least not yet. So soon. So soon. I listened hard among
the guests and heard nothing but praise. Nor did I suppose there could be. You
have climbed a high mountain tonight, my sweetheart!'

'If I am a songbird,' said Bella, showing some of her mother's quirky humour,
'l should be able to avoid the mountain, shouldn't I? We must go back at once to
Aunt Sarah. She must not feel we have left her alone when the guests are gone.'

He picked up the bottle, and the glass rattled against the neck as he poured
some in, gulped at it.

'Leave it,' Bella said, conscious of conflicting emotions struggling to affect
her happiness. "When you get home, Christopher. There'll be time then.'

'Join me now. There's a glass here.’

She shook her head. 'T'm happy enough.'

He stared at her uncertainly for a moment. 'I drink to you. And only for joy.'

'Yes, yes. It has been such a - such a good evening. Oh, Dr Fredericks, I
thought you had gone! I'm glad you have not. Have I thanked you enough? You
were such a support all the way through. You have taught me so much.’

'T have also learned tonight,” Dr Fredericks said, trying to adjust his linen
cravat. 'I'm going home a happy man.'

Bella linked arms with him, and they went to the dining room door. There
she glanced back and saw that Christopher was gulping another glass.



CHAPTER FOUR

The inquest on Agneta Treneglos was held in the Bounders Arms, the inn run
by Ned and Emma Hartnell, which was not far from Sawle Church. Its upper
room was sometimes used as a meeting place, being, apart from those in the
houses belonging to the gentry, the largest in the neighbourhood. Even so, aside
from the jury and the witnesses, there was little space available for interested
spectators, of whom there would have been many if accommodation had
permitted.

The coroner was a Mr James Carlyon, who had ridden out from Truro. The
twelve jurors, chosen from among the more responsible members of the public,
sat on two benches against one wall. Zacky Martin, his asthma fortunately
abated, was the foreman. A chair behind a table on the opposite side of the room
served as a witness box. There were about a dozen spectators crushed in the
doorway to watch and listen.

The first witness was Mr John Treneglos, the father of the deceased, who
gave evidence of identity and could hardly contain his tears. He was followed by
Constable Purdy, who gave an account of the four days' search that had taken
place, then Ben Carter, who told of how he had found the body.

Dr Enys was called. He described the vicious knife thrusts which had caused
the girl's death. In reply to the coroner he said that he did not think she had been
violated. Nor did robbery appear to be a motive, as a bracelet and a brooch were
still on the body. She had, when found, probably been dead about twenty-four
hours. The question of Agneta's mental capacities was skirted around. Dwight
said that from time to time he had attended the girl for epilepsy, also for St
Anthony's Fire, and a number of conventional ailments. In recent years she had
been in better health, and so far as he could tell she had been in normal health at
the time of death.

Two witnesses were called to testify to the distress Agneta had recently
suffered because of her romantic attachment for a young married man of the
neighbourhood. Neither of them had any idea where she had spent the last four
days of her life. The last witness was Mr Valentine Warleggan.

Noisy abuse greeted him, and the shout of 'Murderer!" came from John
Treneglos. The coroner was quick to cut this short. 'If there is any further
disturbance from any quarter I will ask the bailiffs to clear the room.’

'Damned if I'll sit here and..."



'Mr Treneglos, please.'

Valentine, in a sulphurous silence, was allowed to give his evidence, which
was that he had known the deceased for twenty years, and that there had always
been a neighbourly friendship between them. Recently he had noticed that
Agneta had been seeking more of his company, but he was himself a happily
married man, his wife having recently given birth to their first child, and in
maintaining his friendship with other ladies in the district he had never given any
of them reason to suppose that he was seeking anything more than a casual
continuation of that friendship. Recently he had been very much away on the
trading business he was trying to establish between Cornwall and Ireland, and he
had not as far as he remembered seen the deceased since late September, which
was about four weeks ago, when she had called at his house and he had been
busy with two North Country investors in his mine, and he had asked one of his
servants to escort Miss Agneta home.

'Did she appear distressed on that occasion?' the coroner asked.

Valentine frowned. 'To tell you the truth, I was very much preoccupied with
the business in hand. But no, I do not think so. She was rather an eccentric
girl...'

Mr Carylon nodded understandingly.

Horace Treneglos stood up. 'May I ask a question?'

The coroner inclined his head.

'Warleggan,' said Horrie. "Why did you seduce my sister?'

IT

Cardew was a large house, but sometimes George felt it was not big enough
for him. His own twin daughters were boisterous and demanding. Although there
were nursemaids in plenty, Harriet would not let her children be too sternly
disciplined and, taking their cue from their mother, they treated their father in a
nonchalantly friendly way. He felt that he did not receive the deference that
should have been accorded him. They frequently climbed on his knee,
demanding he should read to them or tell them a story or had some story of their
own to tell of what had befallen them during the day. While his first inclination
had been to be brusque and stern with them, genuine and unforced affection had
not been common in his life, and he was content to grumble only to himself
about it or after they had gone to bed. Complaints to Harriet usually ended in his
grudging defeat. Then of course there were the two damned boar hounds, grown
older and greyer round the jowls but not an inch smaller in size, usually
occupying the best position sprawling in front of the best fires. Ursula, when she
was home, also showed signs of getting above herself.



Well, that was the life he led, and in many ways it was satisfactory enough.
His mercantile businesses were all prospering. Sometimes Harriet spent money
like water, but the well always filled up.

But now he - or at least Harriet and Cardew - were playing host to four
strangers. (He had been staying in Truro when they turned up unexpectedly.) A
mother, related to him only by a disapproved marriage and accompanied by a
young baby, a nurse and a personal maid, had requested sanctuary here, and
Harriet had unhesitatingly invited them in. There had been no mention as yet of
the duration of their stay.

'Of course you must have her,’ Harriet said when he had protested to her in
private. "Your son has behaved like a dirty rat. Of course we only have one side
of the story, but for him to have an affair with a mental defective puts him
beyond the pale. And then to have done away with her...'

'Now, there's no sort..."

'Oh, I don't know whether he actually cut her throat. But he is responsible
whether or not. Clearly he so disturbed the balance of this dotty girl that she
wandered about all over the country, even at night, a prime target for some
maniac to accost her and cut her throat - just like Mary or whatever the girl's
name was who worked here. So it's natural enough that Selina should leave him
and, since he has spent all her money, to come on you for help and shelter.'

George could not remember having met his son's wife before. As he had a
weakness for blondes - in spite of the shining darkness of his second wife - he
could not fault her in that respect, nor in the startling forget-me-not blue of her
eyes. But, being far from out of the top drawer himself, he was quick to
recognize another such. No one knew what she had been before she married the
elderly Horace Pope; since then her gentility had been so pronounced as to make
it suspect. She was a pretty woman, and vaguely resembled Elizabeth, his first
wife, but the resemblance was barely skin deep. He thought her a climber.

It was a Sunday in mid-November. Leaves fell like copper snow in every
wind, but not enough had gone to spoil the autumn foliage. A peaceful afternoon
scene. The shadows of the deer slanting in the sun, a touch of early chill in the
air; bonfires were burning at a discreet distance, wood and coal crackled together
in the main fireplaces of the house. They sat down to dinner: George and Harriet
and Ursula and Selina. The twins, having been to church, were as usual taking
their dinner upstairs with their nurses. George was feeling irritated that this was
the third Sunday dinner which had to be shared with their uninvited guest. He
had left it to Harriet to ask her how long she was likely to be staying, and Harriet
had not yet done this. 'Carpe diem," she had said, which had irritated him the
more because he wasn't quite sure what it meant, and he wasn't sure she knew



either.

Just as the first course was served the two great hounds set up a gaunt hollow
barking from the drawing room, where they had been lying on the hearth rug in
luxury. There was some to-ing and fro-ing, and Harriet sent a groom hurrying to
quiet them. Then Simpson came in and bent to murmur a name into George's ear.

George's brows drew together, and he turned to Harriet.

'Valentine is here.’

Harriet took another sip of her soup. 'Castor and Pollux are being very
naughty. I taught them not to bark casually at visitors... Well, it is your house,
George, and your son. Why do you not ask him in?'

Selina got to her feet, screwing her napkin in her fingers. 'I will go upstairs.'

'No you will not,’ said Harriet. 'Pray sit down. Simpson, ask Jones to set
another place.’

Simpson looked at his master and, receiving no other directive from him,
said: 'Very good, m'lady.’

'T do not wish to stay here!" said Selina, her eyes flashing. 'Excuse me.'

"You are in our house,' Harriet said. 'We are not willing to excuse you.'

Valentine came in. He was wearing a fawn frock coat, red waistcoat, twill
trousers, riding boots, cream silk stock, and grey suede gloves, which he was
peeling off as he came in. There were lines in his cheeks which were not usually
there. He stopped a moment when he saw Selina, then he went across and kissed
Harriet on the cheek. She made a little distasteful gesture.

'Harriet, how do you do? Good day, Father." And then: 'Well, little Ursula.
Blooming, I see.'

'What do you want?' George demanded.

'l came to see my wife. But it seems that I have come at an inappropriate
time.'

Harriet said: 'T am of the opinion that any time would be inappropriate so far
as your wife is concerned.'

"The only unforgivable thing is that I have come to disturb your dinner. May
I wait in the parlour?'

'Since you are here,' said Harriet, 'you may as well break bread with us. I
presume your father has no objection?'

'Provided discussion of the object of your visit is postponed until the meal is
finished," George said coldly.

There was a hesitation.

'Hare soup,’ said Harriet. 'Fresh-water trout, venison, tarts and sweetmeats.
We eat sparely.'

Valentine's face twitched, part grimace, part smile. "Thank you.' He looked



around. Simpson had drawn back a chair. It was opposite Selina. Valentine took
it. "Thank you.' Tight-lipped, Selina kept her eyes averted.

Dinner was resumed in brooding silence, the only sounds being of cutlery
and crockery. Eventually these stopped. Ursula viewed her brother with
malicious eyes. She thought he looked a bit pasty, not as if he had (supposedly)
been voyaging in the November seas to and from Ireland. They had not hit it off
when Valentine lived at home. He had teased her unmercifully, and she
remembered the violent tempers she had got into.

'Do you have news of Isabella-Rose?' she asked him suddenly, breaking the
icy spell.

'Who? - Oh. No. Why should I? She's in London, I gather.'

'Yes, she is taking a musical course. I heard from a schoolfriend, Erica
Rashleigh, that she is already singing at soirées and the like.'

'Agreeable for her.'

'Yes, is it not. Papa has sent me for a year to Penzance, to Mme Blick's
Finishing School for Young Ladies. I do not know if they will teach me singing
there.'

"You have no voice,' said George.

"Thank you, Papa. I confess I would rather go to London."'

'All in good time. You are yet only nineteen.'

'Bella is two years younger than I am.'

Harriet glanced round the table, then at Simpson and the other footmen. She
had been brought up totally to disregard what servants might hear or overhear of
family affairs, but she knew how strongly George disapproved of such
outspokenness. In this situation something could be said for his views, but the
artificial nature of the present conversation was hardly to be borne. Valentine
met her glance, then looked away.

He said lightly: 'l saw Bella's father this week, after the inquest.'

This was not a remark calculated to make the situation more relaxed.

George said: 'No doubt he's well.'

'Well enough, I believe. Not greatly concerned for me, I fear. Much more
disturbed of spirit at the government's passing these Six Acts.'

'He'd be best occupied in joining the agitators of St Peter's Fields, then,
instead of fuming in his shabby little house at Nampara.'

'What are the Six Acts, Papa?' Ursula asked.

'A very natural response of the government to the unrest and the disgraceful
rioting which took place in Manchester and in other North Country towns. We
were on the verge of revolution.’

Valentine said: 'Cousin Ross thinks the response is too repressive. That you



should meet unrest with sweet reasonableness. He feels that the lack of
understanding between the poor and the rich has been gravely widened this year.'

'Did you vote for these measures, George?' Harriet said. 'I forgot to ask you.'

'T was not there at the time," George snapped. "You should know that. My two
Members did. So did Wellington, whom no one could call a panic-monger. So
did George Canning, Ross Poldark's great hero. In fact every reasonable man.'

'Or reasonable woman, I suppose,' Harriet said. "The Acts are repressive, but
considering the state of the country...'

Valentine said to Selina: 'T have come to take you home.'

No one spoke. The situation had now become intolerable. George took
charge.

'Simpson, will you escort Miss Ursula upstairs to her room? Then close the
doors and I will ring when you may return.’

'Papa!' said Ursula, in indignation. 'I have not finished! Look, I...'

'We will send for you,' said George. 'It is not suitable for you to hear what
may shortly be said...'

'But I know all about it!" she shouted, as she was escorted from the room.

They could hear her protesting after the door was shut. 'l am his sister!'

George said thinly to Valentine: T wonder she admits it. You came here
uninvited. State your business and go.'

'T have already stated it,' said Valentine. 'l have come to take Selina home.'

Harriet was the only one still toying with a little food. 'Did you kill her,
Valentine?'

'Who? What?'

"The girl. I forget her name. Did you cut her throat?'

Valentine took up his wineglass and held it to the light. "Yes, her blood was
the colour of this claret.’

Selina took in a deep breath of horror. Valentine smiled at her. My
stepmother has a very forthright brain. But sometimes she allows it to lead her
into absurdity.'

'Well, did you?' said Harriet.

'What, from across the Irish Sea?'

'And you were across the Irish Sea?'

'T was.'

'How do you know when she died?'

'Dr Enys's testimony.'

Harriet frowned at him.

"The newspaper has not yet come with the report of the inquest. What was
the verdict?'



'Murder, by person or persons unknown.'

'And were you able to produce witnesses that you were in Ireland?'

'Affidavits. From a Mr Leary of the Waterford Arms and a Mr Connor of
Connor's Shipyard.'

'Well,' said Harriet, after a moment, 'that is good, so far as it goes.'

'Oh, I agree, Stepmother. I quite agree.’

'But you seduced her?'

Valentine took a deep breath. 'Seduction suggests an element of guilt on one
side and innocence on the other. She was not exactly a blushing violet, you
know. Nor was she a drivelling idiot, with one leg shorter than the other and a
squint. She had had other lovers long before me. She had a raging appetite for
eligible young men. Her family tries to present her as an innocent halfwit whose
purity I traded on. I could tell them different.'

Harriet regarded him for a long moment. 'Are you sure she had other young
men”?'

'Oh, certain sure!'

'Can you name any of them?'

'Not offhand. She referred to them only by their Christian names."'

Harriet said to Selina: 'Did she give you that impression?'

'What impression?'

"That she was pretending to be subnormal, simplewitted?'

'No... I could not tell! She was depressed, nervy, full of tears. All the time.
Every time we met!'

Harriet put down her fork. Valentine drank his wine.

'Is the inquisition over?'

Selina stirred in her chair. 'T must go to see for Georgie.'

'A moment longer," said Harriet. 'Shall you return with Valentine?'

Selina looked startled. 'No... I don't know!'

George said: 'T have no excuses for you, Valentine. Whatever happened, it
was shabby and disgraceful. You'll get no help from me.'

'T have not come for your help, Father. I have come for my wife.'

'T think, George,' Harriet said, looking at him bleakly, 'that this is the other
side of the coin, which we have not seen before. If it is true what Valentine says,
then he is shown up as just a feeble, errant character who has done very little
worse than many another man. What marriage is not shaken by infidelities? If
my mother had left my father every time he took an actress back to his rooms we
should hardly have seen her at all! But,' she went on, as George was about to
speak, 'but if this is only Valentine's side, and the truth is what we knew, or
thought we knew, all along, and if Valentine is deliberately lying - if not about



her death, then about the character and simplewittedness of this Treneglos girl -
chiefly to whitewash and justify himself, then I think he deserves to be kicked
out.'

'Thank you, Stepmother,” Valentine said. 'Mr Justice Stepmother. Well
summed up. But I have already been before one jury. Where is the jury you may
now invite to retire and consider a further verdict?'

'He lied to me!" shouted Selina, her eyes suddenly blue fire as she looked up.

'T lied that I was not having an affair with the girl,’ Valentine said evenly. 'As
my stepmother sagely says, what husband does not lie to his wife at such a time?
I told you, Selina, quite plainly - and honestly - that Agneta was no halfwit, she
was a thorough schemer, a lustful schemer...’

"You - I don't recall it all, but of a certainty you never said that.'

'Yes, I did. And that she played on the sympathy of her family so as to be
treated as simple and guileless..."

'She was simple! That night she came to see you! And you forget she came
three or four times more! She was simple...'

'Tt was play-acting! Of course I won't pretend she was as intelligent as you
are, nor as Mr Justice Stepmother here, but she knew how to put on a half-witted
performance; she knew how to get what she wanted, chiefly the sensation of
having a man between her legs. She was no innocent. Half the footloose men of
the village, I'll lay a curse, knew her well. And no doubt it was while she was out
with one of them that there was a quarrel of some sort and he lost his temper and
used his knife on her...

George stood up. 'Enough of this. Have done with your domestic wrangling -
I will have no more of it here. Understand!'

Harriet said: 'Agreed. Maybe we can get no further at this stage. If this were
a court of law, which God forbid, there would be only one expert witness I
would call.'

'Pray who would that be?'

'Dr Dwight Enys.'

'He gave his evidence at the inquest.'

'T know. But what did he say?'

'They all kept tactfully off the question of Agneta's wayward intellect.
Perhaps they felt if they raised it there would be too many available to testify to
her animal good sense.’

After a moment Harriet said thoughtfully: 'I believe, Valentine, that with a
little tuition, you could talk your way out of anything.’

Simpson came into the room. "You rang, sir?'

'Yes, the footmen may come back. Continue to serve dinner. And tell Miss



Ursula she may return.'
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Selina went back to Place House, with her retinue of baby Georgie and two
servants. She stayed for a week and then left for London, taking Georgie and the
nurse with her. Valentine had had to go to Padstow, and when he returned he
found a brief note.

I am leaving you and shall live in Finsbury with Mrs Osworth and my two
stepdaughters. I have taken a few personal things; those which are valuable so
that I may sell them and maintain myself. Pray do not attempt to follow me.

Selina

v

The day before she left she called to see Ross. Somebody had told her that
Demelza went to dinner at Caroline Enys's every Thursday, so there was an
element of contrivance in the hour and day she chose to arrive. Ross had been up
at the mine going through the cost books with Ben, which also was a regular
arrangement. It was another good day, with a corn-red sun glinting in and out of
prison bars of cloud, and the sea very grumpy and very quiet. As he walked back
across the beach, gulls and other seabirds clustered together in protest meetings
which, Ross thought, had they been human beings, would now be legally
forbidden them.

The horse was tethered to a branch of the old lilac. Ross did not recognize it.
He went in, and Matthew Mark Martin whispered: 'Mrs Warleggan.'

Ross stared. "Which one?’'

'Mr Valentine's wife, sur.'

Selina was in the old sitting room. Neither Ross nor Demelza thought it
strange that visitors should automatically be shown in here instead of into the
much more elegant library.

She had taken some care with her appearance: a purple pleated riding habit
with a divided skirt, which had a longer plum-coloured skirt under it, a peaked
black cap, black patent half-boots, pale yellow lace at wrist and throat. Ross had
forgotten what a handsome woman she was, with her slim figure, glazed cat's
eyes, ash fair hair. He remembered there had been a time while Mr Pope was
still alive, when there had been rumours that she and Jeremy were becoming too
friendly.

'Sir Ross. Forgive me for this intrusion. Is your wife not here?'

'No, she is at the Enyses. Can I deputize for her?'



'Well, it is you I actually came to see.'

'Please sit down. Take some refreshment after your ride?'

'No, thank you." She took a seat and looked through the sunlit window. "Your
wife has made a wonderful garden. We seem to be so blown to pieces at Place
House that very little will flourish.’

'A protective wall has worked wonders. The soil is very shallow and what
there is is not rich in humus, but if you can keep the wind out you can grow
almost anything.'

'We have a part-walled garden, but it is chiefly for raising vegetables and
fruit.'

The subject seemed to have exhausted itself.

Ross said: 'l am very glad anyway that you have decided to return to Place. I
think it will...'

'Oh, but I have not," she said.

He looked at her. "You have not?'

'No. I am leaving for London tomorrow.'

'Oh? You mean - for a holiday - or to stay?’

"To stay.'

'Does Valentine approve?'

'He does not yet know.'

Ross thought about that. 'He will not approve. Will he allow it?’

'l shall be gone before he knows.'

'Oh... But you came to tell me?"'

She looked at him slant-eyed. 'Do you remember after my first husband died
I came to ask your advice on a number of things?'

'It was chiefly on a question of mining rights, I believe.'

"You advised me well, were generally helpful. Also, you are almost closest of
anyone to Valentine. I thought you should know.'

'But you have already come to your decision. My advice can hardly be that
important.'

'T should welcome your opinion.'

'On your actually leaving Valentine?' Ross fingered his scar. 'Is it not a wife's
duty to stand by her husband when he is in trouble?'

'It depends what sort of trouble.’

'My advice, Selina, which clearly you have not come to seek, is that if, after
a close weighing of the circumstances, you feel you can no longer live with
Valentine, then you must leave him. But if you leave him now, at this present,
you will be doing him a greater disservice than depriving him of your company.'

"You mean Baby Georgie. Yes, I...'



'T do not mean Baby Georgie. I mean that you will lend extra credence to the
rumour that he murdered the girl.’

'But officers went across to Ireland and took the evidence of two witnesses.
That all came out at the inquest.’

'Who believes the oath of an Irishman? That is what I heard only yesterday.
Rumours will continue to circulate. Only he had the motive - or so it seems. If
his wife then flees from him with their child, it will suggest that she agrees with
them.'

Selina looked stormy. 'And do they not think that an excess of infidelities -
ending in the seduction of a halfwit - do they not think that that of itself is a good
enough reason to go?"'

'His friends will. But not his enemies. And he has a sufficiency of enemies.’

'Whose fault is that? He has made them."

Ross nodded. 'Even so. I think also, Selina, in his own peculiar way he is
deeply attached to you and will greatly miss you.'

'T have made up my mind,' she said. Her jaw, he noticed, was quite tight.

'Have you resources to follow this intention?'

'He has my money, of course. Has spent most of it in various commercial
adventures - that is, what he has not squandered on his wenching. I have some
jewellery which has a value. And I have a property in Finsbury, not extensive
but it will suffice. Letitia and Maud are there and my cousin, Mrs Osworth. No
doubt this should have all been included under the settlement, but I never told
Valentine. He thinks it belongs to my cousin.’

'Indeed.’

'T never told Mr Pope neither.'

'But now you are telling me.'

She said: "You are not likely to become my husband.'



CHAPTER FIVE

Later in the month Geoffrey Charles found Demelza in the garden, which
was at its damp November ebb. He kissed her breezily and asked if Ross was
around.

'He's on the beach with Harry. Some driftwood came ashore with the last
tide, and Paul Daniel and others from Mellin are picking it over. It seems there's
tobacco and a few bolts of cloth.'

Geoffrey Charles craned his neck. 'Ah, yes, I think I can see them. And how
are you, my dearest aunt? Ma foi, you never look a day older.'

Demelza said: 'Does ma foi mean excuse me for a fib most abominable?'

'Tt does not, and you know it does not. After dear Jeremy died you were
much changed. We all feared for you. Now your looks are back, and your spirits.
I remark it every time I come.'

'Come more often then,’ she said, and also peered over the wall. 'T think Ross
is on his way home now. Why don't you wait?'

'Of course I'll wait. I really came to see you both, with the latest news sheet.'

'What? Oh, you're teasing me. How is Amadora, and little Juana?'

'‘Bravely, thank you.'

'Do you wish for a boy this time?'

'Amadora says she does. I do not at all mind. I suppose it would be good to
perpetuate the Poldark name at Trenwith.'

They walked together out of the garden, across the sandy scrubland to the
stile.

'By the way, your niece is doing well.'

'Oh, I am pleased to know it.'

'Vera, Juana's nursemaid, is emigrating with her husband, who is a miner, to
Australia, so Esther has been promoted. It will give her more responsibility and
better pay.'

'Lovely. So long as we don't tell Sam."'

They both laughed.

'In fact,' said Geoffrey Charles, 'there's truth in jest. Essie and Amadora suit
each other so well that when the new baby arrives I could well imagine that
another nursemaid will be engaged and Essie reserved as a special companion.'

The group of men on the beach had drawn nearer. They were laden with
flotsam. Demelza waved and several waved back. Henry broke into a run, intent



on outstripping his elders.

'Amadora,' said Geoffrey Charles, 'is still very shy. She does not easily mix
with new people. She and Morwenna are the best of friends, but Morwenna can't
bring herself to live in Trenwith because of its memories for her. Also she is a
Protestant vicar's daughter. And Drake has his shipyard. They come, as you
know, twice a year... You mentioned Sam, perhaps half as a joke; but religion is
partly at the bottom of Amadora's reticence and shyness. Papist is still a term of
abuse in England. She still thinks some of the servants regard her as different, an
alien, even a suspect alien. We laugh together about it, but it is there... Esther is
quite different. Esther of course goes to church, but she has no special
attachment for Sam's church. She has been twice with Amadora to Mass in this
Roman Catholic place near Truro and says she has enjoyed it. God knows what
Sam would think if he ever got to hear!'

Henry was almost upon them, shouting his news with the good lungs that all
the family had. A terrible pang stabbed in Demelza's breast, as a memory struck
her of a similar scene a dozen or more years ago, only then it had been Jeremy
who had been running through the marram grass towards her. She wondered if
there was marram grass in Belgium.

IT

The men from Mellin made their jolly but respectful greetings. Respect was
not easily bestowed among the miners, but one of these two men had been a part
of their lives all his life and was now a baronet, the other was a major and a
veteran of Waterloo. Demelza of course was one of themselves, but none would
have dreamed of taking liberties.

When they had trooped off with their booty and Henry had bounded away
into the house in search of something to eat, Geoffrey Charles said: 'I came to
tell you I had a letter today to say my father-in-law and my motherin-law are to
visit us at Christmas. We have invited them before, but they have been reluctant
to undertake the voyage. Now they are coming Amadora is in a panic, and I am
bidden to remain in Cornwall to be ready to greet them whenever they arrive in
Falmouth.'

Ross said: 'It will, I hope, prove to them that their daughter is not living in
the Savage Lands. Have they been to England before?'

'"Times have been too stormy. But he is a great admirer of England and the
English, so I hope we shall not disabuse him.'

'What are they called?' Demelza asked. "You have told me, but..."

'Amador de Bertendona, that is his name. He is of a very old family and is a
member of the Cortes and speaks good English. She's Portuguese. Her first name



is Jacinta. She speaks no English - or did not when I first met her - she is
learning, and last Easter spoke a few words, but it is still elementary. When 1
first asked permission to marry their daughter, she was the explosive stumbling
block. He was thoughtful but very gracious. I believe it is his nature to be
gracious. She opposed it bitterly, but between us we overcame her horror.'

'When will they likely be here?'

'About the twelfth of next month.’

Demelza said: 'Shall you give a party for them while they are with you?'

Geoffrey Charles looked at her interestedly, then laughed. "You must see
Amadora. I suggested just such a thing, but she said oh no, oh no, she would be
far too nervous - far more nervous than when we gave a party for ourselves. But
I believe the seed has been sown. All it requires is a visit from you bubbling with
enthusiasm, and we shall carry the day.'

'Go on," Ross said to Demelza. 'If you water the seeds you will carry the day.'

Geoffrey Charles laughed again.

'With bubbles?' Demelza asked.

'With bubbles.’
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That evening Ben Carter called to see Demelza. His brother-in-law, Matthew
Mark Martin, let him in. Demelza was practising a few hymn tunes on the
pianoforte that Ross had bought for her at the time of Henry's christening, so for
this meeting the larger and more elegant reception room was the accidental
venue.

Demelza said her husband had gone back to Trenwith with Geoffrey Charles
and had not yet returned.

'Yes,' said Ben, frowning. 'l watched him go.’

'Ah.' Demelza sat down again on the piano stool. Ben was in his working
clothes and he carried his cap, which he screwed between his strong fingers.

'T am not certain sure I should bother ye, ma'am, but I've been a small matter
troubled o' thought 'bout my inclinations, and I had the mind t'ask your advice.'

'Oh,' said Demelza. 'Well, we can talk quite private here. That's if it is
something private you wished to discuss.'

'Yes, that is so." He took a seat on one of their smart blue-upholstered chairs
as if he were afraid he would soil it. 'T still am lost 'ow to begin.'

'Is it something to do with the mine?"'

'Oh, no. All goes well there, so long as the lodes is keenly...'

"Then?'

"To tell the truth, missus - I know I should not call ye that but...'



Demelza smiled. "Tisn't important what you call me. Tell me what you have
come about.'

He shifted and screwed his cap again. 'To tell the truth, I have a taking for
your niece.'

Demelza looked completely startled. "My niece? But I... Oh, do you mean
Essie?'

He nodded and stared across the room.

'‘But - but what is there wrong with that?... Essie Carne? Who works at
Trenwith?... That is good news surely, Ben. But is she - does she not feel the
same?'

'She don't know how I feel.

'And is that the problem?’

'The problem is I wished to have your thoughts 'bout my taking for your
niece. Ye d'’know the feeling I have long had for Clowance. That does not move,
that does not change. But she have long been lost to me. Even now, although she
be a widow, I d'’know she is not for me. She will marry again some day, but twill
not be to the likes of me. She maybe will marry that Lord that proposed to her
once before. That would no doubt please you and Sir Ross. Or there's others
interested. I...'

'‘Ben, stop a minute.'

He stopped.

'Clowance was never for you, Ben. I don't know why, for you grew up
together and was always good one with the other. But that is the way it is
sometimes. Stephen came on us unexpectedly, you might say; he came on her
unexpectedly and once they had met there was no one else in the world for her.
But at the time I told you - you remember we talked of it at the time of their
marriage - I told you that it was Clowance's decision. Nobody else's. Not mine.
Not her father's. I told you this: that it was our way and our belief - mine and
Ross's - that our children should choose the person they would marry, without
being under influence or pressure from us. Do you doubt that?'

'No, ma'am. I'm sorry. The words slipped out.'

Demelza put her fingers on a chord on the piano. "Then I think they should
slip in again.'

'T'm sorry,' said Ben again.

Demelza took a few deep breaths to cool her own temper.

'So now?'

'l 'ave only met Esther a half-dozen of times, and 'ave felt a taking for her.
Except for Clowance tis the first girl I 'ave felt for ever in such a way. But I
thought first before I made my manner of approaching to her I should first ask
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ye...
'Ask me what?'

He smiled, half-apologetic. "Ye have given me the answer.'

Demelza studied him. 'But I told you all this years ago, when Clowance and
Stephen was married. In the old parlour. I remember exactly what we said about
it all.’

"Yes, ma'am, I know - I remember well. But when there's all those dark
nights lying alone and thinkin' of them being together - and thinkin' and
wonderin' and having no one to say a word to 'bout it all, some'ow the
remembrance of what you said don't stay quite as clear as it did ought to be, and
ye begin to think things. I d'’know full well that I'm not good 'mough for your
family. Clowance is too good for any man I ever seen her with - she deserve a
duke or such like... So now..."

'So now?'

'T 'ave the thought that I done the wrong thing coming to you like this..."

"You've done the right thing, Ben, if those were your thoughts, so that they
can be cleared away - thrown out. Did you come to me for any other reason?...
Or is it also that you think, because her mother is far off, that me as her aunt
should be asked or told about your taking for her, in place of her mother?'

"Yes, that's so. But also - and this you have already answered, like - I thought
twould be more proper if [ was t'ask your permission.’

Demelza played another chord. This was more in tune than the last.

'Dear Ben, how long have I known you? Ever since you was born? You are
Ross's godson. You are always welcome here. If you do not know that then
nothing I can say now can convince you. If Clowance had chosen to marry you
we should have welcomed you as our son-in-law. If you care for Essie, and Essie
comes to care for you, nothing would be more pleasing to us both than that you
should wed and be happy together. Is that well understood?'

'Well understood now, ma'am. And thank ee. I blame myself for ever
bothering you.'

'Do you want this kept secret for the time being?'

"Twould be helpful to me."



CHAPTER SIX

Philip Prideaux called at Penrice Manor, a handsome two-storeyed house
with projecting wings on the south coast near St Austell, and was shown into a
small withdrawing room with extensive views over the deer park and the sea. It
was a sunny December morning and the slanting sunlight seemed to make the
sea paler than usual and the land darker, as if each were waiting for the promised
rain.

Presently he was shown in to see the owner of the mansion. Sir Charles
Brune Graves-Sawle was in his early fifties, and as one of the leading luminaries
of the county was serving his term as High Sheriff of Cornwall. He was a short,
spruce man with a military bearing, and he greeted Philip Prideaux, whom he
had not met before, with friendly courtesy, as befitted someone distantly related.

A footman came in, and Rhenish wine and Madeira cake were served.

The baronet said conversationally: 'I'm told you took part in the great cavalry
charge at Waterloo, Prideaux. Well done!’

'Who told you that, sir?’

'Friend of mine. William Rashleigh.'

Philip nodded. 'Yes, sir. I did. Though if I may correct an impression, it was
not well done.’

Sir Charles's face sharpened. "Why do you say that?'

"There may have been good tactical reasons for ordering the charge, but it
was undisciplined. It succeeded and then was allowed to go far beyond the limits
of a tactical success, and turned into a failure.'

'Wellington described it as a success.'

'Oh, yes, but he was defending the reputation of Uxbridge. And by the time
he said that the battle was long since over.'

Sir Charles chewed reflectively. 'l have also heard that you do not like
talking about this immortal charge.'

"True, sir. Nor of any part of the battle, which was so bloody, so relentless,
so...'

'Otherwise my wife would very much like to meet you and hear your
account. As would other of my friends.'

Philip adjusted his spectacles. 'It is only three and a half years yet. Perhaps
there will come a time when I am less susceptible to the memories.'

'Yes, well - yes. You are enjoying your stay in the county, Captain?'



'Very much. And now with my new appointment I shall hope to make my
home here.’

'Just so. Just so. It was about that that I wanted to see you. More wine?'

"Thank you.'

While he was sipping it, Sir Charles went to an ornate French desk and
sorted some papers through. Philip gazed round the room at the formidable array
of family portraits. When he had received the letter of invitation he had never
heard the name Graves-Sawle.

'T have been talking to Lord Vacy about you,' said Sir Charles in his staccato
voice, and came back to his chair with a couple of pages of what looked like
names and figures. 'It seems to us, if you are now going to make your home
among us, your presence could be put to greater use than the position you are
about to occupy with the Duchy of Cornwall. That is to say, not as an alternative
to your secretaryship but as a supplement to it.’

'T am studying archaeology.'

'That too I have been told. Both are rewarding occupations, studies, pursuits,
call them what you will. I was going to suggest to you a third.'

Philip took off his glasses, put them away, the click of the case was the only
sound in the room. 'Pray go on.’

'As High Sheriff, it is my responsibility to maintain law and order in this
county. As you will suppose, this is something of a formality. I attend the
Assizes, I fulfil a number of formal duties throughout the year, I have a position
on the Prince of Wales's Duchy Council. But the actual maintenance of good
behaviour within the county, that is left to a few constables and watchmen who
are appointed for each substantial village and town. You do not need to be told
that they are ill-paid, ill-found, and in the main grossly inefficient. In London
they are called "Charlies". You know in what contempt they are generally held.’

'l can understand that.'

'In London crimes are committed with impunity. It was estimated recently
that in England as a whole there is one criminal to every twenty-two of the
population. In London it may well be more. The borough of Kensington, I am
told, has an area of fifteen square miles. To protect the law abiding population
they have three constables and three boroughmen. All decrepit, some of them
themselves corrupt. In Cornwall we have in general a peaceful population, but
crime is greatly on the increase. Since the end of the war there has been a wave
of thefts, brigandage and even murder.'

Philip nodded, and stared again at the surrounding ancestors.

'Recently in London,' said Sir Charles, 'horse patrols have been introduced,
and a few dedicated detectives are now abroad. Some of these have had a modest



success. But we do not have even these in Cornwall.'

Philip waited, but his host said no more. 'I cannot suppose that you wish me
to do something in this matter?'

'Yes, that was exactly what was in my mind.’

'But in what form?'

"That could be decided in consultation if we could come to an agreement in
principle that you would help us.'

'May I ask why you should invite - choose me?’'

'That's not a difficult question to answer, Captain. First, you are a
Cornishman - all right, a part-Cornishman - you have relatives, distant or close,
all over the county. Second, you are a war veteran, and a distinguished ex-
Guardsman with a reputation for bravery under fire. You saved your colonel's
life! Were there a medal to be struck for such actions you would most surely be
awarded it. Third, you are young and energetic and, I think, ambitious to begin a
new life. You used these last words about yourself in your application for this
post with the Duchy of Cornwall.'

'Yes,' Philip acknowledged, resisting the impulse to replace his spectacles.
'But I am still very much in the dark as to what you would expect me to do. Are
you suggesting that I should organize the constables and boroughmen into some
- some more effective force? Were the county to double the number of such men
and pay them less inadequately, it would still be the smallest improvement.
Surely. And petty crime could hardly be touched unless there were a radical
reform of the laws to coincide with a serious attempt to reinforce them.'

Sir Charles dismissed this with a wave of his hand. 'We all know of the
capital offences that it can be argued should not be capital offences. I am
thinking of the most serious crimes: robbery with violence, all serious crimes
against the person, especially unlawful killing. These are offences that are on the
increase throughout the country, and Cornwall is not exempt; indeed, in the last
year there have been five unsolved murders in Cornwall, which is as much as for
the counties of Devon and Somerset put together!'

"You surprise me, Sir Charles.’

'Yes, well. Mind you, I am speaking of unsolved murders. There were three
murders in the city of Plymouth alone, but these were crimes easily resolved: a
wronged husband shot his wife, two sailors quarrelling in a bar, one killed the
other. That sort of thing.'

'And there have been five unsolved murders in Cornwall this year?'

'Yes, one a merchant, one a farmer, in which the obvious motives were
robbery. Apart from them, three young women have been killed, all in the same
way, all in their twenties, with no apparent robbery or rape. These murders took



place mainly in central Cornwall. Whether they were committed by the same
person... What are you smiling at, Captain Prideaux?'

Philip corrected his expression. 'Was I? Well, it could better be described as
a rictus, sir, at the strangeness...'

'What exactly does that word mean?’

'Rictus? It means a smile without any laughter, sir. Perhaps it could almost
be described as a smile of horror. You must, if you know my history, be aware
of the paradox of this invitation...'

'T still do not follow you.'

"You are asking me to accept a charge from you - that is, if I take you aright -
a charge, an invitation to enquire into these murders, to attempt to discover who
the murderer is, when it is less than a year since I was before a court-martial for
killing a black orderly in Jamaica!'

Sir Charles Graves-Sawle got up and went to the tall window, stared out at
his deer peacefully feeding in the slanting sun. "You were found not guilty.'

'T was found not guilty of murder. I was found guilty of manslaughter but
discharged because at the time I was near to death with blackwater fever and
therefore it was held that I suffered from diminished responsibility. I was not
exactly cashiered from the Army, but after the verdict, by which time I had
recovered my responsibility, I was advised to retire.'

'Yes, I know this, I know this,' the other said impatiently. 'Or at least I did
not know the precise details - and I do not want to learn them now! - but I was
aware of the general circumstances. Are you telling me that because of this you
believe yourself unfit to be considered for the position I am offering you?'

'Not exactly. But you asked me why I was smiling, and I tried to explain the
smile.'

Sir Charles grunted. "Tell me, Captain Prideaux: in your life how many men
have you killed?'

'Oh... in the course of my career as a soldier? It would be hard to count.
Probably over a dozen at Waterloo alone. But those were in the line of duty. It is
because it was such a bloodbath that I prefer not to talk about it. One's dreams
are sufficient...'

Sir Charles pulled the bell, said something to the footman, who presently
returned with a decanter.

'Here, take a glass of this. Better for the liver than the Rhenish stuff.’

He was aware that his guest's hands were shaking, and he bobbled some of
the brandy into a fresh glass and put it on the table before Philip.

'Have seen some active service myself, d'you know. In Holland in the
Nineties. Have killed a few men myself. I don't think it ever greatly upset me.



But of course this last battle far exceeded any other in ferocity and bloodshed. I
can understand, I suppose, it leaving a mark on you.'

"You may well feel, then, that I am not the most suitable man to pursue your
murderers.'

'T should not say that. It is a matter to ponder, no doubt. I may say I have
discussed this with Sir Harry Trelawny, William Rashleigh and Lord Vacy. They
do not see any let or hindrance in your own record. It is up to you, of course,
how you interpret that record. Possibly you would like to consider the offer for a
few days - let me know, say, by next Thursday week. Would that suit?'

Philip drank the brandy. The temporary emotion had passed - as more and
more it was inclined to pass nowadays.

'"That would suit me well,' he said.

IT

Sefior and Sefiora Amador de Bertendona arrived in England, three days late,
on the fifteenth of December, their vessel having had to run into St Nazaire to
shelter from a Biscay storm. They had both survived the ordeal pretty well, and
after a night in Falmouth they travelled in a specially hired coach escorted by
Geoffrey Charles and Juana, their little granddaughter, to Trenwith. Since there
was no possibility of hauling a coach over the riding track across the desolate
hump of Cornwall, they had to take the turnpike to Truro, thence via
Shortlanesend towards Marazanvose, where they crossed the other turnpike
beside Werry House, where the Bodrugans lived, and struck the cart track, which
persisted with a few unwelcome breaks until they reached the gates of Trenwith.

Geoffrey Charles, while apologizing for all the jerks and bumps, reflected
ruefully that almost nothing had been done to improve the road since his mother
was married in 1784. Thirty-five years of neglect.

His motherin-law, he felt, would by now be looking sour and ill were it not
for the presence of her beloved granddaughter, who occasionally gave squeals of
excited amusement when the coach seemed about to overturn. It had been a
stroke of genius on Amadora's part that the little girl should accompany her
father to Falmouth. Juana had had almost three days to wait in Falmouth and had
greatly enjoyed having her father entirely to herself.

As they drove up towards the house the sky behind was lit by the afterglow,
and this, together with the winking lights just appearing in the house itself, made
an impressive picture. Although the sea could not be seen from here, its
proximity gave space and character to the position of the house: it was an
invisible presence. Geoffrey Charles could see that both Amadora's parents had
been expecting something smaller and perhaps even a trifle shoddy. Trenwith, its



bulk and its design, satisfied them both. And there at the open front door was
their own beloved daughter to receive them.
IT1

Geoffrey Charles and Amadora had planned their party for the twenty-first.
They felt they could not wait to fix a date until her parents arrived because they
wanted it to have a Christmas feel, and the guests must be given adequate time to
reply. But because of the delay in arrival there was hardly adequate time to
prepare the de Bertendonas for the prospect before them. Sefior de Bertendona
caught a chill and was in bed for two days. As a result there was little
opportunity for relatives and friends to meet the distinguished visitors before the
day of the party.

Geoffrey Charles came over to Nampara to explain the position and to
arrange for the loan of three servants to swell those already hired. On his way
out Demelza said she wanted to ask a favour of him. Would he invite Ben Carter
as an extra guest?

Geoffrey Charles stared, half smiling. 'Who? Ben who?'

'Carter. You know him well enough. He manages Wheal Leisure.'

'Yes, of course. His name had not come to mind, but I have no objection.’

'T doubt if he would come,' Ross said, who had returned at that moment.
'What is in your mind, my dear?’

'Well, ask him,"' Demelza said to Geoffrey Charles. "Would you?'

'Of course. He's a decent enough fellow. I'll send someone over.'

'T don't think he will be too much out of his element,” Demelza said. 'Drake
will be there. And Sam, if we can persuade him. And one or two others you've
known all your life, Geoffrey Charles.'

'The invitation will go as soon as I get back.’

When he had gone Ross put an arm round his wife and pinched her. "What is
this little game you are playing?'

"That's cheeky,' she said. 'Gentlemen don't behave like that.’

'By now you must know better how gentlemen can behave. Anyway I'll
wager Ben will not come. He does not have the clothes, for one thing.'

'T have the thought that you have too many clothes, Ross. Too many old
clothes. You could give him a suit of yours and would not miss it.’

'It wouldn't fit him,' said Ross derisively. "You must see that.'

'T think it might fit fair about the shoulders. Of course you are a little taller.
Six inches maybe.'

'Nearer eight.’

'Scissors could see to that.'



'And who, pray, would wield the scissors?’

'T thought his mother might help if I asked her. Jinny was always handy with
a needle.’

"You have some weird idea of bringing the poor fellow into society. You are
not trying to contrive something between him and Clowance - at this late hour?'

'Certainly not. Certainly not. That would never happen.'

Ross was thoughtful. 'D'you remember Julia's christening? How we tried to
invite your folk one day and my folk the next.'

"You don't need to remind me of that! But that was a - a calamity entirely
brought about by my father's wrong-headedness.'

'And Jud's, no doubt.'

'l am only trying to bring Ben out a little bit. After all, he is your godson and
we have not done all that for him.'

"True. But after long, long years of being married to you I have developed a
sixth sense when you are plotting something untoward.'

'Yes, what long, long years they have been,' said Demelza. 'T wonder what
dress I shall wear. Should I have something fresh? Are they very grand people,
Amadora's parents?'

'Not as grand as many you have met. I wonder if George will come.'

'Geoffrey Charles has invited him. He told me. He feels they have had many
favours from Lady Harriet.'

'And George happens to be his stepfather. The last time we met at Trenwith
there was rather a nasty scene between us.'

'In my memory I can hardly recall any occasion when you met George at
Trenwith and there was not a nasty scene!'

'Well, have no fear; we shall not come to blows this time. Both far too old
and far too cautious.'

'Mind you keep to that,' she said, content that she had steered him away from
the subject of Ben. There was no reason whatever why he should not know of
Ben's new taking; but she was happier plotting on her own. Manipulating a
situation in which Ben and Essie had an opportunity of a closer meeting required
a tactful delicacy of touch. If he knew, Ross, with the best will in the world,
might accidentally upset the applecart.

v

Meggy Dawes had always told Demelza that winter began in Cornwall on
the twenty-first of January. Demelza thought of this when the twenty-first of
December dawned with still weather, a light cloud cover and a somnolent sea.

There were to be about fifty guests. Geoffrey Charles, having been in the



Army so long and absent from Cornwall so much, did not possess a wide circle
of local friends, but he had made a number of Cornish friends in the Army, and
ten of them accepted his invitation. There was a John Trelawny from Trelawn, a
Vyel Vyvyan from Trelowarren, a Harry Beauchamp from Pengreep, and Tom
Gregor from Trewarthenick. He had talked over with Ross what other members
of the county families might be invited, and they had agreed to ask some. But the
dark days, the winter rain, the muddy lanes were against them.

Lord Falmouth sent a friendly letter to Ross asking him to explain to his
cousin that he had 'almost a full house' himself and, much as he would like to, he
could not desert them. Knowing Falmouth's rigid opposition to any form of
Catholic emancipation, Ross wondered if this might be a tactical excuse. He had
heard a rumour that when the old King died the Viscount might be made an Earl.

Two days before the party Drake arrived with his beloved wife Morwenna
and their daughter Loveday, bearing a present for Amadora: one of Drake's
special rocking chairs, skilfully fashioned by him on winter evenings, of beech
and stripped willow. He had first made one for Morwenna, and then, when it was
much admired, one for Demelza. Next day he headed an expedition into the
more wooded hinterland of the north coast, near Werry House and beyond, in
search of holly - especially berried holly - and ivy especially variegated ivy - to
bring back to decorate the house.

All these woods were stunted in growth, sheltering from the savage winds by
flourishing only in shallow valleys or on slopes slanting down to desolate
streams. But there was much to be found here even in midwinter: pockets of
primroses already flowering, the sharp, spiked, grey promise of daffodils
thrusting through a cushion of fallen leaves and hart's tongue ferns - once an
ungainly apple tree hung with the remains of wild clematis and looking like an
elderly lady in Russian sables. And here and there, especially in the Idless
Valley, they found a few sprigs of mistletoe! This was brought home with
special care lest the berries should drop off. Demelza, who could not be kept
away from this expedition, said she had been told in Illuggan as a little girl that
once upon a time the mistletoe had been a fine tree, but because its wood had
been used to make the Cross it had ever after been condemned to live only as a
parasite.

Christopher and Isabella-Rose arrived too late for this adventure, but took
part in decorating the dining hall. A small band which had been hired to play in
the minstrel gallery had called in a day early to test the acoustics of the hall and
to see to the general arrangements. Once and again Bella could be heard raising
her voice in a pure gentle trill, but she was careful not to impose herself on the
scene.



Among those on the hunt for greenery were Paul and Mary Kellow and
Daisy. Daisy now had a deep loose cough, which sounded menacing, but she
made little of it and tramped with the best. Paul's wife, it seemed, had quite
recovered from the scrofulous tumour, so the Kellow family was in a good
mood.

The party began at one p.m. and dinner was at two thirty. Among the other
guests were Dwight and Caroline Enys, with their two tall daughters, Sophie,
aged sixteen, and Meliora, fifteen; Philip Prideaux, who had wanted to
accompany Clowance, but Clowance had crossed the county two days before;
Cuby Poldark, with Noelle, and Clemency Trevanion to keep them company;
and Emmeline Treneglos, representing her parents, who preferred to nurse their
bereavement and resentment against anyone with the Poldark name.

Sefior de Bertendona, now fortunately recovered, stood with his plump little
wife in the smaller entrance hall to welcome the guests, and Geoffrey Charles
was there to make the introductions, with Amadora beside him to translate for
her mother.

Slowly the big drawing room on the first floor filled up, and some guests
drifted into the great hall, where the table was set for dinner. Chairs had been a
problem, and - with Place House and Mingoose House more or less out of
bounds because of Agneta - Nampara, Killewarren and Fernmore had been
stripped of their dining chairs, and even of chairs which one could make believe
were dining chairs only for a special occasion.

"There has never been so large a party in this house," Ross told Geoffrey
Charles, 'not even the wedding party when your father and mother were married.'

Because of de Bertendona's indisposition, Ross had not met them before, and
Demelza had met only the Sefiora. They bowed to each other, clasped hands,
murmured greetings in two languages, while Geoffrey Charles went into
flattering details of his relationship with his cousins. They all smiled and bowed
again and were about to pass on when Ross bent and kissed Sefiora de
Bertendona.

It seemed to surprise everyone present, not least Demelza, who had never
suspected her husband of extravagant gestures.

(Later, just as they were about to go in to dinner, Amadora exchanged a
private word with her mother. The plump little lady was still looking slightly
flustered. She said: "What a grand party you are giving for us, Dora!... But that
man!... Sir Ross, did you say? When he bent towards me, I thought, he is taking
the greatest liberty! What an oaf! How ill-mannered! How typical of a clumsy
Englishman to behave so! And then I looked up. And up. And I thought, what a
man, how handsome! And oooh! My toes twisted and curled! And he speaks



Portuguese...!")

Before they went in to dinner, Demelza whispered: "Well, my dear, that was
the first shock of the evening!'

'What was?'

"You embracing the important lady.'

'T did not embrace her. I implanted a gentle welcoming kiss on her powdered
cheek.’

'Cheek? It didn't look like that to me. She was aghast. So was he. You might
have started a war!'

'Perhaps I have now,' Ross said, squeezing her hand.

'If you behave like this when I am present, I tremble to think what you do
when I am not!'

T just felt like it,’ said Ross. "The poor woman is in a strange land,
surrounded by foreigners. She can scarcely speak a word of English and does not
much like us as a race. Would you begrudge her a friendly salutation?'

'And you were chattering away! I did not know you knew Spanish!'

'T don't. Or very little. That was Portuguese.'

'Judas!' said Demelza. 'What next?'

"You forget,’ he said, 'that I was part of the delegation to escort the
Portuguese royal family from Lisbon to Brazil in '07. On the voyage I used to
play backgammon with the Prince Regent almost every night... He called it
trictrac."’

In fact Ross's sudden impulse had grown out of a sensation of cheerful
rebelliousness which had come upon him during the last few days. There was no
obvious cause for it, but it had never been in his nature to abide by the courtesies
of strict good behaviour, and the life he was at present leading - as Valentine had
once perceptively pointed out - was slightly humdrum - pleasantly so - but
humdrum all the same. He felt he wanted to kick free from the many tiny
restraints that beset him, agreeable though they usually were.

He missed his contacts with George Canning - and sometimes with those
dissidents and known Radicals. (It was perverse and odd and perplexing, he
thought, that although his sympathies were with Major Cartwright, Samuel
Bamford, Robert Owen and the rest, circumstances had as often as not pushed
him into the opposite camp and he had acted to preserve the stability of the
status quo.)

Almost last to arrive at the party were Sam and Rosina, and with them was
Ben Carter. Demelza by her choice of clothes, and Jinny by her cuts and hasty
stitchings, had made a very presentable job of dressing this fierce young man. A
cream-coloured muslin cravat tied so loosely that it was not greatly different



from the knotted red scarf he usually affected, a blue velvet jacket with brass
buttons, a cream-coloured waistcoat and black buckskin breeches, with his own
best boots. The brass buttons would not comfortably fasten at the waist, for
Ross, for all his age and height, was of the lean kind. And the mine barber,
Parsons, had been called in to trim Ben's beard very short, so that it narrowed
almost to an imperial.

When they finally sat down Demelza thought he looked in no way different
from anyone else. It being almost Christmas, some of the other guests had
arrived wearing what might be described as a jolly approach to fancy dress. In
this great hall, with its enormous window, the whole festooned with holly and
ivy and a dab here and there of mistletoe, sixty candles wavering in the warm
and errant air, the long table fairly groaning under its weight of enticing food.
Wine bottles, silver dishes, decanters, knives and forks in serried array, chicken
and turkey and goose and lobster, and soups and a hashed calf's head and boiled
bacon, and whole cauliflowers decorated with sprigs of holly, and baked and
fried potatoes, and pigeon and rabbit pie and mackerel pie, and syllabubs and
fruit and lashings of cream.

Esther Carne had told Amadora that she was astonished to be at the dinner
party and that she would far, far rather work in the kitchen or even - horror of
horrors - wait at table, than be treated as a 'guest'. Amadora told her that as a
newly joined member of the staff and principal nurse to Juana she must take her
proper place and be available to be called on at a moment's notice if she,
Amadora, required anything during the meal. Since Amadora had long since
grown out of her morning sickness, Esther was perplexed as to what use she
might be at the dinner, but she did not argue. Even when Ben Carter took the
seat next to her she did not suspect any contrivance.

As usual she blushed to the roots of her hair - combed and brushed and
dressed pleasantly but unpretentiously for the party - and glanced in fright at
him, then was relieved to see him half smile, and she curled up her lips
tremulously in return. She was wearing a simple dress of cerise coloured cotton
that Amadora had lent her, and it did no harm to her looks or her complexion.

'T didn't expect to see you here then,’ lied Ben.

'Nor me you neither,' said Essie, more truthfully, plucking nervously at the
shoulder of her dress.

Looking down the table Ross saw that George had been placed next to Mrs
Harry Beauchamp of Pengreep. It was a safe pairing: the Beauchamps were
unmistakeably county, and Mrs B could chatter with the best. On George's other
side was Faith, the eldest of three unmarried Teague sisters, whose youngest
sister was the bereaved Ruth Treneglos. Another safe placing: George and Faith



had known each other in a casual way for thirty years. Ross counted that he was
seven places south-west of George and on the other side. They had nodded on
seeing each other, and that was all that was necessary.

He turned to his own dining companions and wondered if Geoffrey Charles
was exhibiting an unexpected sense of mischief.

'Lady Harriet,' he said. 'I need not ask you if you are well.’

She was wearing yellow silk tonight, which did not quite suit her.

'Sir Ross,' she said in her husky voice. "You need not. I am never ill. Are
you?'

'Seldom.’

'And you are now leading a retired life?'

"Yes. But occupied.'

'All retired lives are occupied; it is a form of frittering.’

'What is not?' Ross returned. 'Hunting, fighting, cubbing, loving?'

She was silent at this, then said: 'Is Valentine here tonight?'

'T don't think he was invited.'

'Ah. Perhaps as well. Is he ostracized?'

'Not really. He is busy with this enterprise he has begun, shipping goods to
Ireland.’

'Legitimate?"

'T have no idea.’

'Diplomatic as ever.'

'T did not know I had that reputation.’

"You do not with George... You did not with me the first time we met.’

'First time?"

"You do not remember. We quarrelled over a horse. And the second time we
met we quarrelled over a dance.'

Ross examined her thoughtfully for a few moments. 'At the risk of being
thought undiplomatic, madam, my memory of these events is quite different.’

They were served with French paté, brought from Brittany that morning.

Harriet said: "Pray go on.'

'Quarrel seems rather over-dramatic a word for our encounter at the horse
sale. And if there was a substantial difference of opinion it was between myself
and George, not between myself and you.'

'Tt was my horse!'

'Not at all! It only became yours in the end.’

'"You are splitting hairs.'

'And as for quarrelling over a dance, Lady Harriet, my memory is that you
were trying to teach me the waltz and I was rather a clumsy learner.'



'Quarrel I suppose was meant as a tease. Your first attempts at an entirely
new sort of dance were quite admirable. You never stumbled, fell, trod on my
toes, kicked my shins, tore my dress or damned my eyes.'

"You have very beautiful eyes,' Ross said, 'and that I would never dare to do.'

Harriet laughed lazily. 'Is there to be a dance tonight, do you know? I see we
have the fiddlers. But this great table...’

'That other party Geoffrey Charles gave - it must be six years ago - he took
up the table, turned it against the back wall, under the window. But it meant
breaking the slate floor. Possibly, if the room were cleared of everything else it
might be possible to dance round it.’

'T would like to dance around it,’ said Harriet. 'Perhaps you will invite me...'



CHAPTER SEVEN

Philip Prideaux said: ' am grateful to Geoffrey Charles for arranging the
table so that I may have the privilege of sitting next to you, Mrs Carrington.
Shall you be staying with your family for some time after the party?'

'Probably until Sunday. I should be back in Penryn on Monday morning...
Captain Prideaux.’

He adjusted his glasses. "Yes?'

'We do not know each other very well, but I have been your guest at two
concerts and there have been numerous - encounters. In these circumstances, do
you think it might be appropriate to stop calling me Mrs Carrington?'

'What else might I call you?' His Adam's apple moved as he swallowed. 'By
your first name? Clowance? I should esteem it the highest privilege.'

'T don't believe it is such a privilege as all that, Philip. But in these country
districts in which we live I do not feel we need to preserve the formalities of
high society.'

'T am honoured indeed! You give me the courage to ask another favour.' She
looked at him enquiringly. He smiled at her. '"Allow me on Sunday to escort you
home.'

'But shall you not be leaving tomorrow?'

'Geoffrey Charles will not, I'm sure, object to my staying two more nights.
However good his servants, there will be much tidying up to do.'

At the other end of the table Essie whispered: 'I cannot begin to guess which
fork to use.’

'Nor me neether,' said Ben. "That young woman opposite is using the little
one.'

"'s, I see.’

There was plenty of talk going on around them but none between them. Essie
was overawed, Ben tongue-tied, wanting to talk but lacking trivial conversation.
He knew what he wanted but he couldn't say it out loud in this company.

'"Tes some hot in 'ere,' he adventured.

'T never thought I should come and sit here like this," Essie said. 'Like a guest.
Like a high-up guest. I've the notion that Aunt Demelza have put the mistress up
to it, but gracious knows why.'

Ben stared across the table. It seemed to him that Essie had put her finger
accidentally on the truth. But she didn't seem to have the least idea in the world



about the purpose. As she had just said: 'Gracious knows why.'

He found he was staring far too long at the lady on the opposite side of the
table, Miss Daisy Kellow. Daisy smiled at him, as she would smile at any good-
looking man of eligible age, and he dropped his gaze in embarrassment. He
realized she had not recognized him.

Perhaps others had not. Perhaps the lady on his left had not, Miss Hope
Teague, because his beard was shorter than it had ever been before in all his
adult life, until it was really a Van Dyke, the corner of the scar just showing.
Anyhow, was it likely that Miss Hope, the most desiccated of Ruth's unmarried
sisters, would see any resemblance between this trimly dressed if rough-spoken
gentleman and the uncommunicative, sullen man who strode past their house,
head down against the wind, on his way to work at Wheal Leisure?

At the top of the table Sefior de Bertendona sat flanked by his wife: on her
right was Geoffrey Charles, with Demelza beside him; on the Senor's left was
Amadora, and beyond her Dwight Enys.

'Philip.'

"Yes, Clowance?'

'May I make an enquiry of you? Perhaps it may seem an impertinence, an
intrusion upon a - a personal matter which should not concern me..."

'T'm sure you may ask anything of me you wish.'

'Well," said Clowance, 'T wonder why you have just put on those eye glasses?'

Philip's expression changed. He stared in front of him.

"Y ou must know why people wear glasses - it is to see the better.'

'Of course. Is it at short distance or at long that you need them?"'

'Short.’

'Yet - excuse me - you were able to see your name on the plate to know
where you shall sit.’

'That is not writ very small. Perhaps,' he looked up, 'my wish guided me to
the right seat.’

'Oh, come.' She took out her little gold watch. "What is the time by this?’

"Twenty minutes after four.'

"The face and figures are quite small.'

'Yes, they are quite small.' The plates were being cleared away and new ones
laid for the dessert. 'Sometimes eye glasses, Miss Clowance, serve an extra
purpose.’

'Can you instruct me?"'

'Of course.' But he made no attempt to do so.

Christopher Havergal said to Demelza: 'Lady Poldark, I have had little
opportunity since we arrived of bringing you up to date with happenings in



London. Of course Bella has written you regularly, I know, and she will have
told you the more important things. Also, since we came home you will have
seen much of her.’

'That I have,' said Demelza. 'But it has been a trifle come and go, so to say,
with so many people in the house and much talk of this party. I take it you will
stay over the New Year?'

'Gladly. Thank you. Then I must return. Bella could stay another week.'

'T should like her to stay.'

'Indeed. So should I. She deserves a holiday. Perhaps it will depend on
whether she can find someone to travel with her.'

'Ross can ask around. Friends at his bank are often travelling.'

'How do you think Bella looks?'

'No different. But she is different. Some of the girlishness has gone.'

'l know. I'm sorry. But perhaps it would go naturally, in any event. She has
developed in personality. She will, I believe, be a great personality in a concert
room.'

'I'm sure.'

'She told you, no doubt, about the concert Mrs Pelham gave on her birthday
in October. That was a great success. And Mrs Pelham is doing so much for us,
she knows many influential people. We had one great disappointment earlier this
month. Did she tell you of that?'

'T don't think so.'

'At the birthday dinner party was a man called the Hon. Charles Wynford,
who is a great friend of the Prince Regent. He vowed himself greatly impressed
with Bella's singing, and he arranged to give a party on the third of December,
where she was to be one of three singers, and the Prince Regent had promised to
be present.’

'And did he not come?'

'He was laid up with some illness (the newspapers speculate but no one can
be sure), and if the old King dies it will even be a matter of some doubt whether
the Regent will be well enough to succeed.’

'And who will succeed if he cannot?'

'Prince William.'

'He has not a very good reputation either,' said Demelza.

'Of course the Regent may pull round, but it destroyed our plans, at least for
that evening.'

'How old is the old King?'

'Eighty-one or eighty-two. But he is completely blind and mostly insane. It
would be vital to Bella's advancement if she were to receive some sort of royal



approval...’'

'She is still very young, Christopher.'

Christopher looked at Demelza and stroked his moustache. 'Yes, there is
time. But it was a great opportunity that went by the board. Without seeming to
press the point I will continue to seek Wynford's friendship. I do not think he is
well to do, and in my banking profession there may come an opportunity to do
him a good turn. After all, his impulse to promote Bella was entirely selfless.’

IT

Ben said: "Your brothers are miners?’'

'Haven't got no brothers."'

'Oh, uncles then. There be no work around Illuggan?'

'Precious little.'

"There's little round 'ere. Grace is finished. Only Leisure is still kindly.'

'"Thanks be, I say. An' you are manager?"

'More or less. Y'see in big mines there's a mine cap'n and a grass cap'n.
Leisure be scarce that big, but my grandfather, Zacky Martin, is manager in
charge, but he's oft too sick to do it, so I do both jobs, like.'

'An' Wheal Grace?'

'Sir Ross keep her open. Forty on the pay roll. There's always the hope we
maybe strike lucky again. Twas a rare money-maker over ten or more years. Big
money. That's 'ow Cap'n Ross can keep open Grace even though of late she's not
paying for herself.’

Essie stared suspiciously at the fruit, quartered and peeled, that had appeared
on her plate.

'[s it oranges”?'

'Reckon so.'

'Don't think I ever tasted one.’

"Try it. Do you good.'

Esther glanced around the table and nervously picked up a spoon and fork.

'D'ye like music?' he asked. "That's nice, what they're playing now.'

'D'ye like organ music?'

'Dunno as I've ever heard it. D'ye mean like a harmonium? Like they have in
some of the big churches?'

'Yes.'

'T've hardly heard anything of it. Why?'

'T built one,' said Ben.

She looked at his dark, forbidding face. 'Sam told me you had done
something like that. That's wondrous clever, Mr Carter.'



He shook his head. 'Tis only a knack. An arrangement of pipes. Some folk
d'call it a box o' whistles.'

She sensed that now there was something he would like to talk about.

'Sam said you'd built one over your mother's shop.'

'Yes, that be so. But when I moved to me own little cottage I left all that
behind and began anew. This one's just finished and it's much betterer than the
old one. Pipes are bigger, an' the wind-chest too, and I got me new wooden
sliders that make all the difference.'

She hesitated and swallowed, but now was the time if ever, if ever.

'T'd dearly love t'see it, Mr Carter, sometime, maybe if you've the time. Does
it play? Can you play tunes on it?'

He looked at her, and his black eyes kindled. 'Oh yes," he said. 'Oh yes.'

I11

Amadora had taken the nod from Geoffrey Charles, and got to her feet. All
rose, and presently the ladies separated themselves out and proceeded to leave
the room in chattering twos and threes. The last had hardly swished and rustled
out of sight when a man's voice could be heard in the entrance hall raised in
amused complaint. Several of the men who were about to resume their seats
remained standing.

Valentine came in, followed by a plump, rosy-cheeked man of about his own
age. They were both well dressed, but carelessly so. Valentine's cravat needed
retying; his companion had lost the top two buttons of his military tunic, and his
hair was awry.

'My dear GC,' Valentine said, and took his half-brother's hand. 'I know you
thought I was away, but when I came home unexpectedly I felt I could not
disappoint you for your party!... Have we missed the feast? The ladies are
vanished! Never mind, we'll join in a glass of port. Oh...do you know Lieutenant
Lake? He was my fag at Eton - for one term. We had many adventures together.
Eh?' Valentine laughed infectiously. 'David knew Jeremy in Brussels, they were
both in the same damn' regiment together. What was it, David?'

'Fifty-second Oxfordshires.'

'Used to gamble together too," Valentine said. 'David and Jeremy used to
gamble together. Eh? Great gambler, Jeremy, by God. Lost a lot, didn't he,
David?'

'What?' said Lake. 'T've forgot. Expect he pro-probably did. Everyone seemed
to lose. No one won. Is - is Cuby here?'

Valentine said: 'Is Cuby here?'

'Yes.'



'Great gathering this. May I?' He took the vacant chair opposite Paul Kellow
and waved David Lake to another. "My father, Sir George, my godfather, Sir
Ross, this is Lieutenant Lake of the Fifty-something Oxfordshires. Went through
Waterloo without a damn' scratch. As you did, GC, by God. Takes a clever man
to go through a battle like that without a scratch. Though you got a number of
scratches before that, GC. Blood and bones, this is good port! Did you run it or
buy it?'

'Bought it at a reduced price,' said Geoffrey Charles, 'knowing it had been
run.’'

Valentine stretched his legs. "You've a fine selection of the county here,
Cousin, I must say. I nearly brought Butto.'

'‘Butto?'

'My pet monkey. Got him off a lascar in Falmouth Dock a few weeks ago.
Twas lonely without Selina, don't you know!" He snorted with laughter. 'Nice
cuddly thing. Though not so little and not so cuddly now - he grows apace! My
friends make much of him - spoil him rather.’

'A monkey,' said someone. "That's a trifle queer. What sort of monkey?'

'Damned if I know. Biggish. Scares the women.'

'Should not fancy having a monkey round the house,' said Harry Beauchamp.
"You getting eccentric, Warleggan?'

'Always have been, old boy. Used to pets at school, d'you know. My school
anyway. Popsy Pordand had a snake, claimed he fed it on mice. Johnny Russell
kept an owl that would perch on his head. Nick Waldegrave kept a long tailed
monkey - not at all like Butto, I must say! Well, it all adds to the fun!’

In the meantime Geoffrey Charles had decided to ignore his uninvited guests,
and was superintending the clearing of the great table of all except the decanters
of port. The band, after a pause for their own refreshment, struck up again.

When the ladies returned most of the men were still sitting over their port,
but under discreet persuasion they got up and went about their own affairs while
the chairs were swept away and the floor sanded. Groups of armchairs situated at
each corner of the room were set out for those who by inclination or expectation
were inclined to sit and watch. The room, even with its vast central table, looked
much bigger with this arrangement, and it was clear that there would be room
enough to dance, though country dances, usually group dances, would not be
practicable.

So the evening went pleasantly by, beginning with a minuet, followed by a
gavotte and then the ever-popular waltz. At the second gavotte Vyel Vyvyan,
who always had an eye for good looks, asked Demelza to dance with him.
Having watched them safely launched, Ross went across to ask Lady Harriet.



She was talking to Harry Beauchamp, and George was close by, standing hands
clasped behind back, watching the dancers with a calculating eye as if weighing
up their realizable worth.

Harriet looked at Ross, pretended to fumble in her bag. 'Sir Ross. Let me see,
have I got you on my card?'

'It's on your mental card, ma'am. You pledged it between the plums and the
cheese.'

Harriet sighed. 'Ah yes. Between the plums and the cheese. I do remember.
You'll pardon me, Mr Beauchamp. I shall hope to resume our conversation later.'

When they were on the floor Ross said: 'It hurts me to tear you away from
such enlightening company.'

'So it should. I was being instructed in the way the Swiss build cuckoo
clocks. But you might have chosen a less tedious dance than this.'

"There's a waltz to follow.’

'l am promised for that.'

'No you are not. Anyway I have possessory rights.'

'Oh, la. I feel faint. Who is that you were nodding to?'

"Your husband.'

'Oh, la, again. You and he are oil and water, are you not? You don't mix. But
both of value in their own way.'

Ross smiled grimly, but did not comment.

'Mayhap some day,' she said, 'I can bring your heads together.’

"To bang them?'

"Yes, possibly.'

'We have tried fisticuffs more than once, but the bloodletting has not eased
matters.'

'Just exactly what have you got against him?'

'Dance with me till midnight and we might have made a start.’

A loud shout of laughter came from the end of the room, where Valentine
was drinking with Christopher Havergal.

Harriet said: 'Why does not George invite your wife to dance?'

'Ask him. In any event she would refuse.’

'Has he done her some hurt?'

'Only... well, only that she has been wholly involved in the trouble he has
tried to wreak on the Poldarks.'

"Then why do you ask me to dance?'

'Because I like you.'

'That reminds me, when I danced this tedious dance in my girlhood - about
forty years ago - the exercise had a more interesting termination. After the last



step the partners bowed and kissed.'

'Indeed,’ said Ross. 'T have been waiting forty years for the opportunity.’

With Geoffrey Charles's permission but unknown to the rest of the company,
Isabella-Rose had stolen up the spiral staircase to the minstrel's gallery and
whispered a request for a special kind of waltz that she had danced in London. It
was called a valse a deux temps, and was a quick six-in-a-measure dance with
two steps to each measure. She and Christopher led off, he managing expertly
with his false foot; and soon there were others on the floor. In a formal ball it
might have been frowned on, but in this pre-Christmas dinner mood everyone
took it as an excuse for high jinks.

Ross bent to kiss Harriet, she as willingly gave him her mouth. Then they
were off. Surprisingly, it was a success. Grasping her brutally round the waist
and holding her close to him, he slid and hopped and swirled, and somehow she
kept her feet and avoided his. Someone had fallen down ahead of them, but they
swayed past. In the middle of it all Ross was conscious of a voice trilling, a
soprano's effortless ability to soar above the common noise. While she was
dancing at top speed Bella still had the breath for using her voice in high clear
spells. Ross suddenly felt very happy. For the first time since Jeremy's death he
knew himself to be happy. He had come to the dinner in a wayward eccentric
mood, half-rebellious, half-pleasurable. Now suddenly, with this exciting woman
in his arms, the beat of the music and the clear pure tones of his daughter's voice
soaring at intervals above them all, he knew himself to be happy.

The dance at last came to a stop. Everyone was laughing and trying to get
their breath.

Harriet's great dark eyes were darker than ever as she looked up at Ross.

'By God!" she said. 'I thought you were lame.’

'By God!" said Ross. 'I had forgot it!"

They both laughed. People were moving off the floor.

'T must return you to your cuckoo clocks,' Ross said.

'Pray come again,' she said.

T will.'

v

They had not joined in the dance, but for a while stood together in a corner
watching, then they had drifted into the back parlour to drink lemonade. They
said nothing, but neither showed any inclination to break away from the other.
They were islanded by people of another class. But they were in no way ignored;
other guests spoke freely to them; twice Esther excused herself briefly to see
Amadora and ask if she could not help with the waiting on. She was smilingly



refused.

When she came back the second time Ben said: 'Reckon you got a good
mistress, eh? Reckon she must've caught it from the Poldarks.'

'Caught what, Ben?'

'Makin' friends of their servants. Was they like this at Tehidy?”'

'Well, no... I didn't expect it there.'

'Did you expect it 'ere?"

She gave a little nervous spluttering laugh. 'Well, no. But I suppose I been
upped a bit on account of Lady Poldark being my aunt.'

'T see,’ said Ben grimly.

She was alerted by his tone. T've no wish nor thought to be anything more
than what I were born to be. Tis their kindness, not my seeking.'

Ben looked at her carefully. 'T haven't the words, Essie. Not any of the words
still. But I've a taking for you, Essie.’

She flushed. T'm glad, Ben.'

"You're - glad?'

'T'm glad.'

"Then look, I'll say no more now. D'ye ever get a day off?'

'Half a day.'

Tl meet ee. Fix a date an' a time an' I'll meet ee. If there's some girl ye'd like
to bring with ee - just for form's sake..."

Esther took a deep breath. T'll come alone.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

Four miles seemed a long ride home, but there was no opportunity for private
conversation because Dwight and Caroline and the two girls accompanied them
halfway until their paths diverged, and Captain Prideaux, though sleeping at
Trenwith, had gallantly insisted on escorting Clowance. Cuby partnered
Clemency, and they chatted quietly together in the wake of the others. The night
was very dark and very quiet. The cloud cover had continued, blanketing out the
stars, and they had to be on the constant alert lest one of the horses should
stumble on a stone.

It was nearly three a.m. They had been at Trenwith for twelve hours.

When they got home, Matthew Mark was up and alert and waiting to take the
horses. Clowance kissed her parents a tired goodnight; there were kisses from
the other girls, who were sleeping in Jeremy's old room. Ross and Demelza went
into their bedroom together. They had both drunk a lot more than normal.

Ross broke a yawning silence. 'By God, that was a marathon! Never in my
life have I seen so many of my friends and neighbours so much the worse for
drink. Where was George spending the night?'

'He didn't confide in me. Did not Harriet say?'

'No.'

'No doubt she was too overwhelmed by the attentions you paid her.'

Ross chuckled. T have been enjoying myself.'

'So it seems."

'But very decorously. I was still your loving husband. Mark that. For an hour
or two I slipped a trace. I had the Christmas impulse.'

'Was that the Christmas impulse? Astonishing! But I suppose... I suppose,
yes, we have been married - in June we shall have been married thirty-two years.
It is a long time. So suddenly you exhibit an entirely new mood that I have never
ever seen before. Is it really, truly a new mood, kissing flirtatiously every
woman in sight and enjoying a lecherous prancing with the wife of your arch-
enemy? Dear life, I ask myself is this a new mood, or have you been suffering all
these years - all these thirty-two dreary years hiding these strange impulses from
me?'

"You were not, I thought, above flirting - lecherously, as you call it! - flirting
lecherously with Vyel Vyvyan, and your daughter's intended, Christopher
Havergal, and Harry Beauchamp, and Lieutenant Lake.'



Demelza spat as if there were something stuck to her tongue. 'l am
astonished - quite astonished that you had any attention left to take note of what
I was doing! Did you tick my partners off on the fingers of one hand while with
the other you fumbled with Harriet's stays? It's - it's an outrage that...'

'What is an outrage?'

'That you should try to shoulder the blame upon me when your behaviour
was the gossip of the room. Why I...'

'Blame is the wrong word," said Ross, 'and I'd call anyone out who tried to
prove that there was some other motive in me than the spirit of Christmas...'

'Well, you cannot call me out, though I would take a wager that I am as good
a shot as you!"'

'With paper darts, no doubt...’

"You kissed... How many people did you aim your paper darts at? You
kissed...'

"Yes, I kissed Amadora's mother and Clowance and Morwenna and Amadora
herself and Harriet! And - and I should have kissed you twenty times over if I
had been able to come near you in the crush.’

'All very well to say that, but...'

'Yes, I say it, I say it. And I have greatly enjoyed the evening, and I hope
now we shall get a few hours' sleep. I am for Truro later today.'

Demelza sat on the bed. 'What is she really like?'

'Who?'

'Judas God, you know who.'

'l fancy her stays are laced - have to be laced - tighter than yours. But well, if
we must discuss it at this late hour, she's - I like her. She's a challenge. Do not
forget that I did not fight with George all night. Was that not an achievement?
Was that not what you most wanted? Peace on earth and good will towards men."'

'And good will towards women? I saw him watching you. I think Harriet will
come in for a wigging.'

'T feel sure she will be able to hold her own.'

'When you were prancing with her I could not help but recall all the trouble
that sprang from your love for his first wife.'

He sat slowly on the bed beside her. 'God, yes. But that was deeply deeply
serious. This was froth. A mischievous impulse. But who put us together at the
dining table in the first place?’

'Amadora, no doubt, who does not know our history.'

He took her hand. She wriggled to be free and then gave up. He bit each of
her fingers gently in turn.

'All very well," she said.



'T know.'

They were silent for a while. She said: "That port was not as good as our
port.'

He said: "They talk of midsummer madness. Never of Yuletide madness.'

'Have you made an assignation with her?'

'Merciful Christ! I tell you it was froth.'

"The village will be talking.'

'Let 'em. I'm sick of gossip. I'm sick of this village, though I would not move
away from it for all the tea in China. Give me a kiss.'

'Not likely.'

'Have you dried up - after thirty-two years?'

'There are better times to suggest it than after you have been fondling all
sorts of other women.'

'Fondle be damned! I'm not Hugh Bodrugan.'

'Come to think of it," Demelza said, 'there's a growing likeness.'

A brief convulsion of the bed suggested that Ross was either hiccuping or
laughing.

"To tell the truth..." he began.

'Oh, that will be a nice change!"

'To tell the truth, it occurred to me tonight that there might be some point in
smothering a few old feuds. In fifty years the tide will be coming in and going
out just as it does now, the blowhole will spout, the wind and the sun will blow
and blaze just the same; but we shall all be gone - or nearly all of us. I suppose,
if I'd gritted my teeth, I could have gone up to George and grasped his hand.'

'Instead you poured oil on old embers by grasping his wife.'

He put his head on her not very sympathetic shoulder.

'l thought Bella was splendid,' he said.

'So you are converted.'

"That was a brilliant idea at midnight - whose was it, I wonder? - a brilliant
idea to play the Floral Dance. At least I danced that with you!'

"You did.'

Just before twelve the trio playing the music had been reinforced by two
extra drummers, and as the clock struck, so they had opened with the Floral
Dance. In fact it was ideally suited to the limitations of the dance floor, since a
procession could be formed around the enormous table, each man with a partner
doing a hop and skip three times, followed by an exhilarating triple twirl. Round
they had gone and round they had gone to the thud, beat, thud of the big drums.
It had gone on and on, on and on for almost twenty minutes, when the music
ended in a final clash, and everyone stood panting and sweating and smiling and



laughing at everyone else.

'A great idea,' said Ross. 'Geoffrey Charles's, I suppose.'

'Yes.'

'‘Bella does not shout now," Ross said. 'I'm totally converted. She doesn't
strain. Her voice is so clear.'

'"They were little songs, you know. She specially asked not to sing anything
which might seem she was showing off her paces.’

'Maybe I like all voices like that, at half-pitch, men's as well as women's.
And I loved her dearly for singing that song you first sang in that house when we
were first married. Will you sing it for me now?’

"Tomorrow, Ross. Do you think you can get round me so easy?'

'Yes.'

They sleepily undressed.

He said: 'What do you think of Lieutenant Lake?'

'A fit companion for Valentine, maybe.'

"That is not a very good recommendation.’

'He made a great fuss of Cuby. I must ask her. He said in Brussels he was
Jeremy's gaming partner.'

'Jeremy left few debts,’ said Ross.

There was a brief silence.

'l think from something Cuby said the other day she did not quite like David
Lake. Perhaps that is the reason. With her brother clinging desperately to his
castle and burdened down with racing debts, Cuby does not favour the gaming
tables.'

'At least Valentine did not disgrace himself tonight.'

'Except by coming uninvited. I suppose George and Harriet may be staying
with him at Trevaunance? It would be the only house in the neighbourhood that
had vacant bedrooms."

Ross thought over the complications of that suggestion. He did not quite like
it. Why did he not like it? Had he not emphasized all through the evening that
this was the season of good will?

IT

When the two young men returned to Place House David went straight to
bed, but Valentine climbed to the attics to see if all was well with Butto.

His story of having 'bought’ the young ape from a Lascar was not altogether
accurate. (He had thrown the man a shilling.) Just off Arwenack Street in
Falmouth, near the church, there was a small square flanked by stone-built
cottages with a few broken steps at the end leading up to a sail-maker's yard.



Hearing shouts of laughter and shrill screams of annoyance, Valentine had
looked in and seen a group of boys aiming stones at a small fat ape, while its
presumed owner danced round behind his barrel organ crying for them to stop.
The ape was sitting on one of the cottage chimneys, while the owner of the
cottage through an attic window was trying to poke the animal off its perch with
a broom handle. The man was shouting and swearing at the lads, for some of
their stones were hitting the area very near him. The screams were from the ape.

'Here! Stop this! Stop it, I tell you!" Valentine struck one of the boys across
the shoulder with his cane, and there was a pause in the stone throwing while the
issue hung in the balance. Some of the lads looked as if they might turn their
marksmanship on the intruder. But his rich clothes and air of authority gave
them pause. Then David Lake came shambling in, and they took to their heels up
another narrow alley between the cottages.

The organ grinder was silent and so, except for an occasional whimper, was
the ape, who, dug violently in the back by the broom handle, shifted his position
to a chimney further along the row. '

"'E vill kom down,' the Lascar said, showing a lot of subservient teeth. 'Me
vill get 'im down."'

He began to dance up and down as excitedly as apparently he expected the
ape to do.

'Butto, Butto, 'e is my own animal. I bring 'im from the jungle.’

'‘Butto,’ said Valentine. 'Is that his name? I think I rather fancy him. Butto.
Butto. Good boy.'

The animal fixed this new person to use his name with coal-black eyes and
seemed to be weighing up the situation.

'Well, then, get him down,' Valentine said harshly. 'See if you can. Let's have
a closer look at him.'

It was Valentine who eventually persuaded the animal to come down by
offering him a piece of cake, but even then he cowered in a corner, lame and
pathetic. He seemed to take a cautious fancy for Valentine, and presently they
were in touching distance.

'Look at his feet!" Valentine exclaimed. 'This criminal has been trying to turn
him into a dancing bear! Kick him into the harbour, David!'

David made a menacing move towards the Lascar, who dodged away, but
stood at the entrance to the alley shouting abuse.

'See,' said Valentine. "These great feet. They're badly blistered. That's the
way they teach a baby bear to dance. Start the music and then stand him on a bed
of hot coals. And look at the stick the fellow has been using - sharp and
bloodstained. I have a fancy to take this poor creature, this Butto, home.'



'For Gawd's sake,’ David said, 'you'd never get him home. He's too big.
You're crazed. You're off your head!'

'Maybe." But this opposition was just the thing to make Valentine more
determined. He sent David off to buy a laundry basket, and while he waited he
fed the ape with two more buns and made soothing noises with his lips to calm
him down.

It was a nightmare of arms and legs and scratches before the squealing,
wriggling weight was pushed into the basket and pressed down fighting until the
lid was shut and secure. Then it had to be tied firmly to David's saddle.
(Valentine had cunningly argued that David's horse was the more docile.) They
left Falmouth, pursued until they were well out of the town by the Lascar
shouting that he had been robbed.

Once they reached Place House it had been a question of finding somewhere
for the beast to live, and Valentine had allotted him the two back attics. But as he
entered them on the night of the ball he realized this could only be very
temporary because of the smell. No wonder the maids complained.

He shut the second door behind him and whispered, 'Butto!" Two brilliant
eyes at once blinked up at him in the candlelight.

'Butto,' he said again. T've brought ee a morsel or two t'eat. Here, my
handsome.' He held out half a watermelon that he had crushed open downstairs,
and watched Butto relishing the juicy fruit until saliva ran down his jaws. When
the animal was grunting and blowing with satisfaction Valentine opened a
cupboard - which had not yet had its doors torn off its hinges by Butto - and took
out a bottle of salve. With patience and good temper he persuaded Butto to let
him put the salve once again on