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Introduction


Like many others I have a real love of Cornwall. My Cornish ancestors have left this legacy for me to follow. I love to read both historical fiction and non-fiction set within eighteenth century Cornwall. This period in time I find fascinating. A time when smugglers and excise men each sort to outwit one another. When all the fictional hero’s you read about in this land of legend, including my own hero Jarren Polverne are handsome and determined to fight for the principals they believe in, and the women they love. The sea and smuggling deep rooted in their blood. In this novel there is one ruthless revenue officer in particular named Ruskin Tripper, bribed by the cruel monstrous Lord Trevoran, he is someone Jarren and Layunie need to fear, for he is just as cruel as his master.




Prologue


This novel draws you into the romance between two people who come from very different backgrounds. How they struggle to overcome those who are determined to separate them. The reader will be horrified by the cruelty our heroine has to suffer at the hands of Lord Trevoran, who is determined to make her his bride. A powerful man in Cornwall Trevoran gets his way as the lovers are hunted down and Jarren imprisoned. His lordship seems to have won the day and is heartlessly brutal as he takes his revenge on Layunie, but Layunie now has her own secret.


Will Jarren manage to rescue his love? And if so what twist of fate leads Layunie many many years later to send someone very close to her, on a mission to sail up the river Fal to Trevoran Court, there to deliver her precious diaries to the present Lord Trevoran. Her diaries she hopes will give the recipient a true insight into the events that took place so long ago.



CHAPTER ONE


A thick shroud of sea mist drifted upriver from the Cornish coast, creeping silently into the creeks and inlets of the river Fal, gently caressing the great house that peeped through the trees. No one saw the shabby craft emerge from the misty waters and tie up alongside the Trevoran Quay; the presence of the man who jumped ashore and walked across the immaculate lawns went undetected until he knocked upon the huge doors under the canopied entrance of Trevoran Court.


A liveried butler opened the door and gave the stranger a look of total disapproval, for he was poorly clothed and would not give his name. However, there was something vaguely familiar about him, and when asked, instead of saying his master was not at home, gestured him to enter and wait in the enormous marble-floored hall.


Lord Thomas Trevoran was in his study when the butler knocked, and in a discreet tone of voice described the manner of person asking to see him. Much intrigued, his master instructed that the visitor be shown in. Immediately he saw the fellow it was obvious he came from the fishing fraternity, the man looked completely lost in his present surroundings. For a second the two men looked at each other before the stranger spoke. ‘Are you Lord Thomas Trevoran whose mother had the Christian name Layunie?’ he asked.


The surprise of just hearing his mother’s name spoken out loud came as a shock to his lordship, his late father having forbidden that anyone ever speak of her. ‘I am,’ he replied stiffly, mystified as the stranger came forward to place on his desk a large bundle of tightly tied leather journals.


‘I was asked to give these to you in person, together with this letter.’ He placed it on top of the journals. For just a moment Lord Thomas looked down at his desk. When he glanced up it was to find the stranger gone.


Immediately he summoned his servants to organise a search for the man, but there was no sign of him. Outside the mist was thickening; there was no point in looking further beyond the house.


Intrigued, he returned to his study and opened out the letter. It read:


‘To my son, whom I never forgot and have thought of constantly. My journals are for you to read and only you, there are things which will shock you, but I feel you should know the truth. I shall never know what you were told of me, none of it good, I’m sure, but believe me when I say you have always been in my heart. Destroy my writings when you are finished with them, for it would not do for them to fall into the wrong hands.


Your loving mother Layunie Polverne.’


Thomas untied the thick red ribbon holding the journals together. He poured himself a liberal amount of brandy from the cut glass decanter in front of him, sat down and opened the frail cover of the top journal, knowing instinctively that someone had put them carefully in date order.


In a good hand was written:


These the journals of Layunie Polverne whose maiden name was Ledridge. I was born on the l7th August in the year l700. In these journals I have set out for you the events in time that led me into a life so different from anything I could have possibly dreamed of, and to explain my sorrow at not being part of your life. For in all truth, I was led to believe you had died in childhood.


At which point in my life to begin my story it is difficult to decide upon, and so perhaps it will be best to tell you something of my family, my home and social standing before I made the journey which was to alter my life.


My father, brother and myself lived in a beautiful rambling house by the name of Wellowmead, situated in a hamlet not far from the southern outskirts of Bath.


When destiny struck, I had just made my come out and was enjoying a whirl of society balls and other enjoyable pleasures accompanied by my mother’s much younger sister who was my chaperone, my mother having died when I was born. Aunt Sarah was still quite young and attractive herself and great company to be with, her gregarious nature ensured she had a multitude of followers all of whom she rebuffed.


Above all else she was fun to be with and I was much content with my life at that time, and if on occasion some dowager duchess looked scornfully upon my aunt I took no care, for I myself was no simpering miss. I too had a confident nature, knowing myself not unattractive to the eye, unlike some of the young prodigies the dowagers had the misfortune to chaperone!


My father said in looks I favoured my mother, for she too had been small and slender of build, with heart shaped face and strikingly blue eyes. From my father’s side of the family I’d inherited the almost uncontrollable fairest of curls, causing Polly my maid endless traumas as she struggled daily to control and coax it into the latest fashion.


Already two gentlemen in particular paid me much attention and I was often to ponder what my future could have been if things had remained as they were. This then was my life at seventeen and I thoroughly enjoyed it. But quite suddenly it was to change dramatically.


One morning as I made my way downstairs, I became aware of a heated argument taking place in the study between Father and Charles. As I neared the bottom stair my father opened the study door, his face dark with anger, he merely glanced up at me and without speaking left the house, the sound of the door being slammed resounding in the hall.


Perturbed, I entered the study and found Charles slumped forward in the huge leather armchair beside the mantle, his face buried in his hands. I begged him tell me what had happened and so learned the terrible truth.


Over the last few weeks, he had gambled away everything he possessed and much more besides. He had made pledges of payment he couldn’t possibly meet. Heavily pressed to repay his debts, he’d been forced to confess all to Father, such were the amounts in question.


Bad news it seems travels fast; soon not only Charles’s debts were being asked for, but tradesmen who dealt with Father, and usually paid monthly or even annually, were now asking for immediate settlement of their accounts. Father was desperate, suddenly confronted with demands for payment from almost everyone. It was just too much. The magnitude of what Charles owed mounted, and the final blow came when the Cornish Shipping Company, in which Father was a large shareholder, went into receivership. Even under normal circumstances this would have been cause for worry, but in the present circumstances it was a disaster. The money was running out.


Invitations to society gatherings became fewer and fewer, and those that came I had to turn down. The happy atmosphere in our home had gone. Charles talked of suicide, and Father hardly spoke at all. I did my best to keep the house functioning, for now only Alice Stowe the cook remained. Having been with the family since the days when my mother was alive, she went on working as usual and would accept no payment. Aunt Sarah offered to help, but we knew her income was only just sufficient for herself. My suggestion that I find work was scorned by Father as being out of the question. And so our fortunes steadily worsened.


Then it came, the morning I shall never forget. Lord Trevoran, an elderly landowner from Cornwall who had been a friend of my grandfather Oliver Ledridge, paid Father a visit. Lord Trevoran had known my grandfather since they were boys growing up on adjoining estates beside the river Fal. Alas, by the time grandfather inherited the Ledridge estate it was heavily in debt and he was forced to sell to Lord Trevoran. Father had thus moved to Somerset and purchased our beloved Wellowmead House. Not since my grandfather’s funeral, two years before, had we seen his lordship.


As soon as his surprise visit was announced I retreated upstairs for I had always had a dislike of him, even as a little girl when he reached out to touch my tumbling curls or tried to lure me on his knee.


Once his lordship had left I was summoned to the study by Alice, I found my father sitting behind his desk, he was ashen, his once robust frame seemed shrunken; the sadness in his eyes as they met mine brought sorrow to my heart.


‘Sit down, maid,’ he began, lapsing into the Cornish way of speaking which he did only on the very rarest of occasions. I could tell how serious the matter was, for his voice trembled as he spoke.


‘Layunie my child, you know the wretched situation we’re in today. So many debts, alas, it seems probable that shortly I must lose even Wellowmead.’


A discreet cough from the doorway announced the arrival of Charles. Half turning, I saw the look that passed between them, as impatiently Charles asked Father, ‘Have you told her she can save you totally?’


Father shook his head, and deep inside I felt the first stirring of misgivings. I looked to him for an explanation. It was then I learnt the purpose of Lord Trevoran’s visit. Word had reached him of Father’s financial difficulties, and he had come here to offer him a solution: my hand in marriage. After twenty years married to a barren shrew now deceased, he needed a young wife who would, God willing, produce an heir for the Trevoran Estate. In return, he would settle on Father a large sum of money, and a partnership in a new Bristol Merchant Venture on the understanding that Charles be employed therein, the said young man to give his word that he would gamble no more.


I sat speechless, numbed by the implications, aware only of the ticking clock on the mantle and the turmoil I felt inside. To find myself placed in such a position appalled me. The prospect of marriage to such a man was beyond words. I pictured him in my mind’s eye, small, thin, his face resembling a bony skull, his teeth worn down to blackened stubs. And above all else, he was old, so very, very old. I swallowed hard, unable to utter a single word.


At that moment I think I hated Charles more than anyone in the world, for it was he who had put me in this dreadful position. Looking at Father, I could see what a tired man he had become, the worries of the past weeks written across his face. We sat in silence until I managed to ask, ‘Is there no other way?’


Tears came to his eyes and with both hands he gripped his desk. ‘No, Layunie, I can see no other way. We shall lose the house soon, all will be lost, your brother and I taken to the debtors’ prison.’ With that he turned away from me, ashamed that I should see him weep.


Leaving the study I fled upstairs and into the sanctuary of my own bedroom, throwing myself on the bed, there to weep helplessly for the life I so recently had, for the excitement and promises of a future that would never be mine. There was no way of escape; I could not let my father be ruined. I would have to make this marriage.


After the engagement was publicly announced, telegrams of congratulation began arriving from the very top of society, also from those who had rejected our family so very recently. Once again visiting cards were left; all these I cast aside together with the congratulations, how fickle indeed was society. Now I was to become Lady Trevoran I was once more acceptable.


Lord Cedric Trevoran I had met only once since that fateful visit. I was called to the study and inspected up and down as though I were a prize he’d won. I noticed his lizard-like skin as he reached out and took my hands in his. A shudder passed through me at contact with his person, and aware of my discomfort, I saw a gleam of malice spread across his face.


The following day both Father and Charles’s debts were settled together with a financial settlement which would allow Father to take his place once more in the business world. A very generous amount was made available for me to purchase the necessities I should require for my new life and position in society. My bridal dress, a Trevoran heirloom, was to be altered by a seamstress in Truro ready for my arrival in Cornwall. I had money to buy anything I wanted, but found no pleasure in doing so, as with leaden feet, together with Aunt Sarah I bought what was needed, feeling totally detached from those around me.


The dreaded day finally arrived. Looking down from my window I saw the coach with the Trevoran crest approaching. Slowly I made my way downstairs tears brimming in my eyes. In the hallway Mrs Stowe stood weeping, she wiped away a tear with the corner of her apron and reached out taking both my hands in hers.


‘Goodbye, my dear, and God go with you,’ she sobbed, trying as best she could to give me an encouraging smile, and with a rush of emotion I kissed her velvety cheek. Alice Stowe had been a part of my life for as long as I could remember. A lump came to my throat as I took my leave of her, trying to hold my head up high as I walked on past the two new maids we could now afford. Each bobbed a curtsey as I passed, watching as I made my way further down the hall to where Charles stood by the open door. A distance had grown between us since that fateful day I was summoned to the study, for I felt quite unforgiving of him. We looked at each other, both knowing there was nothing he could say or do to right the harm he had caused. Abruptly he stepped back hanging his head in shame unable to meet my gaze any longer.


Finally, I said goodbye to Father, who with Charles was to journey down to Cornwall for the wedding in four weeks’ time. He stood bravely trying to mask the overwhelming sadness that touched his very soul, then as if a child once more I stepped into his outstretched arms, momentarily comforted as he held me to him, postponing the inevitable parting for as long as he could.


‘My own precious maid, tis an awful sacrifice you’ve had to make, and I thank you for it from the bottom of my heart.’ His voice faltered; I could not speak so choked was I with emotion. For one brief moment the desire to turn and run away seemed too powerful to resist, but I knew for the sake of my father’s honour this to be impossible. Thus, with great sadness, accompanied by Aunt Sarah, I left Wellowmead forever.




CHAPTER TWO


The condition of the roads worsened the further west we travelled, the coaching inns we stopped at overnight a welcome break on what seemed an endless journey. Each morning I found my appetite depleted by the knowledge of what lay ahead, knowing the deep furrows in the road would cause our coach to be tossed about in all directions.


It was after we left Launceston that once again one or more of the wheels became bogged down in the mud or stuck fast in some deep furrow. It mattered not to me, for indeed I was in no hurry to complete this journey, loathing what lay ahead. But Aunt Sarah was feeling unwell and frustrated at the delay, I opened the door and enquired of the coachman and his companion who’d climbed down and now stood ankle deep in the mire, spade in hand, ‘Pray how long until we reach Bodmin?’


‘Tis the other side of the moor, miss,’ he grunted, glancing up at the darkening sky, a look of apprehension on his weather-beaten face.


Quickly I snapped shut the door, wishing we could be on our way. The look on the fellow’s face had filled me with a sense of unease. Shortly afterwards the coach swayed as the horses heaved us out of the mud, and our journey continued. With each mile we travelled, the landscape became ever more bleak and barren. Although quite early, darkness was closing in, and with it a cold swirling mist.


‘Surely we should have stayed overnight at Launceston,’ Aunt Sarah muttered, knowing full well why we had not. No way would the surly coachman defy his master’s instructions.


‘We must hope Bodmin’s not too far,’ I replied, trying to calm her, uneasy myself at the reckless speed at which we seemed to be travelling, despite the weather conditions, and prayed inwardly that the man responsible was familiar with the road before him.


Then suddenly the coachman hollered at the horses and the pace slackened, muffled voices could be heard some way off, but looking from the window I could see nothing but the swirling mist. Abruptly the coach jolted to a halt. The voices grew nearer.


Never in my whole life had I been so frightened, and clung to Aunt Sarah absolutely terrified, as did she to me. Some kind of a dispute was taking place and we strained to hear what was being said.


Without warning, the door of the coach was suddenly wrenched open, and we screamed in alarm. I edged even closer to my aunt and stared wide-eyed at the man who stood before us. Boldly he watched me, so intense his gaze, I felt yet more fearful, but unable to look away.


Mesmerised, I found myself staring into the darkest pair of brown eyes imaginable, a large black handkerchief hid the remainder of his face together with a wide-brimmed battered hat. The dark clothes he wore were well made but very worn. In one hand he held a long-barrelled pistol, and lowering the step, he gestured us to step down from the coach, holding out his hand to assist me to do so. I declined his offer of help and almost tripped as I stepped down, horrified now to feel myself blushing. Aunt Sarah was not so foolish and in the most gracious of fashion he helped her alight, returning his gaze upon me once this was done.


The cold swirling mist engulfed us, and I shivered as the biting cold penetrated my lightweight cloak. I looked up at him and for one brief moment I could almost sense he was smiling beneath the mask, for indeed what a sorry sight I must look in my delicate footwear, together with the hem of my skirts and petticoats engulfed in mud.


Diverting my eyes from his, I saw just visible through the mist a covered wagon. Lord Trevoran’s coachman and his companion were being forced to hand over one of our horses in exchange for another poor creature that had obviously gone lame.


Someone called, ‘Tis done, let’s be on our way.’ But the man with the dark brown eyes continued to stare at me, it was unnerving. I felt my face blush scarlet under his scrutiny and saw a glint of amusement in his eyes. Although his companions were eager to be away, he showed no sign of joining them.


‘So, tis true his lordship has got himself a pretty miss to marry, well tis my duty, lads, to save this poor damsel from such a—’


But his words were interrupted by the sound of pounding hoofbeats fast approaching. He didn’t hesitate, but thrust the pistol in his belt, and came forward plucking me from the mud and running to join the others. I had no time to protest, so swift was my removal from my aunt’s side.


‘You’re mad, his lordship’ll kill you, leave her behind, man,’ I heard one of the men shout to him, but he didn’t heed the speaker’s words, and without ceremony, I was almost thrown in the wagon, lying amidst umpteen kegs, with Aunt Sarah’s screams fading further and further away.


We were fleeing across the moor, and for what seemed an age I hung onto the kegs terrified of losing my grip and falling. Grateful when at last the sound of our pursuers became fainter until they were no more, then came the realisation I’d been kidnapped. Too tired to cry, my whole body began to feel numb. It began to rain, dripping onto me through holes in the threadbare canvas, adding to the cold. My fingers felt they could hold on no more, and this is my final memory of that journey.


How far we travelled I could not tell and awoke the next morning at a complete loss as to where I was, knowing only that I ached from head to toe. The memory of what had befallen me followed swiftly, and in a state of panic I struggled to sit up, recalling what had taken place, confused as to where I was now. I knew Aunt Sarah must be beside herself with worry, and hoped the Trevoran coachman had escorted her safely on to Bodmin, from where, no doubt, she would send a message to Father.


I shivered, feeling frightened at the prospect of meeting my dark eyed captor again. Obviously, he’d brought me here, and carried me up to where I lay on a makeshift bed amongst the straw in a low vaulted loft, my head barely beneath the rafters. A tiny window at floor level let in faint rays of light, and through its cobwebbed pane, I could see a narrow track below with a ragged row of cottages on the opposite side. I sank back against the rough pillow finding it difficult to fathom out exactly how I felt, for indeed the nearer my bridegroom’s estate had become each day, so too had my dread of what lay ahead. I knew in my heart I felt a guilty relief to no longer be heading for Trevoran Court, this though replaced by apprehension as to where I was, and what was going to happen next.


Instinctively, I felt no harm would come to me by the man who’d brought me here, but how would his lordship react when I didn’t appear, and what of Father? Above all, I wanted to know who was this man who dare make off with the bride of Lord Trevoran? He was either very brave or a fool.


I lifted the coarse blanket aside so I could crawl over and take a better look from the window and discovered I was wearing a very large much-patched nightgown. My face flared crimson. Pray God it wasn’t him who’d removed my clothes! Mortified I lay back once again on the sweet-smelling straw, pulling the blanket up tight beneath my chin, wondering how I could possibly face him again, such was my embarrassment. Finding myself drawn to think the unthinkable, what would happen should I not demand to be returned to my future husband’s estate forthwith? After all, my kidnap had nothing to do with Father. Thoughts such as these were swiftly followed by the knowledge that Lord Trevoran was powerful and ruthless; when grandfather was alive, I’d often heard him telling Father of men ruined because they’d dare cross his lordship. I wondered if by now he knew of my kidnap and what terrible retribution would be brought against my captor if he were caught. My heart hammered in my chest as I realised how much I feared for this unknown man. I pictured his dark eyes looking into mine, and felt goose bumps creeping up my arms, recalling conversations held daily by myself and friends whilst in attendance at the Bath Ladies Academy on the subject of love at first sight.


Suddenly I became aware of whispered voices drifting up through the open hatch, and sat wide-eyed looking up at the rafters, almost holding my breath as I listened, alas unable to hear clearly anything that was being said and after a while the voices ceased. Eager to discover the whereabouts of my clothes, I decided to try, whilst it was quiet, to find them. A heavy ladder was propped up against the edge of the loft and although there was insufficient room for me to stand, I gathered the vast nightgown around me and stooping, quietly made my way towards it. It seemed no one was about, so with great care I slowly climbed down.


When I reached the bottom, I found myself to be in a cottage with tiny windows set deep in thick cob walls, woven rugs some more worn than others covered the floor. A huge fireplace dominated the single room with a cloam oven built into it on one side, a large steaming pot hung over the brushwood fire. There was little furniture, a table, four stools, a bed of sorts, other bits and pieces, pots and pans and two roughly made chairs on which my clothes were laid out before the fire. I reached out to feel if they were dry enough to wear, and as I did so, heard a sound behind me and I turned round, catching the hem of my nightgown with the back of my heel, this caused the wide neck of the gown to slip from my shoulder exposing my right breast. I clutched the offending garment to me, hastily pulling it up, trying to restore my dignity in front of the man with the dark brown eyes. His name I would know soon enough. Jarren Polverne.


It was a strange meeting. I blushed scarlet and felt incredibly shy, turning my back on him pretending to rearrange my dress on the chair, somewhat flustered at my instant attraction to the man whose handsome face had gazed upon my naked bosom, the slow smile which spread across his face as he did so, telling me the attraction was mutual.


‘I have seen so much of you and I don’t even know your name,’ he teased, breaking the awkward silence as still I busied with my clothes on the chairs.


‘It’s Layunie,’ I replied trying to sound much more confident than I felt and turned around, raising my eyes to meet his.


‘Come here,’ he ordered and obediently I stepped towards him as though sleepwalking. Gently he tilted my chin upwards and in seconds I found myself crushed in his arms, being kissed like I’d never been kissed in all my life, held in a timeless world of passion, responding to the urgency that erupted within both of us, ended only by a very discreet cough from one of the two people who stood in the now open doorway of the cottage.


Abruptly he let me go, and I stood reeling with discomfiture at being caught in such an unladylike manner before strangers. Not him though, he just grinned at me most wickedly.


‘Jarren Polverne, you leave the poor girl alone, you rogue, just out of bed and barely decent she be, and you taking advantage of her already, shame on you.’ The woman scolded him in familiar banter and he just smiled wickedly, looking over towards where I stood, red faced.


‘I’m Tilley, my dear,’ she said warmly, taking off her worn bonnet and placing it on the table. ‘Have no fear, I’ll see to it Jarren behaves himself in my home and that’s a promise, maid.’ Jarren went over and put his arm around the little plump figure hugging her to him, pretending to feel duly chastised.


‘Pray meet my good friends Tilley and Jack whose hospitality I accepted on your behalf when you were in dire need of shelter,’ he gushed, patting Jack on the back whilst I somewhat nervously thanked them for letting me stay, suddenly feeling rather silly standing there in just my nightgown. Tilley came over and ran her hand along the hem of my dress, feeling to see if it was dry, then gave me a knowing smile and took charge of the situation, shooing the men from the cottage whilst I dressed.


A short while later I sat down at the rickety table with Tilley and Jack, listening as Jarren explained what he had planned, taking my hands in his as he made it clear that if I wished to be taken to Trevoran Court it would be arranged thus.


‘The choice is entirely yours,’ he insisted. ‘You’re free to make your own decision, twas rash of me to make off with you in such a fashion, but seeing the crest on the coach and knowing to whom it belonged, I had to do it.’


It was time for me to decide, I had escaped that which I feared most, marriage to a man I loathed; this was my last chance of freedom. I looked across the table at Jarren, our eyes met and I felt a rush of love for this man I scarcely knew, and that I’d agree to whatever he had planned so long as I was with him, thus sealing my fate forever.


There was so much to discuss and arrange that the day sped by. Midday, Tilley prepared a simple meal of vegetable broth and freshly baked bread. The long journey that would take us down the coast needed careful planning. It was decided we would set out for Gwithian early the next morning, Jarren knew of a place I could stay much safer than here at Tremaron. He tried his best to reassure me that Trevoran could not retract from his agreement with Father for indeed my abduction from the moor could not have been foreseen, a fact his own coachman would vouch for. I felt an overwhelming sense of finality, for fate had intervened and now I must prepare for whatever adventure lay ahead.


By the end of that first day I’d learnt little about Jarren himself, making him still a man of mystery, a smuggler yes, but his voice was cultured, his manner that of a person used to being obeyed and those dark eyes were more foreign than English.


After we ate a simple supper, the men folk left us almost immediately. Tired after a day that had passed so quickly, still aching from the rough journey here the night before, it was a relief when the time came once more to climb the ladder and crawl into that soft bed of straw.


Sometime, how long I can’t be sure, but it seemed long after I’d fallen asleep, I was startled into wakefulness. I sat up in bed and listened, realising at once what had woken me, the sound of wheels on the rough track outside. Leaning over, I looked out of the little window, cobwebs caught in my hair and I brushed them away, watching intently as a shadowy procession of horses, wagons and men made their way past. The moon shed little light, I could scarce see those who passed below my window before they melted into the darkness once again. Surely all the men in the village must be in on tonight’s smuggling activities; for this was without doubt what I was witnessing.


Beneath the loft I heard movement and guessed that Tilley was waiting for Jack’s return; indeed, he soon appeared, leading his horse and laden wagon towards the side of the cottage, two others were with him. I sat back on my straw bed and listened. Downstairs there was a great deal of noise and movement with hushed voices and soft laughter. Crawling over I peeped down from the loft, disappointed to find the activity out of sight with nothing to be seen just flickering candlelight. Speed it seemed was all-important and soon the sound of heavy breathing replaced the laughter I’d heard earlier. Then came a loud bang followed by a slow grating noise. Footsteps made towards the door and I looked out through the window once again, watching as the men who’d been with Jack became shadows in the night.


A few last wagons rolled by and then silence even in the room below; but sleep seemed impossible now, somehow my mind was so full of what I’d witnessed. At last when tiredness must have overcome me and I was almost asleep, a horse being ridden for all its worth shattered the silence. Still half asleep I took little notice until the pounding hooves stopped right outside, and someone beat upon the door with great urgency. Jack must have opened the door, for immediately I heard someone breathless, talking very fast. The door banged shut, and looking out through the window, I saw Jack and another man knocking at cottage doors and giving the occupants a hasty message. When Jack returned, the row of cottages opposite were in complete darkness.


Awake now, I sat up in bed completely still; below I heard Jack and Tilley whispering quietly. Moments later the sound of another horse ridden at breakneck speed thundered past, I heard a heavy thump; either the rider had jumped or fallen from the horse, for the sound of its hooves just carried on into the night.


An urgent hammering on the door assured it was quickly opened. Short of breath a voice gasped, ‘Tis here they’re coming; dragoons along with Ruskin Tripper, making their way to the village.’ There was no mistaking the voice which sounded so desperate, it was Jarren’s.


‘God knows why Tripper’s this far up the coast, I’ve warned all on tonight’s run,’ was all I heard Jack utter as the door slammed shut.


The blood in my body seemed to run icy cold. I’d heard Jack and Jarren talk of Ruskin Tripper earlier today. Excise officer and friend of Lord Trevoran he was someone Jarren feared, knowing with a certainty he would likely be summoned to find me, and would try any means to do so. A ruthless predator of the smuggling fraternity, the powerful bond between him and his lordship guaranteed him the hatred he deserved. A shiver ran up and down my spine, as almost immediately the top of the ladder began to move and Jarren called softly out to me.


‘Sorry, my lovely, but it’s the hidey-hole for the likes of us.’ And before I could so much as utter a word, I was taken by the hand and ushered towards the ladder. At the bottom, Tilley held a tallow candle, her hand hiding the dull yellow light from the windows. Led by Jarren, I was hurried through a gap in the stone wall which now stood open beside the cloan oven.


There was little room inside, for the hidey-hole was full of brandy kegs from tonight’s endeavours; only a tiny spot was free for us to stand in. Jack passed Jarren the candle and banged shut the entrance, moving something heavy in front of it. I heard Tilley’s cooking pots clink together as they were re-hung along the rail outside. Just then the candle flickered and went out, leaving us in complete darkness.


In the pitch black, sheer panic overcame me and sensing this, Jarren pulled me towards him holding me tightly.


‘Have faith, little one, just remember if anyone comes, tis important we keep deathly quiet.’ I felt his strong heartbeat through the cotton of my nightgown, felt his arms go around me holding me tight against him, he kissed my forehead, his hand gently caressing the back of my neck. I went to speak and was silenced as he pressed his lips on mine, caressing me gently with an intimacy none had dared before, and I feeling not the slightest inclination to pull away and deny his pleasure.


The silence beyond our dark world was soon shattered by a loud hammering on the door. It sounded as though the cottage was being entered by an army of men, the very floor of the hidey-hole vibrated. A sharp and commanding voice sounded above the others. I heard Jack protesting and Tilley’s cries of anguish as their possessions were roughly cast aside and searched. The bed must have been upturned for something thudded against the wall. My heart pounded and I hung onto Jarren as the heavy table in the middle of the room was surely being dragged across the flagstone floor. Gasps of satisfaction were followed by the sound of more upheaval, then moments where only Tilley’s sobs could be heard. A clamour of footsteps came, seeming to come so close to the very spot where we stood. Terrified, I let out an uncontrollable gasp. For a moment I felt the man beside me tense and a firm hand was placed over my mouth, I could hardly breathe. Thus, we stood for what seemed an age until further orders were shouted, the footsteps retreated, the intruders gone.


Jarren took his hand away and whispered, ‘What they found was the decoy cellar, it served its purpose well.’ He gave my hand a squeeze, and I knew we were safe for the moment.


At last Jack opened the hidey-hole, I stepped out into the dimly lit room and gazed around me in disbelief. The cottage had been totally ransacked; overturned furniture lay where it had been carelessly thrown aside. Running over to Tilley, I put my arms round her giving her as much comfort as I could, whilst the men set to work placing the furniture back in some kind of order. Each was questioning how the excise knew of tonight’s run, was it chance or something more sinister, just why was Ruskin Tripper here on this stretch of the coast, this was Robert Readers territory. The questioning of it went on between them with Jarren adamant it was too soon for him to be here because of my abduction, but Jack insisted, as he placed the last chair in its place.


‘That man wouldn’t be this far up the coast without good reason.’ It was no good though, Jarren couldn’t be persuaded to agree.


A trundle bed was pulled out for Jarren and he kissed me lightly on the forehead before I climbed gratefully back to my bed in the straw.


Early the next morning and feeling barely awake, Tilley fitted me out with a heavily patched cloak, grey dress, woollen shawl and bonnet, together with the oldest boots I’d ever seen. I hoped one day I could repay her for such kindness. My hair she scraped back into a tight bun, but what altered my appearance most was the padding tied round my waist under the dress, making me seem very pregnant. I felt shy when Jarren knocked and walked in, but his expression clearly showed a liking for what he saw, and he gave Tilley a nod of appreciation.


‘You’ll do as a little wife.’ He grinned, dark eyes sparkling with amusement. He was in a hurry to be off so there was little time for conversation. Jack had harnessed a horse to a small cart and Tilley handed me a basket of food, giving me a last hug of reassurance. I kissed her rosy cheek and thanked her from the bottom of my heart for all her help.


‘Good luck to you both and God’s speed,’ her final words as Jack steadied the horse, and Jarren’s strong arms helped me up onto the wooden seat. It was time to go.


Earlier, Jarren had told me ahead of us lay a long journey, much of it along rough tracks that wound themselves around the coast. I looked back and waved Tilley a final goodbye as we made our way out of Tremaron, so very grateful for the shelter given me in that tiny cottage. We headed westwards along the blustery cliff tops and I tasted salt sea air on my lips for the very first time. Jack rode alongside us on horseback for a while, before wishing us farewell and heading back. I felt strangely alone when he’d gone, suddenly a little afraid of what lay ahead and of my future with this man who sat beside me.


It was a slow journey and I wished it over, for the rutted uneven tracks were sometimes perilously close to the cliff edge and the pounding sea below. This together with the knowledge that by now his lordship would have organised a search for me, led me to cast my eyes around in all directions, expecting any minute that someone would approach us. After a particularly steep descent, the track levelled out, here the ground although stony was much better. When it widened out into a clearing, I ventured to ask Jarren where exactly he was taking me, conscious as I spoke of my voice sounding childlike and unsure. How dependent I was on him, and how my heart skipped a beat as he turned to me and smiled.


‘You’ve nothing to fear; I’m taking you to a place called Chy-an-Mor high on the headland at Godrevy. Kate Penrose who lives there is the widow of my old friend Adam, you’ll be quite safe, little one, I promise.’ He put his arm round me and pulled me closer.


‘It’s been a home to me whenever I’ve needed it, a safe haven to return to. Kate’s husband was my best friend going way back when we were but boys growing up in St Ives. Twas natural for us boys to help out on smuggling runs, it made us feel like men, and so we carried on until we were men, escaping the revenue many, many times; silly chances we took, then one night our luck ran out and Adam was killed.’


He paused and I sensed his sorrow, watched a tiny nerve twitch beside his mouth as his jaw tensed. Gently I laid my hand on his arm.


‘I’m sorry. It must have been dreadful to lose such a good friend,’ I stated softly, knowing no words could quell his anguish.


The ground still flat, he let the horse choose its own pace and relaxed the reins. ‘A sad time it was, afterwards Kate moved up to Chy-an-Mor when old Mrs Raddy died, and now Kate plays her part in keeping us one step ahead of the excise. She lights a lantern and places it in an upstairs window which faces out to sea, a warning should she see or hear the excise or dragoons searching the cliff top or gathering in wait for men coming up from the beach. Many a life she’s saved. Tis the best place to take you, the old house has some secrets of its own, I wouldn’t take you there if I thought you wouldn’t be safe.’


‘It’s foolish of me to be bothering you with questions, I shouldn’t have asked.’


‘Tis as it should be.’ Jarren smiled, pulling me even closer. I lay my head on his shoulder and fell asleep wondering about my mysterious destination. Much later when I woke, we were travelling along a narrow lane between high hedgerows. Briefly I caught glimpses of an enchanting sea hardly ruffled by the breeze, it looked like a blanket of soft blue velvet. I was grateful when Jarren, realising I was awake, decided to stop awhile and we ate the food Tilley had prepared for us before continuing.


As the light began to fade so the breeze suddenly seemed to gather strength, in truth I was glad to hear our journey was all but through. In the distance dotted about I saw a few faint lights which Jarren said came from the cottages at Gwithian, then just as I thought our way would lead us through the village itself we turned off, making our way up a winding track which seemed barely wider than a path, leading towards the headland jutting out to our right. When we came to the end, there standing like a shadow against the sky was Chy-an-Mor.


A dog barked furiously, and a curtain moved just a little before the front door opened and Kate stood in the doorway. Jarren jumped from the seat of the wagon and lifted me down.


‘Tis good to see you, Jarren, you too, miss.’ The smile Kate welcomed me with made me feel like an old friend rather than a stranger. Once in the parlour, Jarren wasted no time before asking if I could stay awhile.


‘Of course, she can stay.’ Kate held out her hands and grasped mine. ‘It will be nice to have some company. If you are who I think you are, you’ve caused quite a stir even down in these parts, we’ve all heard about Lord Trevoran’s bride being taken off the moor.’ She glanced at me and smiled.


‘Now I’ve seen the maid myself it’s no wonder you made off with her, Jarren. Mind you they’re searching everywhere for you, his lordships made it clear there’s money for whoever finds his bride and money for the capture of her abductor. So far, I haven’t heard your name linked with the deed, Jarren, but one thing’s for sure they’ll never find her here.’ Jarren bent over and gave her a friendly kiss.


‘You’re a good woman, Kate,’ he declared, giving her another kiss and smiling broadly over towards me. At Chy-an-Mor I could tell he felt quite at home, going over now to crouch down beside her newly kindled fire and throwing on more brushwood.


‘Making yourself at home as usual I see,’ Kate exclaimed in a voice which told me she was happy to have him here, then she turned her attention to me and picking up a candle from the mantle beckoned me follow her up the steep staircase. ‘Best get you settled.’


At the top of the stairs she opened the door to the right, and from her candle lit the lamp on the table, by its cosy glow I could see a pretty blue and cream room furnished with everything I could want.


‘This is lovely, thank you for letting me stay, Kate,’ was all I could say, overwhelmed, tears prickling behind my eyelids. I sat down on the bed feeling quite lost, overcome by all that was happening, and the kindness complete strangers were showing me.


‘I’ll enjoy having you here,’ Kate replied, and seeing I was near to tears passed me a handkerchief before her broad little body vanished downstairs returning with a pitcher of hot water which she placed beside a pewter bowl, laying out on the bed a nightgown, hairbrush and other items I should need.


‘Come down whenever you’re ready, they’ll be supper shortly,’ she said softly. ‘You can take that bundle from under your dress now, you’ll be more comfy.’ And closing the door she left me alone.


I got up and went over to look in the oval mirror above the mantle dismayed at my bedraggled appearance, hastily pouring water from the pitcher and splashing it on my face, unpinning my hair and tugging at my unruly curls with the hairbrush. There was so much I wanted to know about Jarren and longed to find out. But above all, I wanted to look my best before I saw him again.


When the time came to go down to supper, I felt extraordinarily shy as he stood up as I entered the parlour. Feeling my cheeks redden as he pulled out a chair for me to sit on and stole a quick kiss from me behind Kate’s back. She ladled out broth into bowls and cut thick chunks of bread that we ate with relish, asking me questions about the circumstances that led me to Cornwall. When I’d finished telling her the sorry tale she reached across and patted my hand.


‘I’m glad you’re here, maid, tis a sorry plight you found yourself in. It’s a young husband you need not an old goat like his lordship, despicable man he is, tis only a little parcel of land he owns in these parts but he treats his tenant farmers real bad, he’s not fit to wed anyone, and as for your brother he should be ashamed of himself, well and truly.’ She gathered up the plates and left us alone, purposefully closing fast the door behind her.


Seconds later, Jarren had me in his arms, his lips brushing my hair as he held me tight, drawing away and looking into my eyes before holding me tighter and kissing me again, his mouth forcefully probing mine. His grip on me tightened as I responded, overwhelmed by the passion I felt, having no desire to flee as his hand gently slipped beneath my bodice. I could have stayed in his arms forever but finally, gently, he set me free.


‘Layunie, my darling girl, sadly I have to leave you, its time I was gone. I’m to join Giles Galley aboard the Rosemary for we sail for France on the morning’s high tide.’


I went to protest but once again his mouth covered mine and I found myself responding to the probing of his tongue, responding to the feel of his hands upon my breast, abandoning any ladylike notions I’d been taught, caught up in a flurry of desire too fierce to dampen. I loved this man.


At last we drew apart and I buried my face in his coat.


‘I’ll be back; then you’ll be mine. I’ll not be gone long, I promise. Stay here with Kate and wait for me, twill be but a couple of weeks at most.’


He gave me one last lingering kiss before Kate returned and with arms still entwined, I went with him to the door. Moments later my eyes brimmed with tears as I stood beside Kate, watching as he disappeared down the lane and into the night.


Even as Kate closed the door, I was already worried, and seeing my troubled expression she put a friendly arm through mine. ‘Now, maid, don’t you go worrying, he’ll be back safe and sound, Jarren can look after himself. You go on up to bed now and get a good night’s sleep, we’ll have a good talk in the morning.’


Indeed, the hour was late and the thought of the comfortable bed waiting for me upstairs very welcome, gratefully I took the candle Kate offered and said goodnight.


I awoke to the sound of seagulls and getting out of bed opened the lattice window letting in the fresh salty air, only a faint breeze ruffled the sea and I thought of Jarren out there somewhere on his way to France.


A short while later Kate knocked and came in with freshly laundered clothes and combs for my hair, on the washstand she placed another pitcher of water, and as if reading my thoughts, she came over to the window following my gaze out to sea.


‘Don’t worry, it won’t be long before Jarren’s back and the two of you can make plans. Best get dressed now and come down when you’re ready, fretting by the window won’t bring him back any quicker. Just one thing I’d best mention, be sure to always to keep your personal items in my room. There’s a little chest of drawers behind the door, keep them there just in case we have unwanted callers.’


It felt good to be in clean clothes and able to run a brush through my untidy curls, I took heed of what Kate had told me, stopping just briefly once more at the window to glance out to sea thinking of Jarren and trying to convince myself he was in no danger.


After we’d eaten, impatient with curiosity, I asked Kate to tell me about Jarren eager to hear everything she knew about the man I loved but hardly knew.


‘It’s difficult to know where to begin,’ she sighed, tracing a pattern on the wooden tabletop with her finger. ‘I’ve known Jarren for years, even before I married Adam, I’ll tell you as far back as I know. Adam lived in a huddle of cottages just off the harbour in St Ives, the Polvernes lived there too. Adam was friendly with all the Polverne brood, but the streak of recklessness he shared with Jarren as they grew from boys to men bonded them together.’


I tried to picture the younger Jarren, but it wouldn’t come, all I could picture was the man he was today.


Softly Kate continued, ‘Even after I married Adam the two were inseparable, it seemed lady luck was always on their side. Then, one night—’ Kate stopped and her voice began to quiver ‘—one night, the revenue surprised them, high tide it was near Sennen, a good little boat they had, the Ann she was called, slip through the sea like an eel she could. They’d painted her black, so she was practically invisible on a moonless night, with her dark sails rigged fore and aft. That night a storm was brewing so speed was essential, smaller boats had already begun to ferry the goods ashore and the tub men had waded out to the shallow water ready to get the brandy ashore. It was then the dragoons and revenue led by Ruskin Tripper came upon them. Adam was rowing ashore in one of the small boats and in the mayhem that followed, the boat hit a sunken rock ripping it apart.’


I begged her not to go on as clearly these memories upset her, but bravely she wiped away her tears with the tip of her apron.


‘Adam tried to swim ashore, but the incoming tide carried him forward smashing him against the rocks further in. Jarren tried to save him, but the revenue seemed everywhere both on the beach and in cutters firing shot after shot.’ Getting up, she walked over to the window.


‘My life seemed to end that day. Twas Jarren that told me Adam had perished, and others that told me how he’d risked his life to save him, searching for Adam amongst the swirling waters regardless of the danger of losing his own life. It was a hard time that followed, none could help his sorrow nor mine but we both survived. Jarren saw I needed for nothing, and when old Mrs Raddy who lived here died, I moved up from St Ives to continue as the old lady had been done for years; keeping a watchful eye from this vantage point, ready to give warning to ships anchored offshore and those in the small boats waiting to come ashore.’


I joined her beside the window, silently looking out at the wild deserted cliff tops and sea beyond. Then as if out of nowhere an old woman appeared, black cloak billowing in the wind as she struggled up the overgrown path leading to the back door. In panic, I turned to run but Kate clasped my arm and stopped me.


‘Now here comes someone who can tell you more than I can about Jarren! It’s old Martha, she lived nearby to the Polvernes in St Ives, known Jarren all his life, don’t worry there’s no danger in her seeing you here, there’s no fear of her telling.’ She opened the door at the back of Chy-an-Mor and helped the breathless woman in. To me, she looked likely to expire at any moment so rasping was her breath as we helped her into a chair. I was aware of her scrutiny and felt a trifle unnerved by it.


‘Well, Kate,’ she declared. ‘I’m an old woman but I think I know who this is.’ She pointed a bony finger at me, her concern for Kate clearly showing on her wrinkled face. ‘Johnny Fisher told me the Rosemary sailed on the high tide, so I take it Jarren was here and this young maid is the one they’re all looking for, am I right?’


‘And it will be my pleasure to have Layunie here until Jarren’s back,’ Kate emphasised, and I knew then that Martha felt it too dangerous for Kate to have me here.


It took a while to break down old Martha’s wariness of me, but as we talked slowly she began to accept my presence, sensing with the help of some strong hints from Kate, that Jarren was much taken with me and I with him. I was told quite plainly then.


‘If it’s notions of taming him, maid, you’ve an impossible task, he’s wild is Jarren, foreign blood, comes from his mother, poor soul, father too maybe, sets him apart from others, those dark looks of his, he’s handsome right enough, too handsome!’


Did I detect a warning look from Kate or was it my imagination? However, she did seem a trifle anxious to change the course of the conversation.


‘Tell Layunie about the day they found Jarren’s mother,’ she prompted, and clearly fond of him, old Martha settled back in the chair remembering.


‘Nigh on thirty years ago it must be now, us old folk will never forget it, washed up on the beach she was, the sole survivor of a ship pounded to pieces on the rocks.’ I listened intrigued willing her to carry on.


‘Sam Polverne found her, a bundle of rags he thought at first, barely alive. Sam carried her back to his cottage and his wife tended to her and weak though she was, the poor soul, she gave birth to a son, dying soon after. Buried up at St Mark’s, she was at first, God rest her soul. Mary Polverne named the baby Jarren after the wrecked ship the Jarrenmayne, brought him up with the rest of her brood, telling him when she felt the time was right about his birth, and how his poor mother feebly cried out in a foreign tongue as she gave life to him. Gave Jarren the gold coins the poor maid had sewn into the hem of her dress, along with the rings she’d round her neck on a gold chain, twas his, they said, not touched since they’d placed them in a wooden box hidden away in a cubby hole all those years ago.’


I wanted to know more, ask questions, but Martha slowly eased herself up, holding the table to get her balance, she looked straight at Kate.


‘Them searching all over for this young miss, I’ll tell you plain, Kate, tis foolish what Jarren’s gone and done, tis a hanging offence, does he know that?’ She exaggerated her words and looked over at me. I bit my lip with fear, her words sinking into my very heart.


‘I’ve said what I feel, that’s not to say I don’t wish you well, I know how headstrong Jarren can be when he takes a notion to do something.’ Martha tugged her cloak around her and started making her way towards the door, glancing at me one last time.


‘Don’t go fretting I’ll tell no one you’m here be sure of that, they’ll not hear it from my lips.’ As Kate lifted the latch, I overheard her say, ‘For heaven’s sake, Kate, take extra care,’ and felt dreadful that I was here placing her in danger. I watched as the two of them walked down the path wondering what else old Martha was saying.


Where the path narrowed Kate stopped, she turned back and I watched as the little old woman continued, and gradually vanished from sight between the hedgerows.


I was to learn nothing more about Jarren, for when Kate returned, firmly bolting the back door, she said calmly, ‘I’ve taken Martha’s advice and have decided it’s best I show you where to hide should we have unwelcome visitors.’ She led me over to what I thought to be a cupboard but was in fact a fairly large larder set well back in a recess to the left of the wide hearth. When she opened the door, I saw inside a mixture of household items including preserves and cooking implements, on the back wall several aprons hung from hooks.


‘Watch.’ Kate turned the hook furthest right and the wall swung forward leaving a gaping black opening. I stood open-mouthed in astonishment, stepping forward to peer into the darkness, just able to see that a flight of steps led downwards, and smell the pungent musty air. Kate was lighting a small lantern and I stood aside as she passed in front of me.


‘You saw how I opened the back of the cupboard, come now and I’ll show you how to close it.’ Stepping through after her, by the light of the lantern I watched as she pulled a rope fastened to a pulley at the back of the door and it clicked shut; by pulling the rope upwards the door reopened.


‘Can I try?’ I asked. Knowing how important it would be I do this properly, and Kate watched until she saw I was familiar with how the mechanism worked.


‘Good, now we’ll continue on.’ She smiled trying to reassure me as I peered into the darkness.


‘This is the way you must take if you need to escape.’ Holding the lantern high she began making her way down the well-worn steps and I followed just a little way behind.


The passage was extremely narrow with very little headroom. The winding steps grew steep and uneven, carved out of sandstone and in places solid rock. The walls and ceiling were wet and glistened in the light of the lantern. Obviously, Kate was quite used to coming here, but in all truth, I was glad when at last we stepped down into a lofty cavern. On an old table was a larger lamp which Kate lit, and by its more powerful light I saw fully the extent of smuggled goods hoarded away here. Barrels were stacked high against the walls, casks of all kinds piled one on top the other. I felt a kind of strange excitement mingled with a chill of fear, a shiver went through me and I felt scared of the risk the smugglers must take. Jarren among them.


Kate picked up the larger lamp. ‘I’ll just show you a little way further on and then we’ll go back,’ she coaxed.


Another passage led off at the far end of the cavern, and following Kate, I set off down more rough uneven steps until I knew we must be getting nearer the beach below Chy-an-Mor, for in the distance I could hear the sound of waves breaking against the rocks. We came to a part of the underground passage where the sloping floor was much steeper than before, here, thankfully, thick ropes hung from hooks embedded in the rock wall. Carefully I made my way down until standing beside Kate on a rocky ledge, we reached a point where the present tide flooded our way ahead. Before us was a cavern of churning water.
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