

  

    

      

    

  




  Author’s Note




  The demand for coal soared towards the end of the eighteenth century, especially after James Watt made his improved steam engine capable of driving other machines in 1781.




  The development of the railways demanded not only coal to run the huge steam engines but also supplied coal to industrialists all over the country. The expansion of coal was dramatic – ten million tons mined in 1800, became forty million in 1870 and ninety-five million in 1913.




  Other minerals rose in the same startling manner. In 1840 Britain produced three-quarters of the world’s output of copper, half the world’s lead and sixty per cent of its tin.




  Queen Victoria and Prince Albert’s first journey by rail on 13th June 1842 gave Royal Approval to the ‘Age of Steam’ and in 1859 the Prince Consort opened the Cornwall Railway.




  The Royal Railway carriage was very superior, being oblong, measuring about thirteen feet by seven feet, and constructed of the finest mahogany. Double panelled, it was stuffed with felt to lessen vibration and increase warmth. The interior was lined throughout with delicate blue satin wadded and tufted and the hangings over the windows were elegant draperies of blue and white tasselled satin.




  Chapter One 1846




  “The fog’s gettin’ worse, Your Grace!”




  The groom spoke apprehensively, but the Duke made no reply, having obviously noticed it himself.




  He had been forced to drive more slowly every mile and he now thought it would be wise to find somewhere to stay the night rather than press on to the Marquis of Buxworth’s house where he was expected.




  If there was one thing the Duke really disliked, it was having his plans altered at the last moment and if he had his own way he would have driven on, fog or no fog, until he had reached his destination.




  It was this sort of determination that had made him the most outstanding athlete of his year.




  First at Harrow, where he had run a mile in four minutes thirty-six seconds, then at Oxford where he had excelled as an oarsman, while since he had grown up he had won one athletic record after another.




  He had climbed the Matterhorn, he had represented England in all the fencing competitions in Europe, winning every time. His horses had carried off the majority of the classic races, while in amateur steeplechases and point-to-points he was invariably past the winning post ahead of every other competitor.




  Apart from all this, he was a notable game shot, whether on safari or shooting pheasants and partridges, so that his friends had long ago given up competing with him.




  He saw that his vast estates in various parts of the country ran as smoothly as a well-oiled machine, which was due to the organisation and direction coming from the top, which was, of course, himself.




  He often thought that there were few challenges left to him, but his life was so full and busy that he had no time to think about his past achievements, but had to concentrate on a day-to-day programme that would exhaust most men.




  At the same time he never achieved anything at the expense of his horses or any other animals that he was using for his own pleasure.




  He thought now that, although he had no wish to stay the night in some uncomfortable posting inn, his horses should not be forced to travel any further in what he knew the groom beside him was thinking of as a ‘pea-souper’.




  Aloud he said,




  “If I am not mistaken, Hanson, there is an inn of some sort not far from here.”




  It was a long time since he had been on this particular road, but like everything else about him, his memory was phenomenal.




  When a few minutes later, they saw the flicker of distant lights coming hazily through the fog, he knew that he had not been mistaken.




  The inn was rather better equipped than the Duke had anticipated and since visitors who stayed the night were an exception he was able to engage the best bedroom for himself and insist that he also paid for the rooms on either side of it to remain empty.




  In the past, especially in posting inns, it had annoyed him when the occupants next door had either coughed all night or else stumbled into the furniture because they had enjoyed too much to drink.




  The publican looked slightly surprised at such a request, but was only too delighted to rent the rooms to a gentleman who was so obviously warm in the pocket.




  When the Duke also asked for a private parlour, it was made available.




  Having ensured that his groom was catered for as well as his outstanding team of horses, he settled down to order what he required for dinner.




  It was unfortunate that the brake, which had been following him, was apparently lost in the fog.




  There was just a chance that it would turn up later and find him, but he would not have been prepared to bet any money on it.




  Because the brake was being drawn by six horses and driven by his Head Groom, who was an extremely cautious man, the Duke was certain that they would have stopped long before now.




  They were doubtless in a larger and better class inn than the one in which he was now obliged to stay.




  There was, however, nothing he could do but accept that he would not as usual have his own fine linen sheets which his valet could make up his bed with.




  Nor would there be the special mats for his feet beside the bed and the washstand.




  There was another groom travelling in the brake who was a better cook than Hanson, who was accompanying him.




  However Hanson could always be relied upon in an emergency and the Duke, looking at the menu the publican had produced, chose what he thought might be edible if Hanson supervised the cooking of it.




  “I’ll do the best I can for you, Your Grace,” Hanson said, after he had stabled the horses, “but I’m not pretendin’ I’m as good a cook as young Henry. He be a natural, as one might say, in the kitchen, for all that I’d trust him with any horse your Grace owns.”




  The Duke looked up from the menu to say sharply,




  “Sir! Remember, I have registered as Sir Ervan Trecarron.”




  “Yes, of course, Your – sir!”




  When the Duke was travelling, he invariably used one of his lesser titles, finding that often people were so overcome at entertaining the celebrated Duke of Marazion that it became embarrassing.




  He would also sometimes find himself the target of those who wished to get something out of him.




  It was far easier therefore to be anonymous and it was actually what he preferred.




  “I’ll get to the kitchen now, Sir Ervan,” Hanson said, “and I’ve taken your trunk upstairs.”




  He paused to ask anxiously,




  “You’re quite certain yer can manage by yourself, sir?”




  The Duke smiled.




  “Quite certain, thank you Hanson!”




  He was thinking as he spoke how on his travels in the Far East and in Africa he had managed perfectly well without the assistance of a valet or anyone else except an often illiterate native.




  In fact in the wilds he preferred to look after himself, finding that English servants required far too much attention and invariably grumbled at anything new and unusual.




  Now he rose to his full height of six foot two inches and stood for a moment in front of the log fire blazing in the open fireplace, before walking up the creaking oak stairs to his bedroom on the first floor.




  It was quite a large room and, as Hanson had already ordered the fire that was burning in the grate, the cold and damp outside did not penetrate into the low-ceilinged oak-beamed room.




  The Duke’s sharp eyes took in the fact that the room was surprisingly clean.




  He was glad that unlike his experience of many other posting inns, he need not be afraid that the sheets on the bed would be dirty or the blankets verminous.




  Hanson, with the help of the publican, had already brought up the trunk that had been strapped to the back of his phaeton just in case he was separated from the brake and the rest of his luggage.




  Now he could see that it had been opened for him so that he could take out what he required.




  Because he had been driving for many hours, the Duke took off his smart but slightly dusty clothes and washed in the warm water that had been placed in a can on the washstand.




  He would have liked a bath, but he was quite certain it would cause so much commotion in the inn that in consequence his dinner would be much delayed, as would that of any other traveller staying there.




  He had no idea if there were other guests in the inn because he had walked straight into his private parlour on his arrival and not left it until he came upstairs.




  Having washed thoroughly, thinking as he did so that everything might have been very much worse than it actually was, he took his evening clothes out of the trunk.




  He then dressed himself competently and far more quickly than if his valet had assisted him.




  Actually, although he knew it would cause deep resentment if he said so, he preferred to look after himself.




  Before he inherited the title, he had spent many months at a time in outlandish places where even the most elementary comforts were hard to come by.




  Being alone constituted one of the challenges he enjoyed.




  Yet he thought tonight the fog, which had prevented him from reaching the Marquis of Buxworth, was not so much a challenge as an obstacle and nuisance he had not anticipated.




  He was quite certain that the Marquis, who had written an effusive letter of invitation to stay with him, would have arranged a dinner party in his honour and would be extremely disappointed at his non-appearance.




  There was, however, nothing he could do about that, so the Duke dismissed it from his mind and taking from his trunk a book he had been reading before he left home, walked down the stairs and back to the parlour.




  He found, as he expected, that the claret he had ordered before he went upstairs was standing on the hearth in front of the fire and should, he thought, by now be at exactly the right temperature.




  He poured himself a glass, which he found quite palatable, and settled into an armchair to await dinner.




  He opened his book at about halfway through the volume where he had left a marker, but found himself thinking of the purpose of his journey.




  Would it really prove as fruitful as Captain Daltry had tried to make him believe?




  Daltry had certainly been optimistically, wildly, enthusiastic about the whole project and the Duke had found himself being almost carried away by the older man’s persuasion.




  “It’s the chance of a lifetime, it is really!” Daltry had said. “I brought the offer first to Your Grace for the simple reason that I know of no one to whom I would rather do a good turn, having been one of your whole-hearted admirers for many years!”




  It was the sort of compliment the Duke was used to hearing and he merely smiled faintly and waited for Captain Daltry to get down to what he thought of to himself as ‘brass tacks’.




  What it came to was that Daltry was selling a coal mine on behalf of a friend of his.




  As he pointed out to the Duke not once but a dozen times, a coal mine was obviously something every great landowner should possess in the future.




  Railways were being planned all over the country and coal would therefore be more in demand than it had ever been in the past.




  As Captain Daltry pointed out, so many of the Duke’s contemporaries already had a coal mine under their land and would undoubtedly reap the benefit of a demand that was increasing not only year by year but almost month by month.




  Steamships had already revolutionised the means of transport by sea and now, Captain Daltry said, with the coming of the trains, horses would soon become completely out-of-date.




  “Not where I am concerned,” the Duke exclaimed.




  He had already travelled on a train and thought that it was uncomfortable, noisy and dirty, but he was intelligent enough to realise that it would undoubtedly become the regular means of conveyance in the future.




  At the same time the more he thought of trains the more he wanted to cling to his horses.




  Almost as a gesture of defiance he was increasing the size of his stables and the number of horses he kept on the main roads over which he frequently travelled.




  But despite all that, he was interested in what Daltry had to tell him, although he did not particularly care for the man himself.




  He had, of course, taken the precaution of finding out more about him, even though a member whom the Duke had known for many years had introduced them in one of his Clubs.




  He learnt that Daltry had served in India before leaving his Regiment and that country without any suspicion of stigma against him, although it was hard to find anybody at home who knew him well.




  ‘Daltry! Daltry!’ several men said reflectively when the Duke asked about him. ‘Yes, of course, I have met him on a number of occasions, on the Racecourse, at the Club. Seems pleasant enough, but I don’t know much about the fellow!’




  They all said more or less the same thing, but it did not tell the Duke what he wanted to know.




  At least there had been no hints that Daltry was not completely open and ‘above board’ and certainly the papers he had left him to read about the coal mine were businesslike and gained the approval of the Duke’s secretary.




  Because he never bought a ‘pig in a poke’, the Duke was determined to see the coal mine for himself and gain some first-hand information about it before he put down his money.




  “Surely there is no need to do that, Your Grace?” Captain Daltry had asked. “As you see, I have brought you the report of several experts in that particular field and I myself have visited the mine on three separate occasions and been extremely impressed by its possibilities for the future.”




  “I agree with you. It certainly sounds excellent in every way,” the Duke answered pleasantly. “At the same time I would rather enjoy a visit to Lincolnshire and I have several friends in the neighbourhood who I might stay with.”




  He had the feeling, although he could not be sure, that Captain Daltry thought it a waste of time, but if he did he was far too tactful to say so.




  “I will, of course, be only too willing to show Your Grace the mine, and anything else you wish to see,” he finally said. “The surrounding country is pleasant and the houses and villages you would also acquire in the deal are in reasonable repair. You might have to spend some money on them, but not much.”




  Satisfied, the Duke had looked up some of his friends who lived in that part of the country and, amongst them, with whom he intended to stay the first night, was the Marquis of Buxworth.




  A good deal older than the Duke, the Marquis had been a close friend of his father’s.




  Consequently, when he wrote to ask if he could stay, the Marquis had written back saying nothing would give him greater pleasure than to welcome the son of his old friend.




  The Duke then arranged that he should have a bed on the way home with Lord d’Arcy Armitage, who was a member of several of his Clubs and also a fierce competitor on the Racecourse.




  With Lord d’Arcy Armitage the conversation regarding horses, if nothing else, would be extremely interesting and the Duke was certain that he would enjoy himself.




  He had made no mention of the reason for his visit to either of his chosen hosts.




  Captain Daltry had already warned him that he was getting in, as he put it, ‘on the ground floor’ before anybody else knew the mine was even up for sale.




  “It belonged to an old country Squire who recently died and his son has no idea of its potential value and is obviously not interested in the countryside, preferring to spend his time in London.”




  Captain Daltry paused before he added,




  “That is why Your Grace will be able to buy the mine far below its true value. You will have to spend only a little money on new machinery and will undoubtedly have to employ more people than are engaged there at the moment. But that is something which should be kept at all costs from becoming public knowledge.”




  It had flashed through the Duke’s mind that he disliked subterfuge of any sort and preferred a straightforward deal rather than to take advantage of somebody who was foolish enough to be ignorant of the mine’s true value.




  As if Captain Daltry knew what he was feeling, he continued,




  “Young Newall is an extremely foolish young man who has already dissipated most of the money his father left him and, if Your Grace does not buy the land and the mine, it will doubtless go to some unpleasant speculator, who will exploit the people working in it and extract every lump of coal greedily and without safety precautions at the expense of those who work for him”




  This was something the Duke knew had been exposed in a report published in 1842, which had shocked and horrified the British public.




  Since then safety in the mines had been much improved, but there were still unscrupulous landlords who were more interested in money than in lives.




  There were in consequence regular casualties below ground that could have been avoided with proper forethought.




  He himself took the greatest care of the people who worked for him on all his estates and thought that he would certainly see that his coal mine was properly supervised.




  He knew at the same time that Daltry was cleverly persuading him by using arguments that he knew would specially appeal to him.




  After arranging to meet Daltry and his advisors at the mine a week later, he had started to make plans immediately for the journey.




  However, when he went to visit his mother, she had a very different idea as to why he should be going into a part of the country she could never remember him visiting before.




  “Can it be possible, Ervan?” she asked. “That my prayers have at last been answered and you intend to find yourself a wife?”




  The Duke looked at her in astonishment.




  “Why should you think that, Mama?”




  “You told me that you will be visiting the Marquis of Buxworth, who I hear, has a pretty daughter of exactly the right age.”




  “I don’t know what you mean by ‘exactly the right age’, Mama,” the Duke said defensively.




  “I have always thought,” his mother explained a little dreamily, “that a man, especially one like you, Ervan, should be a good deal older than his wife.”




  Her eyes were reminiscent as she went on,




  “Your father was twelve years older than I was and look how happy we were! I remember the first time I saw him, thinking that he was so handsome that he might have been a God from Mount Olympus and felt the same about him until his dying day!”




  The way the Duchess spoke was very moving and the Duke replied,




  “Papa was very lucky to find you, Mama. But so far, I have never yet met a woman to whom I could for a moment, contemplate being married, so I remain a bachelor.”




  “I am very well aware of that!” the Duchess retorted sharply. “But, darling, you must be aware that you make a very attractive fourth Duke and everybody admires you, but you should not forget that there must be a fifth and sixth and a great number more after that.”




  The Duke laughed.




  “You sound, Mama, as though I already have one foot in the grave, but I can only say, as I have not yet reached my twenty-ninth birthday, that there is plenty of time.”




  The Duchess sighed.




  “That is always your answer and I suppose in ten, twenty, thirty years’ time you will be saying the same thing!”




  The Duke laughed again.




  “That is being very pessimistic, Mama, but perhaps I shall find the ideal wife on a peak of the Himalayas, sailing up the Amazon or standing on top of the Acropolis in Athens!”




  He nearly added,




  “Or at the bottom of a coal mine!”




  Then he thought that not only would his mother think it very unfunny but also he would have revealed to her the purpose of his journey North, which he was anxious to keep secret.




  The Duchess was an inveterate gossip and the Duke knew that everything he said to her, especially where it concerned marriage, would be repeated to all her special friends and would ripple out like a stone thrown into the middle of a still pond.




  “I cannot quite understand – ” the Duchess was saying.




  “What can you not understand, Mama?”




  “Why, with all your charm and in view of all the glamorous women you have met and who have pursued you relentlessly, you have never yet fallen in love.”




  “I would not go so far as to say that, Mama!” the Duke countered with a twist to his lips.




  “I am talking about proper love,” the Duchess said sharply, “not those affaires de coeur that I hear far too much about!”




  “You should not listen!” the Duke replied automatically.




  At the same time he was reflecting that anything he did was immediately related to his mother.




  He often thought that almost before he had begun what she called an ‘affaire de coeur’ she was aware of it and was kept informed of every move even, he told himself, every kiss, almost before it happened.




  He sat down beside the sofa where his mother was reclining and took her hand in his.




  “I love you, Mama,” he said, “and although I want to please you, I can only say that the reason why I am not married is entirely your fault!”




  “My fault?” she asked. “When I have begged you almost on my knees to find yourself a wife!”




  “I know, Mama, but when I compare the women I meet with you, I know that they will not only disappoint me but would undoubtedly bore me stiff within a few months.”




  Although the Duke was flattering his mother, which she greatly enjoyed, there was a great deal of truth in what he was saying.




  The Duchess had not only been one of the most beautiful members of Society when she married his father but she had also become a legend in her own lifetime.




  Royalty, Statesmen, politicians, everybody, important or unimportant, adored the Duchess of Marazion.




  She had a charm that made every man who met her, her slave and, although it seemed unbelievable women equally adored her.




  Looking back, the Duke thought that the reason was that it was impossible to be jealous or envious of a woman so warm-hearted who gave so much of herself to everybody she met.




  And she had so obviously been so happy with her husband that wherever they were they seemed to exude happiness and make it infectious.




  What the Duchess possessed, which was different from most other people, was the capacity to make whoever she was speaking to feel that they were not only the most important person present but also believe that they were interesting and intelligent.




  The dullest man blossomed into a wit when the Duchess talked to him, the plainest woman would sparkle and in her own way take on a beauty she had never had before.




  It was a quality that the Duke had never found in anybody else and he thought that his mother was truly unique and it would be impossible for him ever to find a woman who could compare with her.




  Inevitably after the first physical rapture his affaires de coeur quickly began to fade and become a bore.




  Now looking at him, the Duchess thought almost despairingly that she understood exactly what he was saying.




  Like his father before him, he was looking for perfection, something incomparable, in the same way that he so often set himself a challenge.




  “I knew that you were different from any other woman I had ever met,” the third Duke had said to the young daughter of an impoverished Baronet he had met out riding.




  His future bride had been riding with remarkable expertise a spirited horse provided by her host of the Hunt ball, which was far better bred than anything her father could afford.




  The excitement of it had brought a flush to her white skin and her eyes were sparkling.




  Although her habit was old and not particularly well cut, to the Duke, seeing her for the first time, she was the embodiment of everything that was beautiful, everything he had dreamt of.




  It had been genuinely love at first sight, and yet almost unbelievably the girl, who was literally Cinderella had hesitated before she had accepted him.




  “You are too grand, too important,” she had said when he proposed to her in a shabby untidy room of the Manor House where she lived with her father with only two very old servants to look after them.




  “What does that matter when I love you?” the Duke had asked, “And I know you love me!”




  “How do you know that?”




  “I can see it in your eyes,” he had said simply, “and I can feel your vibrations responding to mine as they did the first moment I spoke to you when we were out hunting.”




  “Without an introduction!” she had added with a smile.




  “How could it possibly matter whether we were introduced or not?” the Duke had replied. “When I recognised you the moment I looked at you?”




  She knew what he was saying because she had felt the same.




  He had been in her dreams, she thought, ever since she was a child. Then suddenly he was there, looking magnificent on the finest horse she had ever seen, smiling at her in a way that made her heart turn a dozen somersaults.




  Although it was a dull day, her eyes seemed to be blinded by the sunshine.




  Thinking back into her memories the Duchess’s fingers unconsciously tightened on her son’s.




  Then, as she looked at him, knowing how much he resembled his father and at the same time herself, she said just as if she had been speaking her memories aloud,




  “That is what I want for you!”




  “And what I want too,” the Duke replied, “but, Mama, it has not yet happened to me and perhaps it never will!”




  The Duchess had sighed.




  “In which case I can only go on praying.”




  “Of course!”




  There was a little silence.




  Then in a different tone the Duchess asked,




  “What are you doing about that red-haired creature who everybody tells me is Medusa in a modern dress?”
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