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Book Three: 1796

Should Jiddy stay, or should she go?

When Jonas left Robin Hood’s Bay, he abandoned his vows to Jiddy. The sea engulfed Captain Samuel Ryethorpe, and his death exposed her once more as an outsider.

Both young men believed they acted with high morals, but it was the amoral Captain Pinkney who threw Jiddy a lifeline.

Now, the defiant seventeen-year-old resolves to find choices and freedom for local girls battered by poverty and confined by an insular community.

Jiddy is determined. No man, no government, no place will hold them back.

As friends find new beginnings, Jiddy looks across the moors to York, where love beckons. The North Sea entices with childhood dreams of distant places, but smuggling and hustling are all she has known.

What’s it to be for our endlessly curious and contradictory Jiddy Vardy?

Dramatic and atmospheric…I would recommend to fans of historical fiction with strong female leads.

– Praise for High Tide by The Pages of Mrs D

Brutal, breathtaking and brilliant! After reading Jiddy’s entire story, I’ve fallen in love with her. Such a legend!

– Genevieve Robinson (Beta-reader)


Previously in the Jiddy Vardy Trilogy…

A summary of key events from the first two novels is included at the back of this book. This contains significant spoilers for those who have not read those two books.

For maximum reading enjoying, we recommend you read the trilogy in order:


  	Jiddy Vardy

  	Jiddy Vardy – High Tide

  	Jiddy Vardy – Full Sail (this volume)









Praise for Jiddy Vardy – Full Sail


“You’ll fall in love all over again with Jiddy and her Baytown world in this skilful, deeply layered final instalment.

“Ruth Estevez has provided her readers with a nuanced, exquisitely expressed, vivid conclusion to Jiddy’s story. The tone of the novel is at times elegiac, at times joyous, always brimming with life and feeling as the writer draws together the threads of Jiddy’s past, her new present and the turning point she has to confront in an extraordinary and moving novel.

“Just brilliant!”

– Jennifer Burkinshaw (Igloo and Happiness Seeker)

“As a trilogy, Jiddy Vardy is a remarkable work of fiction and one that deserves to be read widely. Jiddy herself is as good, well-rounded and just human a character as I’ve read and I love her. I’ll never be able to forget her.”

– Bob Stone (The Beat Trilogy, Letting the Stars Go; Owner of Write Blend Bookshop, Liverpool)

“…the descriptions are incredible. It’s so obvious (Estevez) knows her characters and their world like the back of her hand and this writing is just fabulous.”

– Louisa Reid (Gloves Off, Wrecked, Activist, The Poet)


Map of Robin Hood’s Bay and Surrounds
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Chapter One

  London, England

  1779

Maria Vardarelli sat cross-legged on the rug with a mound of jewellery in her lap. The weight of sparkling gems made her skirt sag. They’d weighed even heavier in the pockets of Gregory’s jacket. She’d thought they’d drag her down to the bottom of the sea, but here she was. Even two weeks later, she could still see the bristle of the pirate’s cheeks and smell the stale tobacco of his breath.

She wiped away a tear. The smell of brine and cold lingered. She looked down at the jewels and untangled a diamond bracelet. It glistened in sunbeams streaking through the window, making the bedroom dance with rainbows. Spreading an emerald necklace in front of her, she admired the intense green stones against the brown floorboards. As she raised a dazzling ruby brooch, she heard voices from the other side of the door. Footsteps halted in the corridor outside. Grabbing the necklace along with the rest of her treasure, she pushed them into the pockets of the officer’s jacket she wore.

“Is she awake?”

Maria recognised John Ryethorpe’s voice but not the strange lilt of a female who spoke next.

“I’m not keen to go in, sir,” the woman said. “She doesn’t like me.”

A gentle tap made Maria scramble to her feet. She scurried to the window and stepped behind the drape. The door creaked open. The sound of one pair of heavy footsteps told her the woman had remained outside. Shoving her hands in her pockets and clutching the jewels tightly, she stepped into view. “What do you want?” Maria demanded, her words laden with her Neapolitan accent.

The door closed and John strolled towards her in his unhurried way. “We were worried,” he said, plucking at the ripped shoulder of her jacket. “We need to get you out of this uniform.” He rubbed his fingers, looking at them with disgust. “You may borrow some of my wife’s clothes.”

Maria glanced through the window at the blue sky. “When can I meet Gregory’s parents?” she asked. “They are my family now he is dead, and they must meet me.” John touched her shoulder, but shrugging him off, she reached the bed and held onto one of the corner posts. “You keep making excuses for them.”

“Maria, they are grieving their son and they know nothing about you. Come downstairs. You must be hungry. It’s past eleven o’clock.”

“Tell them!” she shouted, making him flinch. “Tell them their son has a baby daughter!”

“Maria…”

“Tell them we planned to be married. Tell them I will marry their other son if that is what they want! Tell them I am here!” She pressed her face into the bed drapes. “Tell them,” she mumbled into the thick cloth.

John strode to her side. “Let’s get rid of this coat,” he said. “Get you looking like a lady again. You want to look like a lady, don’t you?”

Pushing him away and returning to the window, Maria shook her head, her dark hair tumbling in matted curls. John followed her and they stood side by side, looking at the velvet lawn and neat borders of clipped hedge.

Absentmindedly, John tapped the glass with one finger. “Catherine says you can stay here as long as you need before taking a ship home to Naples.”

She turned sharply to face him. “I am never going back to Naples. I am going to find where the family of Gregory live.”

John sighed. “Lord and Lady Hartshorn may not admit you.”

Dragging a handful of jewels from her pocket, Maria held them out. “They will want to see these.”

John’s eyes widened. “Where did you get those?”

Shoving them back into her pocket, she faced the window again.

“Are they the old woman’s? Did she give them to you? I thought she had family near Paris?”

The jewels dug their hard edges into Maria’s palms. “They are mine now,” she said.

“Maria, these are not any jewels. These are worth a great deal of money. You should return them to the lady’s family.” He paused, waiting for her to answer, but when she remained staring at the garden below, he shrugged. “We will talk about this later.”

Maria swung around, jacket flaring, her grip on the gems tighter still. “They are all dead!” she shouted. “That pirate killed my baby. He killed Gregory and Madame Popineau—that’s the old woman’s, my companion’s name. She died of fever as we set off from France. In the ship, leaving me alone! Everyone has gone and these jewels are all I have left!”

John reached out his hand. “I am here.”

Her eyes sparkled dark. “Your wife does not want me in the house. She is worried you will fall in love with me. I see it in her face, and you have a son, and we are not the same blood.” She pressed her lips together to hold in the upsurge of emotion. “Please ask Catherine if I may have one of her gowns. I want to look like a lady when I meet Lord and Lady Hartshorn.”

John exhaled. “I am so sorry, Maria, but they can’t meet you.” He looked down, embarrassed to witness the pain on her face.

“How do you know?” she asked.

“I went to visit them, but they had already left the house for Yorkshire. They spend every summer in the north.”

Her eyes brimmed with tears, and she blinked them away. “Then we must go back to Yorkshire.”

John waited for a few moments. “Stay with us,” he said. “You like little Samuel, and he likes you.”

Dragging off Gregory’s coat that she’d refused to discard ever since they’d emerged wet and battered from the North Sea, she threw it on the floor and, crouching, dragged diamonds, rubies, emeralds, and threads of pearls from the pockets. Glaring at him, her face a battleground of emotion, she fought to steady her voice. “If that is true, I cannot give these up,” she said. “If these are as precious as you say, they are my fortune, and I need to know what they will buy me.”

John knelt on the floor by her side. “Maria, they are not yours to sell. As I said, stay here, or if you really want, return home to your family.”

“Gregory’s family are not humane,” she shouted, leaning on his arm as she struggled to her feet. “I am not a devil. I am me. I am a person. I have feelings. I have needs! Why do they shun me? It is not a crime to want to survive!” She sobbed, no longer able to hold in the surge of tears. “You will take me to meet his family,” she said. “And they will see me!”


Chapter Two

Robin Hood’s Bay, England

Spring 1796 – Seventeen years later

Lines of rock reached their gnarled tentacles out to sea. Jiddy longed for the waves to cover them again yet feared the lick of water over the causeway and pounding depth of unbreathable grey.

She’d barely slept since clawing her way off the beach, wet and battered, and now she was back on the slipway, both hoping and dreading finding Samuel’s corpse spewed onto the shingle. Either way, Deputy Staincliffe and the preventives would come searching for him when he didn’t appear soon. And if, by some miracle, he was alive, what would Samuel do when he realised she was part of the smuggling ring that had left him for dead in the dock?

Baytowners would never understand why she’d even tried to save a captain of the Dragoons, and she couldn’t bear the thought that her closest friend Annie might look at her in disbelief.

She shivered. One positive was people were staying away from the shore with its dangerous spring tides. She meandered over stones, jumping off the rocky, bladderwrack-strewn ledges onto sandy stretches, pacing to the water’s edge and scrutinising the swell. She couldn’t spy a jellyfish, never mind a dead body.

The tide had turned and already advanced, one surge at a time. She scuttled sideways as a wave reached further than the rest, soaking her boots and hem. Looking along the beach, she pulled her shawl tighter around her head before pressing along the shore, looking for the shape of a body, a piece of clothing, anything that might belong to Samuel.

She reassured herself there was little likelihood she would find him. After she, Betsie and Annie had removed their old friend Nellie from the gibbet, and Jiddy had taken the body out to sea, Nellie had never reappeared. Samuel had been swept away when that same sea had gushed up the causeway and swallowed his corpse, and in all likelihood, his body wouldn’t reappear either. The difference was nobody cared about a dead Ashner lass’s corpse, but plenty of people cared about the head of the Dragoons. Deputy Staincliffe was known for being tenacious. He needed a body to catch a culprit, and he would believe someone had done his leader in, and that culprit couldn’t possibly be the high tide. As far as Jiddy was concerned, nobody, not Abe Storm nor Sandy Killock nor any other Baytowner must be punished.

She glanced towards the cave used for storing contraband during a raid. She’d have to use all her strength to drag Captain Samuel Ryethorpe’s corpse there if, by a hand of bad luck, he did wash up on the beach.

On top of that, and as pressing, Mrs. Farsyde would need to be told gently because the lady of Thorpe Hall wouldn’t be able to hide her agony at Samuel having gone for good. Someone there was bound to guess this was the man she loved, whether it was from her outpouring of misplaced grief or when her baby was born blonde-haired and blue-eyed, the image of Samuel rather than Squire Farsyde.

Veering back along the beach, Jiddy shook her skirt. The damp folds clung together. In another hour or so, the light would begin to fade and she’d not see her own feet in the sand let alone a body.

The cliff loomed dark, topped by waving grass and bleating sheep. It was a lonely sound, and she couldn’t get used to it, even though she’d heard it all her life. Turning again to take one last look at the sea, she almost wished she was on the other side of that huge expanse of water, warm, dry, and smelling the scents of a hot climate rather than having the cold weight of Samuel’s death on her shoulders. If a ship had been anchored offshore, she’d have swum out to it and not looked back.

It was what she’d yearned for as a child. Another place. A place to belong when the other Bay children said she was odd and different and even some of the grown-ups had been suspicious of her tanned skin and jet-black eyes. Samuel’s father, Lord Ryethorpe, had said she belonged in a place called Naples, but Jiddy couldn’t understand. If she belonged in such a distant city, why had her mother come to England? Why would her mother have rejected her family and the paradise of home for these unknown shores? Arriving here to the brutality of Captain Pinkney ransacking the ship she travelled on, to a freezing sea, near death on being thrown overboard, and then what? The female companion she’d travelled with had died; her lover, the father of her child, had drowned; she’d been severed from her family. The emporium hadn’t sprung up overnight, so the time until it did must have been difficult.

Why had she stayed? If it had been her, Jiddy would have caught the next ship back to France and returned to Naples and the bosom of her family without a second thought. Yet her mother had gone to London with Lord Ryethorpe and stayed there. And Jiddy had grown up, the adopted child of an aging couple, in Robin Hood’s Bay. She’d loved Thomas and Mary, and even cantankerous Rebecca, who’d been more an aunt than a neighbour, but now they all were dead. She took a deep breath. Don’t think about it.

Trudging over the shingle, she could still make out gulls swooping in the dusk, landing on rocks, and taking on human shapes in the dull light. An evening breeze nipped colder, and she quickened her pace. Shadows altered the crevices in the cliff face, and deepening lines began to spread across the sand.

“There’s no-one here,” she repeated over and over, heading for the causeway and trying not to think about the creeping waves. She’d almost reached the slipway when she looked up and gasped.

A figure, standing at the edge of the dock, forced her to stop. She hadn’t anticipated anyone being there in the fading daylight. She narrowed her eyes. It couldn’t be Silas, crouched and crabby, or Abe, taking double the space of any other man. He and Sandy would be in hiding if Big Isaac had anything to do with it. The dull light made it difficult to tell who it could be. It was a man, that was certain, and a shapely figure made apparent by the taut jacket, long boots, and breeches.

Jiddy couldn’t bring herself to move.

“Oh, stop being silly! Andrew, you barnpot, is that you?”

It would be typical of Annie’s brother to want to scare her. She took a few strides. A red jacket caught the fading light and she stopped again. It wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be. She waited. The scaurs lurked underwater now, and the sea crept up the promontory. She’d be cut off if she didn’t hurry. The figure moved. She recognised the gait. She knew that turn of head.

“Samuel!” She broke into a run, holding her skirt so she didn’t trip.

She couldn’t think about the consequences, only that by a freak of luck, he hadn’t drowned. Balancing on the rocks, alert to avoid slipping, she jumped onto the causeway.

Her heart pounded, and a prickle of fear furred her neck. He stood so silent. Ominous. Was he angry? Injured? She waited for him to approach.

It was almost dark. His breath sounded heavy. She’d called to him, but now she didn’t know what to say. Why didn’t he speak? Why didn’t he yell out for an arrest? Something. Dripping sounds from wet clothes. Waves lapping against the rocks. She shivered and pressed her nails into her palms.

The sea rippled darker. The beach was lost in night. Her own breath now fretted the cold air. She tensed at Samuel’s silence. Foaming brine. She clenched her hands tighter. Stepped forward. She’d no reason to be afraid of Samuel. It wasn’t her fault the high tide had swept them away.

Waves splashed the causeway. Clouds billowed dark, and the sea, a swamp of black, seethed where the beach had been. She shivered again, pushing straggles of hair off her face.

“Samuel?” she whispered.

The officer stepped forward. “Good evening,” he said. Jiddy immediately recognised Deputy Staincliffe. “Why are you calling out that name, Miss Vardy?”


Chapter Three

The fire threw out heat, powdering ash as the wood bedded down. Annie sat quietly, waiting for Jiddy to finish the broth she’d brought. Jiddy spooned the thin potato soup into her mouth. A flavour of fish petered through. Annie’s mam wasn’t an inventive cook, never one to add flavour from nettles or docks gathered from the woods, but its seeping warmth was welcome. She swallowed.

“Everyone’s worried about you,” Annie said. “It’s all over Bay Captain Ryethorpe drowned last night and you were last one to see him.”

Jiddy took another mouthful. She scraped the spoon around the rim, licked it clean and placed both spoon and dish on the floor. “Thank your mam,” she said.

Annie leaned forward and grasped Jiddy’s hands. “You’re so cold!” She rubbed them between her own.

“Fire’s warming me.”

“What happened?”

There it was. The question she didn’t want to answer. How had she survived? She’d survived and Samuel had drowned. His greening body rotted at the bottom of the North Sea, but she’d mistaken Deputy Staincliffe for him. Heading down to the beach and on her return to Fisherhead, walking along ginnels, and turning corners—everywhere—images rose of people who had died. The traitor, Gobbit, skin stretched thin over bone, twisted limbs, blood in the dust, battered to the ground by the villagers’ anger. Rebecca, dear, sharp-tongued Rebecca, surrounded by scuffed boots and her face draining to grey as blood wept out of the bullet hole. Nellie, poor Nellie, who’d only wanted to escape Bay, blackened on a gibbet and eyes pecked dry by ravens. Worst of all, Thomas, bashed on the head in a ginnel at daybreak. Her precious bag of salt, vomited on the path, stained pink with his life. Skin like candle wax. A gull flapping its wings. They’d blamed preventives. It wasn’t sodding preventives, it was them. Baytowners had done the killing, and it was smuggling that had been the cause. Captain Pinkney killing her da, her real da, not Thomas, and the life she could have had. And now she was responsible for another death.

“I bumped into Deputy Staincliffe on beach,” she said, wiping her hair from her face.

“Was he looking for Captain Ryethorpe?”

Jiddy shook her head and turned to look at the fire. “What are people saying?”

Annie shrugged. “It’s going about Sandy and Abe said they saw Captain Ryethorpe in dock as they were heading to their beds.”

“Did anyone see them?”

“Silas Biddick’s told Andrew how Captain Ryethorpe forced his way into his cottage and held a pistol to his head and made him open the secret door between his place and here. Andrew told me. Asked me to ask you if it were true.” Annie’s grey eyes flickered to the floor.

Jiddy glanced over her shoulder at the panelling beside the fireplace as if Samuel would reappear at any moment. It looked innocent enough, pans hanging from hooks and the ladle in its usual place.

“Did he threaten you with his pistol?” Annie asked. “You must have been frightened.”

Jiddy didn’t want to go over what had happened. She wanted it never to have happened. If there were no other option, she wanted to sit and listen to the fire crumble and not talk.

Annie leaned closer. “Did he hurt you?”

Had he hurt her? Waves crashing. Slipway smothered in foam. The cold grip of water.

“He didn’t know about high tide.”

That said it all, didn’t it? Fully aware of the sea’s treachery, she’d almost died. He didn’t know and he’d drowned, dragged out to sea, swept back, to be battered against the rocks and mulched and pulverised, and all because he wanted to punish her out of lost pride.

Annie sat back. Jiddy couldn’t think of what else to say. Annie picked up the empty bowl and stood. The spoon clattered to the floor. Jiddy jumped and Annie swooped to retrieve it.

“I’m sorry. I’m a clumsy pup.”

“I don’t feel too good,” Jiddy said, hoping Annie would take the hint and leave with the bowl and spoon and all her questions.

The fire belched. Annie’s noisy breath filled the room.

“Do you want me to stay with you tonight?”

Annie would tuck her in bed. Make her hot drinks. Bring supplies to prepare broth. Maybe add flavouring. She’d act as a shield against other visitors. Jiddy might never have to leave Fisherhead and walk along ginnels and climb steps and talk to anyone ever again.

“If you want.”

“Are you saying yes?”

Tears beaded Jiddy’s eyelashes and Annie fell to her knees, clasping her friend’s hands. “Cry all you want,” she said. “It’s about time. It must have been frightening. You must have thought you’d drown and be dead. I wouldn’t have survived. You’re so strong, you’re a giant. You’re a—”

“No,” Jiddy cut in. “I were lucky.”

Words choked her. They crammed in her chest, and she couldn’t let them. If she started crying, she’d never stop. She’d be like King’s Beck in full flood. She bent her head, hair falling over her cheeks. Annie swept the thick curls back behind her neck and over her shoulders, leaving Jiddy’s face exposed. Jiddy couldn’t bear it. She stood, stumbling as her foot caught.

“Mam says a spot of brandy does wonders for shock,” said Annie.

Jiddy laughed. An explosion. “So did Mary!” Relieved for the distraction, she looked at the fireside cupboard. “D’you think Captain Pinkney left a secret store behind?”

It didn’t take long to find a stone flacon and fill two cups. They sat by the stoked fire with darkness blanketing the closed shutters. The flickering firelight and warming brandy lured them into a cocoon, far away from the twisted ginnels and dank flights of steps, from twitching curtains and cruel tongues. The two of them sipped more brandy than they’d ever tasted in their lives. They giggled over childhood mishaps and escapades. Annie even found the courage to ask about Jiddy’s time in London and what had made Samuel so angry.

“Was he right mean to you?” she asked.

Jiddy took another gulp and shook her head. The brandy tasted sweet and bitter at the same time. The fire cast dancing shapes along the walls. The dishes of food remained on the table. Baytowners could be kind, though outsiders wouldn’t find it. Gracie, Dottie, Annie, and even Helen Drake had been kind and brought food. Captain Pinkney, who she’d once tried to shoot, had given her the ultimate gift of a home. Now she drank his brandy by the hearth, her hearth, with her closest friend, deep in her own thoughts, mouth resting on the edge of her cup, her questions forgotten.

Samuel had been as kind as the others in the beginning. Kinder, because he’d had the time and the means to be so. Strange how saying ‘no’ brought about such anger and revenge. Jonas’s bitter eyes and set mouth flashed in her head.

“Did I tell you me and Captain Ryethorpe kissed?”

The cup in Annie’s hands tipped. “Captain Ryethorpe kissed you? I don’t believe you!”

“Why wouldn’t he kiss me? He’s a man, isn’t he?”

Annie flushed. “Oh, my goodness, you didn’t? I mean, why did you let him?”

Jiddy took another sip. Annie clutched her cup.

“Did you like him?” Annie asked.

“I’m seventeen!” Jiddy burst out. “I’m supposed to have kissed a couple of lads by this age, aren’t I? Couldn’t go to my grave only kissing Jonas.”

“But you love kissing Jonas!”

Samuel certainly hadn’t kissed like Jonas. No-one kissed like Jonas.

“Don’t you remember Mary telling us she had a choice between two sweethearts, and she had to kiss them both because the kiss would tell her who to spend her life with? If it isn’t right, the lad isn’t right. Don’t you remember?”

“Yes, but you said Jonas’s kisses were perfect. You said they made you want to do all sorts of things with him.” Annie slid to the floor and sat close to Jiddy. Her pale eyes shone. “What were it like kissing a gentleman like Captain Ryethorpe?”

“Let’s call him Samuel,” Jiddy said, “I hate those formal names.”

“Samuel.” Annie tested saying his name. “No, I can’t call him Samuel. Don’t seem proper.”

Jiddy slumped sideways. “Being a captain is only a title, you can be Captain Cuddler and I can be Captain Contraband. We can all have titles.”

Annie giggled. “Captain Cuddler!” She wrapped her arms around herself and swayed before glancing up. “But he’s not on same side as us. He’s like, enemy?”

Jiddy lowered her cup. Under all the fancy clothes and rich food and attention he’d given her, she’d forgotten he was the enemy. Annie hadn’t. Annie was a solid Baytowner. She didn’t forget whose side you were on. “I flirt with Dragoons to get information, don’t I? Nobody complains about my flirting.”

Annie studied the fire’s red caverns and charred woods. “Is that why Jonas went to France?”

Jonas had seen her in Samuel’s arms in the chapel. It seemed a lifetime ago. She’d been to London and back and he’d never mentioned it. She and Jonas had kissed themselves raw plenty of times after, but he’d still gone to France. It made her question if Jonas suspected more had happened between her and Samuel that he couldn’t forgive. Seemed men held grudges in silence.

“Jonas went to France because he wants to be a soldier,” she said. “Or because he’s a dullard and doesn’t appreciate the way I kiss.” She smiled, hoping Annie would think it genuine.

“Best not tell Betsie,” Annie said. “She’ll say you’re no different from Nellie and only want to get away from Bay and all of us. Nellie were hung for trying to get away.”

“Nellie informed on folk, and I’d never, ever do that.”

“But you both kissed the enemy.”

There it was again, the feeling she and Nellie were almost the same. And now Annie saw it too.

“It’s different,” Jiddy said.

“Betsie won’t think so.”

“It is different,” she snapped. “I were on my own in London. Nellie were here, surrounded by family and friends and everyone who knew her. I didn’t know anyone. It were like Robin Hood’s Bay didn’t exist and I were a lady and him a gentleman, and it were like a dream. He were kind, when no-one else were. Nellie’d turned everyone against me. You remember? Folk were going to stone me to death? Mary said to go. She understood. Why can’t you?”

She rose to her feet. She’d not felt this agitated since she was a little girl stamping her feet up the front steps of Sunny Place after falling out with Nellie.

“I don’t know why I’m explaining,” she went on. “Men kiss lasses all time and no-one says a word, and I kiss one person other than Jonas and I’m made to feel like I’ve sold my soul to devil.”

Tears welled in Annie’s eyes. “I don’t think you have. You’ve every right to do what you want…”

“You weren’t there! You don’t know.”

“I only said don’t tell Betsie.”

Annie’s face, flushed by brandy, her emotions, and the heat of the fire, made her look five years old. How could she understand when all she’d seen was the Bay? Annie didn’t know anyone but Bay people. She’d never come across the temptation of wealth. That was it. The kindness of wealth, and Jiddy had grasped it with all her long, greedy fingers.

“I don’t see what all fuss is about,” Jiddy said. “I’ve all these feelings in here.” She clutched her stomach. “Samuel were handsome and charming, and Jonas and I weren’t married. It’s natural I’ll have my eye on more than one lad, and there’s nowt wrong with that.”

She looked at Annie again, who stood, twisting her hands.

“I guess there’s nothing wrong,” Annie said. “If you don’t love Jonas.”

Jiddy kicked the fire irons and they crashed over the hearth. “It’s because I love him too much all this has happened.”

Annie shuffled forward and put her arms around her taller friend.

“I didn’t want to leave Bay, I were forced to!” Jiddy insisted. “And I kissed Samuel because, well, I am ashamed of it, but I kissed him to find out, and that’s not wrong. It were best thing to do. Mary said so!”

Pushing back Jiddy’s hair, Annie smiled. “’Course it were. You’re right, it’s what Mary told us all to do.”

“My mistake were not realising how soft men are. You can’t just kiss them. They think it means more, and they get all uppity if a lass says no to them.”

“Especially captains.”

“Especially them not used to hearing no from a lass, and that’s most men from what I can make out.”

Annie’s eyes widened. “Not Jonas, though.”

“Jonas is worst because he won’t listen to me, and he knows I love him! He doesn’t reason, never has. He tells you what to do and think, and he goes on and on about his ideas, but when it comes to listening to me and my ideas, oh no. I’ve worked it out, Annie. He’s always been like that. Stubborn as a mule, and he’ll never change! He’s worst one of them all.”

Annie’s mouth fell open. Jiddy cuffed her arm.

“Don’t look glum, it isn’t so bad. We’re both here. Lasses together.” She couldn’t bring herself to admit, either silently or aloud, that Jonas might hate her. That was the crux of it and the reason she didn’t want to talk about him. Jiddy stroked Annie’s head. “For all he is, Annie,” she soothed, “I didn’t want Captain Ryethorpe to die.”

“I know.”

“I didn’t plan it, I ran…”

“And he followed.”

She grabbed Annie’s hands, squeezing tight. “I didn’t mean to end up in dock.”

“He didn’t know about causeway.”

“Or spring tides.”

Annie’s eyes filled with tears. “Or how high sea comes up street?”

“I tried. I caught his hand.”

“You held his hand?”

“Until sea got me.” Releasing Annie’s grip, she pushed back her hair. “I never wanted him dead, Annie.”

“I know you didn’t.”

“I hate sea.”

They remained silent for a few moments.

“No, you don’t,” Annie said.

“Yes, I do. I hate North Sea and I don’t care if I never see it again!”

Annie stared as she always did when she didn’t know what to say. The fire made reassuring snaps. It broke the tension and they both laughed. When they stopped laughing, Jiddy wandered to the fireplace.

“I don’t hate sea,” she muttered, “and I’m going to make type of school I want to, so other lasses don’t kiss wrong lad and mess up,” she said. “I’m going to give lasses another choice to scrubbing fish and mending nets. Folks are heading to towns now. There’s more to raw knuckles and slapping grease on your arms so your skin don’t crack.”

“Mills don’t sound too grand,” said Annie. “I’ve heard terrible tales.”

“It’s about having a skill,” said Jiddy. “If I teach lasses a skill, they won’t be going to no mill, but they’ll be making gowns and stitching shirts and jackets and not be relying on anyone.”

She crouched by the fire as if she’d noticed it needed her attention. Grasping the poker, she prodded hard. A lump of wood shifted, and ash powdered down.

“What about kissing and cuddling?” asked Annie.

“Only gets you into trouble.” She watched the embers glow smaller and smaller.

“I still think girls’ll be searching for a bit of romance wherever they are,” Annie said, stretching her arms above her head and yawning.

“Why don’t you go to bed? I have a spare room, you know.”

Annie yawned again. “All right, but I’ll not be dreaming of making dresses and stitching a man’s jacket, and I know you won’t either.”

“What will we be dreaming of if not finding our own way, Miss Annie Briggs?”

Annie smiled and dragged herself up the stairs, leaving Jiddy by the fire where, closing her eyes, she immediately fell asleep and dreamt about being eight years old again and playing on the beach with Jonas.


Chapter Four

Jiddy woke during the night. She hauled herself to bed and, lying next to Annie, listened to her friend’s heavy breaths. Every noise sounded louder than it usually did. Wood cracking, dogs barking, the scratch of a gull’s feet on the roof, even ash crumbling in the fire downstairs. The next morning, nerves raw, she flinched at sounds that normally she’d treat as background babble, and she wrapped in on herself, shawl taut around her head, shoulders hunched.

She could find no sanctuary, even at Fisherhead. Annie and Betsie, bustled in and out as if they lived there, stoking the fire, filling a pan, chattering, laughing, noise, noise.

Out in the ginnels and lanes, buildings hemmed her in, bairns whined, dogs yelped, nets tangled, beating, slapping, the suffocating stench of fish and mould and the sight of pinched eyes and red, flaking knuckles. No sanctuary anywhere.

Straining up the bank, she half-wished the sea had taken her as well as Samuel. It would be quiet on the seabed. The weight of water would be her cocoon, her protection—a place where she could sleep.

Spring hid behind winter gloom, but even knowing lambs would soon be frolicking in the fields and chicks scrabbling in the yard, Meadow Bank Farm no longer offered friendship without Jonas’s banter and embraces. She pushed the thought of him aside and pulled her shawl tighter still.

At the top of the hill, she took deep breaths and, turning around, looked back over the mizzle of rooftops. Smoke teased from chimneys. A general murmur of lives simmered. The air smelt cleaner than in the ginnels, but the silver sky shivered cold.

Heading towards the Buttercross, she didn’t change her pace. If anyone had spoken to her, she wouldn’t have been capable of responding. She couldn’t even have looked them in the eye.

Trees replaced the network of houses, and the track spread wider for carts and carriages. Branches, marked by tiny green kisses, stood out mean and sharp against the sky.

She walked on, meandering over the moor, until she saw Thorpe Hall’s chimneys standing out amongst the budding trees. Drab stone and an empty drive gave no welcome. Windows with no reflection sapped the light. Out of sight, horses’ hooves clipped the ground and dogs grizzled while chains rattled. She knocked on the side door. Her knuckles stung. It didn’t matter who opened it. When it swung open, she stepped inside.

“Is squire in?” she asked.

Voices from the kitchens. “Well, how do to you too, Jiddy! Want me to take you straight in?” said Violet Ashner with her head cocked to one side and arms folded across her skinny chest.

Jiddy clenched her jaw. “Sorry. It’s all right, I know way,” she said, leaving the younger girl to stare after her.

Standing on the rug, fire blazing, Jiddy shivered. The cold that gripped her body created a barrier to the heat and she couldn’t shift it. The spit of damp wood. The crackle of flames, flickering, fluttering. The smell of tobacco and wet coal. She caught the squire observing her.

“Mrs. Farsyde is still in her chamber,” he said. “Does she expect you?”

She couldn’t help herself, what with the bright flames in the fireplace and the familiarity of the squire’s voice and the sanctuary of his study. Her body gave way, and she sank, knees bending, skirt rumpling, hands touching the solid floor.

He strode to her side, shoe buckles cold against her fingers. If only she could sleep and wake the next day to find none of this had happened. Let me stay here, let me sink further, but instead, a hand grasped her arm and another hand, her elbow.

“Help!” he shouted. “Robert!” He heaved Jiddy to her feet. “Let’s get you sitting in a chair. Robert!” She held his arm, pressing her feet hard into the floor to stand. “Do you feel faint?”

Stretching out a hand, she took several steps and reached a chair. Releasing her, Squire Farsyde hurried to the door and pulled it wide. She couldn’t stop shaking, her whole body trembled, even her teeth chattered, and she closed her eyes, pressing in the tears swelling under her lids.

“Robert!”

Jiddy sat, hands clasped to stop them shaking while tea was brought and set on a table.

It could have been Robert who brought it, or Violet, or both. The silver grey of the sky pooled in her eyes, and she couldn’t see the room in its true colours. She couldn’t hear what people were saying. Maybe the sea had seeped into her body while she fought for her life in the waves, and she viewed the room through brine and heard noises through the gloop of an ocean’s depths.

Someone wrapped her hands around a cup. A flounce of dress appeared. Noises became more distinct. Mrs. Farsyde spoke, and Squire Farsyde answered. Remembering why she’d come to the hall, Jiddy stood. The cup fell, making a dull thud on the rug. Faces turned to look. She’d come to the hall for a reason, and she had to deliver the news. She had to say the words out loud. She opened her mouth and a voice, her voice, came out. “Captain Ryethorpe’s dead.”

A scream brought the two figures into focus. Squire Farsyde, stern, shaking his head. Mrs. Farsyde, face white, hands clasped to her cheeks, her mouth wrenched in horror.


Chapter Five

Mrs. Farsyde sprawled on the settee, clutching her belly. Standing in the doorway, the squire shouted orders to anyone within earshot. Jiddy fell to her knees at her mistress’s side and reached for her hand. “I didn’t mean to give you shock,” she said, holding back her tears.

“Where have you gone?!” Footsteps, fast-paced, the squire marched across the room and appeared beside the settee, breathing fast and heavy. So much noise. “We need to get Mrs. Farsyde back upstairs. Bed rest, doctor said, nothing but bed rest.”

“Captain Ryethorpe cannot be dead!” Mrs. Farsyde sat, pulling her hand free from Jiddy’s grasp.

Jiddy reached out for her again. “Yes, yes, it’s a shock, I know. I’m sorry to break news of a death like this.” She glanced at the doorway. “Maybe you’d be better upstairs?”

“He was here the day before yesterday…” Mrs. Farsyde’s words petered out as she tried to remember. “What happened? Did this happen last night?”

“Night before,” said Jiddy, panicking at the show of grief from her mistress. “I really feel you’d be best upstairs, ma’am. Let me help you?”

Tears rolled down Mrs. Farsyde’s cheeks and she brushed Jiddy’s hand away. “Why is he dead? How? Explain!”

“My dear,” the squire soothed, “there is no need for you to be so distraught.”

“He was our guest.” She craned her neck to face her husband. “How could you let this happen? You’re supposed to take good care of our guests.”

“I can’t be responsible for everyone. Lord Ryethorpe lodged at Musgrave’s.”

“He lodged with us first! He was one of us, not an ordinary soldier.”

The squire recoiled at the masked accusation, and Jiddy, scrambling to her feet, stood between them. “It were high tide other night, and it came right into dock,” she said. “It were no-one’s fault. Tide swept him away.”

Mrs. Farsyde grasped Jiddy’s hand again, making her jump. “You were there when it took him?”

Caught in the glare of her mistress’s eyes and vice-like fingers, she nodded.

The squire strode to the door again, pushing the bemused servants away. “Come back when I call.” He slammed the door closed. “Quiet, quiet,” he said. “If the captain died the night before last, why have you waited a whole day and another night to tell me? Is there more to this than you’re saying?”

Mrs. Farsyde used Jiddy’s shoulder to stand and, leaning on her, spoke before Jiddy had a chance to reply. “Maybe it wasn’t him. He could ride up at any moment. He visits you most days, and I thought I heard horse’s hooves…” She ambled to the window and looked out.

“I’m afraid it was Captain Ryethorpe,” said Jiddy, addressing the squire more quietly. “Sea came and swept us off our feet. I barely survived myself, but I got to beach, and I were exhausted. I went home and passed out and slept right through. When I woke, Annie were round, and I were in shock I suppose. I didn’t want to be out… I’m sorry I didn’t come straight to let you know. Has no-one else been to see you?”

“No. Should they?”

She shook her head; she couldn’t bring Sandy and Abe into it if Squire Farsyde hadn’t been told of their presence during the night.

“But why were you there?” he asked equally quietly and with one eye on his wife’s back, then, after a moment, “It doesn’t matter. If no-one saw you, it can only be assumed what’s happened to the captain.”

“Silas knows.” Jiddy sighed. “And Annie’s brother Andrew suspects.”

Squire Farsyde nodded, eyes still on his wife. “Well, the good news is, I’ve not heard anything from anyone else at present. Deputy Staincliffe hasn’t called, none of the Bay men have been here, and there’s been no tittle-tattle in the kitchen. You’ve not heard any gossip, have you?” He addressed his wife, who, clutching a handkerchief and turning to face them, shook her head.

“Seems we have luck on our side,” the squire continued. “No-one has picked up on this yet. Shows no-one saw or has talked.”

“I did go on beach to make sure he’d not been washed up, and there’s no sign of him,” Jiddy said, glancing in Mrs. Farsyde’s direction; she appeared not to have heard. “He didn’t realise how waves can sweep you off your feet. He must be far out by now, otherwise tide would have swept him back in.”

With a cry of anguish, Mrs. Farsyde looked around. “What do you mean?”

The squire joined his wife by the window and took her arm. “Spring tides are dangerous, my dear. It seems the captain did not know how dangerous. Now, let’s get you—”

“No, I won’t go to my room!”

“This is serious,” he said to Jiddy. “Deputy Staincliffe will be putting out an inquiry any time now if the captain has vanished. You really didn’t need to be involved. I don’t understand why you think you needed to be.”

Jiddy shrugged. “As I said, Silas and Andrew know.”

He nodded. “Best be prepared. Staincliffe will ask why you were there if he gets a single whiff of this.”

Both the Farsydes looked expectantly at her.

“I were on my way home.”

After a moment, the squire slid an arm around his wife to lead her away to her room. “It’s time you were resting, my dear.” Mrs. Farsyde shook her head, pulling back and twisting around, but the squire held her firm. “I’ll make sure you’re informed. Any news and I will send Jiddy or Violet to tell you.”

“No, I want to know why Jiddy was with Captain Ryethorpe!”

Jiddy searched for a reason that would hurt neither of them, but the squire wasn’t engaging with his wife’s question. He opened the door and, still holding his wife, called out, “Violet?”

The girl appeared quickly, as though she’d been waiting nearby.

Mrs. Farsyde took Violet’s arm and looked over her shoulder at Jiddy. “You will come straight away when you have news?”

Jiddy bobbed. “Of course, ma’am.”

Once Squire Farsyde closed the door and they heard Mrs. Farsyde and Violet ascend the stairs, he returned to the fireplace. “You need to tell me everything.”

Jiddy looked to the door before meeting the squire’s gaze, considering how much he should be told. “I can’t tell Deputy Staincliffe what really happened.”

The squire let out a long breath. “Right. Well, I agree, but I need to know who to warn.”

“It weren’t quite an accident.”

“I gather it wasn’t,” he said, resting one foot on the fender.

“I tried to save him, not kill him.” Jiddy moved to the window, looking out as Mrs. Farsyde had done. “He didn’t believe how sea can flood dock.”

The squire raised his hand. “It’s all right, I don’t need details, but I do need to know why you and the captain were in the dock at the same time.”

“I can’t tell you.”

He stepped forward, his face reddening. “This is me you’re talking to. You came here for a reason, so out with it.”

“It won’t look good,” she insisted.

“We’ll find something else to tell Staincliffe.”

Sinking into a chair, Jiddy clutched her hands together. “I saw Deputy Staincliffe yesterday when I were looking for Captain Ryethorpe’s body on beach, in case it had washed up.”

“And?”

“And I told him I were looking for Mrs. Grainger’s lad, Samuel, but I wasn’t looking for him.”

“I didn’t know she had a Samuel.”

“She hasn’t, but I were shouting Samuel so I had to think of some explanation! Luckily, three of Storm lads turned up, so I pretended that one of them were him. I made sure they didn’t say anything.”

Squire Farsyde clicked his tongue. “This isn’t good.”

“It’s worse. Abe and Sandy were there other night as well. It’s only a matter of time before that gets to Deputy Staincliffe’s ears.”

“The three of you did this?”

“No! Well, yes! It were all a muddle!” she said, raising her head. “Captain Ryethorpe had come to Fisherhead. He were still angry with me about inventing smugglers’ names and making him look a fool, and he were on his way out door when Abe and Sandy showed. Abe, could have been Sandy, one of them knocked him out, and we all ended up in dock. I followed them. They didn’t see me.”

“What happened in the dock with Abe and Sandy?”

Jiddy avoided his eyes. “Causeway were completely underwater,” she said in a low voice, “and waves were lapping higher. Captain were unconscious, and Abe and Sandy left him on ground and headed up King Street, and, well, I couldn’t leave captain, could I? He did come round, and I got him on his feet, but he wouldn’t understand we had to get out of dock and a massive whoosh of water swept in.”

“I’m not going to ask exactly why the captain came to Fisherhead late in the evening rather than in daytime, but did anyone else see him there?”

She shook her head.

“Did anyone see Abe or Sandy?”

“There wasn’t a soul out,” she said. He scrutinised her face, and she held his gaze. “I’m telling truth.”

“Right,” he finally muttered after studying her for several moments. “I’ll have to tell Deputy Staincliffe something feasible before they tear the Bay apart looking for the captain.”

Jiddy nodded again. “I’ve seen soldiers about.”

“Of course, they’re bound to be. Fine then, he’ll want to talk to you in more depth. I doubt he believed you were looking for a little lad. I thought you were cleverer than this.” He studied her again, spreading his hands when she didn’t respond. “Well? What reason did you give?”

Jiddy looked down at the rug. “I didn’t need to say a word.”

The fact that three of Abe Storm’s grandchildren had appeared in the dock, shouting and chasing each other, and she’d run and grabbed the eldest, yanking him to her side and marching so fast his little brothers had had to follow must have convinced Staincliffe. She couldn’t know for certain if he believed young John Storm was the Samuel she’d said she was looking for, but she’d never been so happy to see those little lads running round Bay when they should have been in bed.

“All right,” the squire said. “If there is a problem, we’ll soon know about it. He’ll probably want to speak to you this afternoon, so stay in the house. And you were passing through the dock, nothing more. No mention of Ryethorpe being at Fisherhead or any nonsense of the sort. Not a peep about Abe and Sandy, I’ll be talking to them myself.”

“I wouldn’t, I’d never—”

“I know, but we must check we all have the same story to tell. You were passing through the dock…why?”

Jiddy’s mind drew a blank. Why on earth would she be walking through the dock after dark? Where could she have been and why?
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