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Foreword


Castle Dor is a double find for me. Not only is it a novel written—or partly written—by Daphne du Maurier that I had not read before, but it is one that had been begun and half completed, before she took it over, by a hero of my youth, the writer and critic Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. When I was at school in the forties, “Q,” as the great man was more generally known, inspired me to read—and I hope to recognize—the best in English literature. I still possess three of his excellent Studies in Literature, old and with yellowing pages but still serving as the best guide to literary judgment that I know. In his foreword to the earliest volume, first published in 1918 and reprinted many times since, he states his own position with beautiful clarity: “… before starting to lay down principles of literature or aesthetic a man should offer some evidence of his capacity to enjoy the better and eschew the worst.” And, as an example—he always gives examples: “By ‘poetry,’ in these pages, I mean what has been written by Homer, Dante, Shakespeare and some others.”


That this exceptionally scholarly man whose judgments, always rich and sensitive, though sometimes austere, should have embarked on an intensely romantic retelling of the old Cornish legend of that famous pair of tragic lovers, Tristan and Queen Iseult, is intriguing in itself. But what makes it even more fascinating is that Daphne du Maurier, asked by “Q” ’s daughter long after her father’s death to finish this novel that he had set aside “near the end of a chapter, halfway through,” did so in such a skillful fashion that it is impossible to guess with any certainty the exact point at which she began to write. She says, in a modest foreword, that she “could not imitate ‘Q’’s style… that would have been robbing the dead,” but she had known him when she was a child, remembered him as a genial host at many a Sunday supper, and “by thinking back to conversations long forgotten” she could recapture something of the man himself and trust herself to “fall into his mood.”


She has succeeded superbly. “Q” had set his retelling of the ancient legend in the early 1840s, in the Cornish countryside around the Fowey river that he loved and knew so well. The Tristan of the legend has become Amyot Trestane, a young Breton onion-seller from the Jolie Bris, a small schooner that plies the Breton coast and sails to Cornwall regularly with seasonal cargoes of strawberries, apricots, onions and lime—the last in great demand by the Cornish potteries, since the kilns which had once burned at the head of every creek had by this time been abandoned. The Captain of the Jolie Bris is a monster, a vicious drunk, and Amyot jumps ship to escape from his sadistic cruelty. After rescuing her when her horse runs away with her carriage, he falls in love with Linnet Lewarne, the beautiful new bride of Mark Lewarne, the landlord of the Rose and Anchor inn at Troy. Mark dotes on his young wife but he is a cantankerous old man and wildly jealous. And so the stage is set.


Each of the doomed lovers has moments when he or she is seized by confusing sensations of being part of something older and stronger than themselves, some force that links them with the past, and sets them on the same tragic path as the legendary pair who lived and died so many centuries before. Central to their story is a certain Doctor Carfax, who seems to have been intended by “Q” as the main mover and shaker, controlling events, Daphne du Maurier suggests, a little like Shakespeare’s Prospero. He is, for her, the most sympathetic and rounded character in the novel, which opens with him in his role as the local doctor, waiting one night upon the earthwork of Castle Dor for the blacksmith’s wife to give birth, and being seized by wonder at the earth that holds so many universal secrets that might “never so flower again, yet be unable to forget or desist from the effort to throw up secondary shoots.” Doctor Carfax is present throughout the story, explaining, holding it together, and at the end he is still there, an old man pondering the mysteries of love, and dreaming about one of the “saddest love stories in the world.”


There are a number of different versions of the Tristan and Iseult legend and Daphne du Maurier tells us that she read all she could discover before she took on the task of completing the novel, and found inconsistencies and confusions that she had to resolve in order to satisfy her own “sense of order.” In “Q” ’s unfinished half of the novel, the earthwork of Castle Dor where King Mark, Queen Iseult’s husband, had his palace in the legend, has become the site of Lantyan, a farmhouse that belongs to Bosanko, a local farmer with whom Amyot finds refuge and a job. Although Bosanko and his wife and two children play no part in the original story, there are many deliberate connections between the old tale and the new. In “Q” ’s version, Linnet contrives to fall from a hay wain into Amyot’s arms, and when her jealous husband accuses her of infidelity, she laughs at him, saying that she can hardly claim no other man has touched her, since the lowly farmhand, Amyot, has just saved her life. Centuries before, Queen Iseult had made the same mocking answer to King Mark after she had been helped ashore from the Fal by Tristan, disguised as a leper, and had tumbled with him, wrapped in his arms, on landing. A somewhat more labored connection is made between Tristan’s unintended death by a friend’s poisoned spear, and Amyot’s death, after he has misunderstood Doctor Carfax’s attempts to rescue him from a disused mine shaft and inadvertently cut himself with the doctor’s clasp knife that had just been used to remove a stone from a horse’s hoof. There were no antibiotics in 1840, as Carfax’s musing over the results of the terrible accident reminds us.


Daphne du Maurier is often—and automatically—dismissed as a “romantic novelist.” Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch is, above all, a scholar. In the first of his Studies in Literature he includes an essay, or discourse, on the terms “Classical” and “Romantic.” He considers these labels, as they are often applied to great poets, novelists, playwrights, to be meaningless, and is against considering literature as if it were something that could be studied in compartments under abstract headings: “influences,” “tendencies,” “isms.” Books, plays, poems, he insists, I think rightly, are written using the rare skills their authors were born with and have honed over the years. “Shakespeare, Milton, Shelley did not write ‘classicism’ or ‘romanticism.’ They wrote Hamlet, Lycidas, The Cenci.”


This immensely complex but extremely readable novel is a splendid story of love and loss with fascinating links to two widely separated centuries by two very different, but very skillful writers.


Nina Bawden


2003












It was my father’s intention to dedicate this book to Mr. and Mrs. Santo of Lantyan


F. F. Q.-C.












BOOK ONE




You and I and Amyas,


Amyas and you and I


To the green wood must we go, alas!


You and I, my lyf, and Amyas.


William Cornish
















Prologue


Many years ago, in the early 1840s, on an October night very clear and lustrous, a certain Doctor Carfax stood sentry with a field-telescope upon the earthwork of Castle Dor in Cornwall. He had arrived on a summons to the blacksmith’s at the crossroads nearby, the blacksmith’s wife being in labor. He had arrived to find the travail going well and naturally: and being a one who believed in nature being left to herself, put his bag on the kitchen chair, and strolled off across a dewy meadow, having told the competent midwife to hail him when necessary. After a while on the earthwork, which lay but a field away from the forge, the doctor, accustomed to such vigils, found himself passing familiarly enough through three stages of sensation, to arrive upon a fourth at once novel and most magical.


First came that feeling of aloofness which, while it seems to be regal enough, belongs to any man of ordinary imagination who stands on a high ridge under stars. They are a crown we can all fit upon us, to cheat us into derisory thoughts of this planet and a mood in which all man’s fret upon it becomes as a weaving of midges beneath a summer bough. This mood contains its own rebuke. Being men, we belong to earth: belonging to earth, like Archimedes, we must stand somewhere: and wherever we stand to play at astronomers, it is a condition that we cannot be aware of what hovers at our feet.


Ignoring these considerations, and still intent on the firmament—where over the plain of the sea Sirius sparkled as a flint under the heel of the Hunter, Aldebaran was a ruby and the Pleiads aloft on its right hung like a cobweb in the cross-moonshine—Doctor Carfax passed to a second apprehension again familiar—of the vast dome inexorably, almost visibly turning, and of our earth (himself with it) spinning “widdershins” or back-somersaulting beneath it, at incredible speed.


This (for he was a commonsensical man, albeit imaginative) hitched him back to his feet—to be aware of the dark brambles around him covering grass-blades innumerable and minute leaflets of the thyme by the million; these in turn covering asleep the insect life to be released in its myriads next summer and fill the air and all the field with humming. Of a sudden our world grew enormous again—a rounded world with curved uplands that dipped to the sea’s more gradual curve. The sea itself…




the great sea


Lay, a strong vessel at his master’s gate,


And, like a drunken giant, sobbed in sleep.





No—Sea and Land were giant and giantess, rather, locked in exhaustion after tremendous embraces: and it seemed to him—now turned from watcher to listener—that while the giant audibly snored, his mate could not sleep: that her bosom heaved with an inarticulate trouble, a word that could not be told; and somehow that the secret was meant for him, and concerned men and women just here where he stood. Yet it could not concern—it was too important to concern—any of the folk who slept in the valley cottages beneath him or the immediate trouble at the forge-house nearby on the high road, or anyone in the vale below him there who perchance lay awake remembering a sorrow locked away in this or that folded churchyard among the hills… He knew—as who but a medical practitioner can know—these folk.


No, again. This most ancient cirque of Castle Dor, deserted, bramble-grown, was the very nipple of a huge breast in pain, aching for discharge.


Day broke slowly—closing a shutter on space to open another on time. For the rampart overlooks on the one hand a bay of the sea, on the other a river ford deep-set in a vale: From a nook of the bay, centuries ago, a soi-disant Caesar pushed out with his ships to win Rome. In a field sloping northward from the ramp, the guns and foot of a Parliament Army capitulated to King Charles on his last campaign of the West. The king had his coach anchored under the lee of a hedge yonder, and slept in it on the night before the surrender. Across the ford below regiments have stormed and shouted.


But these memories lifted themselves with the valley mists, to dissolve and trail away over woodland, arable, pasture; and he knew that it was not for any secret of theirs he had been listening, nor yet for any lowly tale decipherable of quarrel, ancient feud, litigation, which had parceled the fields at his feet or twisted the parish roads. All England is a palimpsest of such, scored over with writ of hate and love, begettings of children beneath the hazels, betrayals, appeals, curses, concealed travails. But this was different somehow. It had no dimensions, small or great. In a way it had escaped dimensions, to be universal; and yet just here—here, waiting… An owl hooted up from the woods. A titlark on a stone announced the day. A moment later in the daylight the blacksmith, coming across the meadow, panted that all was well but he was wanted. Doctor Carfax closed his telescope, musing, and retraced his steps to the forge. The word, for a moment so close upon utterance, had escaped him.
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The onion-seller


“Amyot!”


The unintelligible word was spoken in a liquid foreign voice; not, however, as the French would pronounce it, but closing with a sharp “t”—sharp as if plucked on a lute string. A sigh lingered after it. Word and sigh seemed to melt together off the old mirror in which Mrs. Lewarne had been admiring herself.


She turned about. Someone had spoken within the room, close, at her shoulder. Her maid, Deborah?


But no Deborah stood in the doorway. Indeed on a quick second thought she knew that the old mirror, for all the tarnish of its quicksilver, would have reflected anyone standing there. Into the paneled triangular bedroom, frowsy with disuse, the sunshine, reflected from a whitewashed house-front across the narrow street, filtered as if stealing its way. Linnet Lewarne, half an hour ago, had pulled up the blind and lifted the window before falling to study her image in the glass; an excusable dalliance, she being a bride of twelve months. Also she was mistress of this house—the Rose and Anchor, Troy—an old well-reputed house, owned by an old husband who idolized her in his way. She had, as folks said, “done very well for herself.” Her maiden name had been Linnet Constantine; her father a onetime blacksmith, having owned, some nineteen years ago, a forge and cottage, high on the hill, by Castle Dor.


If the smallest shadow of demur or of discontent had clouded her brow as she lifted the blind, set it down to her pure youthfulness upon which the waft of age through the old bedchamber acted repulsively. And now all trace of demur—if such it had ever worn—was gone from her face as she stepped half a pace back, then a little more than half a tiptoe forward, turning a little this way and that before her image that the old quicksilver clutched like a miser.


For her husband had given her a new gown of her choosing, to drive with him to Castle Dor races. It was of a very pale green muslin sprigged with rosebuds; and her hat matched it—a broad hat with pale green ribbons meeting under the chin. And her sunshade matched. She had half opened it, to try its effect; but desisted, remembering that it was unlucky to open any sort of umbrella indoors.


“Amyot!”


The voice had not been Deborah’s quite, and yet was mixed up with hers, as well as with some preoccupation over a foreign gentleman. It was annoying of course that he should have chosen Castle Dor race day of all others for moving in. All yesterday had been spent by her and Deborah in cleaning, dusting, airing bed linen, polishing the old uneven floor with soft brooms and beeswax. Stepping to the window, she heard Deborah’s irritable voice, now from the doorway close around the angle of the house.


“Two shillings! Highway robbery!”


“Plaît-il?”


Linnet divined. This was the time of year when the Breton schooners arrive, and their cabin boys are sent ashore to chaffer strings of onions, asking a price which can be cheapened by a fifth at the shop next door. It had happened so last September, her first month of housekeeping.


Linnet could never afterwards tell why she turned so quickly from the mirror and slipped out past the door of the large Wagon Room, within which glasses jingled, and her old husband, from the chair of the Ordinary, led a “tally-ho” to the company over some sporting story. She paused by the door for an instant, just to listen like a good wife and make sure he was not drunk, then passed down the stair.


She foreknew more or less the scene in the doorway: the town square, empty as usual in the dinner hour—today even emptier than usual, the populace having tramped up the hill to the race field. The farmers and sporting men, now finishing their brandies and cigars in the Wagon Room, would presently push themselves into two-horse brakes and be borne away to the field, puffing bad tobacco between the hedgerows. She would follow after an interval, seated in a barouche beside her husband, who had a craze for exhibiting her. Her name appeared on the placards of the race-meeting as donor of a twenty-guinea steeplechase cup, which she was to hand to the winning jockey. She had practiced her gesture in giving it twice or thrice before the old looking glass.


Down the stair to the porch she came. On the step Deborah, hand on hip, stood denouncing a young man in patched blue jumper and worse patched trousers that, being all too short, showed naked ankle and three or four inches of naked leg above his wooden sabots, a beret on his head and, across his back, a pole with five or six ropes of onions slung on it.


“Heathen boy! Go and ask two shillings off the Pope—no, but hi, you! Come back!”


The onion-seller had turned to go as Mrs. Lewarne reached the porch. At Deborah’s sudden outcry he wheeled slowly about in the roadway: a singularly handsome fellow with a sullen set of the jaw and fine brown eyes, his skin deeply tanned by wind and weather.


Deborah darted at him and spun him roundabout.


“See here, mistress!”


“Oh, it’s cruel!”


A broad smear crossed the young man’s back, over the shoulder blades and just beneath the onion pole: a smear that at one point ran down to five or six inches, purpling and still damping his blouse with blood.


“Who did it to you?”


“What is your ship?”


“Your name, anyway?” demanded Deborah.


“Amyot.”


“Foolish woman!” said Mrs. Lewarne. “When he told it to you not five minutes ago!”


“Told it to me? I never…” protested Deborah.


Mrs. Lewarne stood all confused, putting out a hand to a pillar of the porch. She had a strange sensation of something breaking out of the past to connect itself with something immediately to come. The square all seemed to be hushed as an empty space…


“Amyot,” repeated the onion-seller. “Amyot Trestane.” For a second or two he searched back among their questions; then added in his broken speech: “Of the Jolie Brise, schooner, from Brest. Mais tenez, mesdames—le patron!”


A giant of a man had lurched out of the bar, where he had been dozing off his liquor, and stood in the porchway, pausing for the moment to wipe his mouth. Over Mrs. Lewarne’s shoulder his gaze fell on the onion-seller.


“Petit cochon!” he roared. “Pas un chapelet vendu! Attends seulement!” and with that passed into a torrent of mixed French and Breton curses.


Linnet understood a little French, but nothing of his Breton. She faced around on him.


“All his onions are sold: I have bought them. But did you do that?” She pointed as Deborah spun the young man about again. “If so you are a beast!”


The giant grinned tolerantly, as one who understands women.


“These fellows, madame, are all lazy swine. They will learn nothing but at the rope’s end.”


With a sharp cough Linnet’s husband, Mark Lewarne, peered out from behind—a man of some sixty years, proprietor of the Rose and Anchor.


“What’s all this?” he demanded in a high voice, half dictatorial, half querulous. Then, his eyes falling on his wife, he became of a sudden insensible to the rest of the scene. “What’s all this?” he repeated, more shrilly. “Didn’t I expressly ask you, my dear, to come in and hand around the cigars?”


“Didn’t Deborah hand the cigars?”


“It’s not the same. It’s not the same thing at all. And afterwards to sit and take a sip out of my glass. There was a chair set by my side. That gown of yours—I shall pay a pretty penny for it, this side of quarter-day. A man’s own is his own, eh?” He appealed to the Breton skipper.


“Above all, when he owns an armful of so much charm,” agreed that ogre, turning from him to leer knowingly at the two women.


Mrs. Lewarne avoided Deborah’s eye; yet her next words were addressed to Deborah.


“I have bought those onions. Take them off his back.”


The skipper stepped forward, possibly to help in a half-drunken way, while she felt for placket-hole and purse.


“At two shillings the string?” he demanded, looking back at the landlord to make sure.


But he spoke too soon. The onion-seller, as Deborah released the pole of its weight, caught it off his shoulders, swung it high and made for the giant as if to brain him. Deborah screamed. Linnet caught her breath. The giant stepped back half a pace. He had arms like a gorilla’s. But just then the scene came to a ridiculous pause. Feet of the revelers came tumbling downstairs from the upper room, and almost simultaneously a voice commanded:


“Stop that! What the devil!…” followed, in the instant, by “Halte la!”
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The Notary Ledru


The occupant of the barouche opened his eyes and lifted his shoulders from the cushion against which they reclined—this with a slight start, as of one suddenly awakened from a doze. Yet it was incredible that he could have dozed through that precipitous descent into Troy, which has been known to terrify strangers half out of their wits.


He wore a black traveling-cape. A black hat of velvet, extremely wide of brim, covered his white locks. It had fallen forward a little over his eyes; and as he pushed it back with a black-gloved hand Linnet had a sensation that he was the oldest man she had ever seen in her life—old past belief, so many were the lines on his shaven face; and yet (as she put it to herself a moment later) most wonderfully young for his age. For his complexion was as of ivory, almost transparent, and seemed to hold an inner light of its own.


As a rule old things made Linnet shiver—or had made her shiver of late. But the aspect of this old man did not repel her. It mastered her, rather. It mastered at any rate, and at once, her curiosity.


She had a quick eye. “A gentleman,” she said to herself, as Deborah stepped to open the carriage door.


The visitor too had a quick eye. It flickered for an instant on Linnet and then selected her husband from the group on the step.


“Monsieur my host, if I am not mistaken? But pardon me, I seem to have dropped, at your doorway, back into my own country.”


He spoke in excellent English, with scarcely a trace of foreign accent, looking meanwhile from the onion-seller to the skipper, whom he next addressed, gently enough.


“My friend, our meetings would seem to be providential. The last, if I remember, was at Landerneau, when the bishop was forced to interrupt a pardon because you were beating an ass unmercifully at the back of the fair.”


“As I am an honest man, Monsieur le Notaire—”


“Which, in fact, you are not,” returned the stranger, dusting his hat. “It was not, if I remember, precisely for that virtue that you, Fouguereau, left Quimper two years ago and opened a cabaret at Pont l’Abbé. A theft of fowls, was it not? And I had the pleasure of prosecuting. You afterwards purchased a ship at Loctudy. You remember me also, I dare say?”


“I do, Monsieur Ledru. Why, of course—”


“You see, he already introduces me.” The stranger turned to address the landlord. “Yes, my name is Ledru, Notary of Quimper: and my room will be ready for me, doubtless, as your carriage was waiting at Lostwithiel railway station, even though,” he added, lifting his face to a sudden roar of laughter from some belated drinkers in the Wagon Room upstairs, “you entertain more company than I had expected.”


“The races—” began Mark Lewarne.


“Yes, but your room is ready for you, sir,” Linnet interrupted, stepping close up behind Deborah, who still held open the carriage door. “The oldest in our house; but a pleasanter one, freshly papered, if you prefer it.”


Monsieur Ledru’s eyebrows went up a little. “Tenez, and are you the charming mistress of this house?”


“Your hot water shall be ready at once; and after that a grilled plaice, and an omelet to follow.”


“With onions, if you please.” He nodded at the ropes still encumbering Deborah’s left arm.


“Shredded and fried: and Deborah here can make an omelet,” Linnet promised valiantly.


“Then I am more and more at home.”


Monsieur Ledru bowed, distributed a benign smile on everybody and turned slowly about. He had by some power of command held the whole violent scene arrested. There stood the onion-seller in the roadway, with yoke-pole lowered; there the giant skipper, a bully; Deborah’s hand still hung at the carriage door. The driver stood as he had climbed down off the box seat: Linnet stood with lips half parted; her husband stood on the step behind her like a man who has received a message of which, for the moment, he can make nothing. And always in the upstairs room the noise of silly laughter continued.


“Then all is providential and I feel more and more at home.” Monsieur Ledru, standing erect, unwound the traveling rug from his legs. “And this fellow? It seemed to me, as we drove around the corner—turn right about, my son!… Ah! But this is abominable, you Fouguereau! May I put it to you that it discredits our country? No; for such as you do not understand. But let me at least assure you that this young man does not voyage back in your ship.”


Then followed a swift exchange of words in Breton, at the end of which the skipper picked up the stick which the onion-seller had dropped in the roadway, and slouched away with hunched shoulders.


Monsieur Ledru, still standing upright in the barouche, turned on the other.


“From where do you hail, my son?”


The answer came after a pause and as if with an effort.


“From L’Ile Tudy.”


“So look up at me and answer. What is your name?”


“Amyot.”


“Amyot, eh? And will that be Christian name or surname? What other, if you have one?”


The onion-seller was still staring after the retreating figure of his employer.


“My mother, sir, was called Trestane. She belonged to Douarnenez, so she once told me, and that we came to L’Ile Tudy, I think she said, soon after I was born…”


He shrugged, as though indifferent to past history, the light in his eye suggesting he had but one thought in mind: to renew the struggle—despite disparity of height—with the brutal skipper.


“A troublemaker, if you ask me,” pronounced the landlord, asserting himself from the upper step of the porch. “But I never pretended to understand foreigners—if you’ll excuse me, mister.”


Monsieur Ledru, in the act of stepping from the carriage, politely ignored this remark.


“The first thing to do,” said he, composedly addressing Deborah and signing that he wished to descend, “is to take this fellow indoors and bathe his back. Afterwards, if he be recovered, he shall row me some way up your river—that is, if you have a boat for hire, sir?”


“There’s a boat, of course—”


“Yes, I know; you would not be bothered about that just now. You are going to the races and on the point to depart for them, you and madame.” He bowed to Linnet as he climbed agilely down the carriage step. Then, after feeing the driver: “I saw the advertisement of your races on the blacksmith’s shutter at the crossroads. Madame is giving a cup, I understand.”


“Well, you may put it so,” the landlord conceded. “Of course, as a fact—”


“To be sure, and as a gallant husband… I think I hear your equipages coming downhill. Before they arrive and, rather than incommode these sportsmen”—with a bow to the general company in the porchway—“shall we pass in?”
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May and November


Mark Lewarne, his wife and their guest entered and went up the stairs in single file, Deborah following with the valise. At her command the onion-seller waited in the passage below. On the landing Lewarne, with an apology, turned aside to open the door of the Wagon Room and announce to the remnant of the diners that the wagonettes were approaching: Linnet and Monsieur Ledru went onto the best bedchamber.


“We have done our best with it, sir, but, as I said just now, we have a brighter one, newly papered, should you prefer it. Deborah, you may set down the gentleman’s portmanteau: then run, get some hot water and attend to that poor young man. Afterwards you can unpack for the gentleman in whichever room he decides upon.”


“But what is the matter with this room, madame?” asked Monsieur Ledru, looking about him.


“For my part I hate everything old,” Linnet confessed.


“Ah?” Monsieur Ledru turned, and with his back to the window looked at her quickly. The light, such as his opposing figure admitted, fell full on her face. “Now for my part I can understand your view, madame, though you can see with your own eyes that I must not share it.”


Linnet’s face had flushed, almost as soon as the words were past her lips. The manner of this fine old gentleman at once invited speech and rebuked it.


“I did not mean, sir—”


“Why, of course you did not. And if you had I should have no resentment. The old, madame, as they draw nearer to God, grow to share a little in one attribute of His—or if you prefer in a vacuity of His. He has no silly touchiness.”


“I only meant,” Linnet stammered, “that I dislike the smell of all this old oak. You see that Deborah has laid a fire, sir. We have been burning a fire for two days past, to air the room: but we agreed that, in this weather, it might be too hot for you. Still, if you are taking a boat, you may find the sight of one cheerful, later—and after traveling so far.”


“Thank you: yes, I should like a fire. At my time of life, madame, what used to be luxuries tend to become necessities. And unlike you I love old oak. There is nothing like it, madame, to last. We sleep in it, some endlessly; in our old age we like to dream by it and watch, waking, the fire in its core. But we dream of the birds that one built in the high branches, rocked by the wind.”


At this moment Deborah opened the door, carrying a can of hot water; and almost as though her opening of the door had admitted the noise through the open window opposite, the train of wagonettes rumbled below, rounded into the square and deployed, their drivers calling one to another for room with many facetious objurgations. Deborah announced first that the gentleman’s luncheon would be ready within ten minutes; next that the onion-seller was below, sponging himself, and she wished the mistress could see his wounds. She added, with a glance at Monsieur Ledru, that time was getting on.


“With your permission, madame, I also should wish to examine the young man’s hurts,” said the Notary, holding open the door.


So, Deborah, having deposited her jug, all three went their way out into the narrow corridor and were intercepted by the last-leaving diners at the door of the Wagon Room.


Mark Lewarne led them and, heading off his wife, faced about on her so that there was at once a block on the corridor and in the doorway behind him. He was clearly in an evil humor.


“I thought I told you—I thought I told you—”


Linnet’s face went white for an instant before hoisting a red flag of defiance. Monsieur Ledru could not perceive this, for he stood immediately behind her: but, noting the quick back-tilt of her pretty head, he surmised.


“I forget just what it was you told me,” answered Linnet, picking her words very deliberately. “But I think it amounted to this: that you wished to show me off in this new gown you have bought for me. Very well; if you will stand a little aside from the doorway, please, I will walk past very slowly with this gentleman, and your other guests can tell you very freely, as no doubt they will, what they think of your wife.”


“A man is master in his own house, ’tis agreed.” Mark, somewhat quelled, was conscious of a strong masculine backing in the doorway behind him. In face of a woman at once young and beautiful and in the devil of a temper such a backing is not always to be relied upon. A Scots skipper in the rear of the group, tall enough to look over the heads of those in front, half hummed, half chanted:




“What shall a young lassie—


What shall a young lassie


Do with an auld man?”





Mark overheard it and a titter that followed.


“A man is master in his own house,” he swore.


“And his wife its mistress,” Linnet answered. “Attend to your guests, and I will attend to mine.”


Her husband at once stepped aside and made way for her. Like a queen she passed the doorway. But she alone knew that he gave way chiefly through hopeless adoration. She passed the doorway in triumph, however, followed by Monsieur Ledru and Deborah.


The trio descended the stairs, and on the ground floor, at the end of a passage permeated with the smell of onions frying and sizzling, entered an ample stone-paved back kitchen, within which over a tub of hot water young Amyot bent, sponging himself. He stood up at their entry, naked to the waist; smiled on all gratefully and bent over the tub again. His back was cruelly scored, from the shoulderblades down to the line where the tucked trousertop covered hip and loin. But his shoulders were firm and muscular, very delicate of skin; and down the back, half embedding the backbone, ran two high muscular ridges such as only come of long and powerful rowing.


“I can prescribe for this,” announced Monsieur Ledru, after some close peering into the young fellow’s wounds. “If you have a chemist nearby—”


“But,” said Linnet, “I have ointments here in the house. I was brought up, sir”—she turned to the Notary—“on a farm, across the water, where it is hard to fetch a doctor, and help had to be handy for men who cut themselves at hedging or shearing.”


As she spoke she had put out her hand to Amyot’s shoulder. Unwittingly, for she was facing the Notary, her fingers touched it; and at the same moment, as unwittingly, Amyot lifted his sponge backwards and squeezed a rush of warm water over her hand.


“These local specifics,” the Notary was answering, “are usually the best—especially in the manner of ointments—”


“Linnet!” called her husband’s voice from above-stairs. “Where the devil are you delaying?”


Linnet snatched her hand away suddenly from the young man’s shoulder. The Notary caught, this time, the look of her eyes as she faced to the doorway through which her husband’s voice sounded, sharp and querulous. At first it was the look of a wild thing trapped. But in a moment the eyes contracted under a frown: their pupils narrowed and the iris, violet, lovely, seemed to narrow and sharpen with them.


“Linnet!” her husband’s voice called down to her.


She dropped the hand to her side, wetting her gown, paused and went upstairs.


“She has turned obedient of a sudden,” commented Deborah, after a pause filled with the sound of sponging and laving.


“I am not of that opinion, though to be sure you should know her better than I,” the Notary answered gravely. “I think rather that she has locked her door and is at this moment beginning to cast off her finery.”


Deborah stared at him, picked up a towel and began gently to dab the onion-seller’s back.


“If that’s so,” she asked as she dabbed, “what’s to be done, sir?”


“In your place I should follow her, knock at the door and remind her that we are ready for the ointment.”


Deborah went up.


She found that Linnet had indeed locked the bedroom door. But she came also on a sight that the Notary had not prophesied—on Mark Lewarne crouching outside, almost kneeling, at the keyhole, imploring.


“Leave her to me, master,” said Deborah.


She tapped on the door.


“Go away, I tell you!” commanded the voice within. “I tell you I am not coming!”


Deborah tapped again.


“It’s me, mistress—Deborah only. I have come to fetch the ointment.”


After a second or two the key was heard turning back the lock. With a sign to Mark that he was on no account to follow, Deborah tried the handle, opened the door just sufficiently, entered and closed it after her.


Linnet Lewarne went to the races after all.
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Troy River and Castle Dor


Later that afternoon, Deborah, having led the way down Mark Lewarne’s private quay stair to the boat, and having heftily drawn it alongside by its frape, launched the Notary and the onion-seller Amyot. For a minute or so she stood watching them—long enough to assure herself that the young man understood a boat and could pull, bandaged as he was, a pair of paddles deftly.


Monsieur Ledru, however, was inclined to doubt the lad’s capabilities when he found himself being pulled dangerously close (as he thought) to the stem of a black schooner anchored in the tideway.


“Take care!”


“It is all right,” Amyot assured him tranquilly. “This is the Jolie Brise.” He hailed the vessel with a queer sharp cry which Monsieur Ledru remembered later, and quite skillfully brought the boat alongside, close under the fore-chains.


A seaman came forward and leaned over the bulwarks.


“Yann, will you fetch and hand me down my kit—or shall I come? It is all in a bundle, in my bunk, with my fiddle beside it.”


“So I saw, just now, cleaning up the fo’c’s’le,” returned the seaman; “and I allowed to myself you were meaning to break ship. Not that I wonder.” He glanced over his shoulder, and again looked down with a good-natured grin. “Well, I will fetch the gear for you. But keep very quiet. The patron is below and, I do believe, in a worse humor than ever.”


The skipper was indeed below, and was moreover very wide awake. He had heard and recognized the cabin boy’s hail; and now from the after-companion he emerged and drew himself forth to his full height just as the seaman tumbled himself down through the fore-hatch. He lurched forward and looked overside.


“Eh?” said he, addressing Amyot. “So you’ve thought twice and are coming back, little fool?”


“To fetch his belongings,” answered Monsieur Ledru.


“His belongings? His belongings?” Fouguereau thundered. He took a step back to the open fore-hatch, bent over it and bellowed down: “Hi, below! What are you about, down there?”


The culprit, though frightened—for the power of a master, aboard his own ship, is well-nigh absolute—was a courageous fellow and a truthful one.


“I am fetching Amyot Trestane’s gear,” he answered, and came clambering up with the bundle in one hand and under his armpit a rude box-shaped fiddle.


“Without my permission, hein? You wait a while, my friend, and I’ll teach you too what is discipline. For a beginning, there!”


He snatched the fiddle away from under the seaman’s arm, broke it across his knee and flung the two pieces overboard, to float upward on the tide.


“There!” he repeated, having snatched the bundle in its turn, and holding it aloft over the bulwarks. “As for this trash, I keep it—or do you prefer that I throw it too into the harbor?”


“My friend,” said Monsieur Ledru, speaking almost as in a sleep, his old eyes half closed; yet he said it distinctly, “if you insist on the one or dare to attempt the other, I take this young man straight to the customhouse, and from that to the police inspector, whom I shall instruct to take out a summons against you. We shall next find a magistrate to certify it, and—well, I do not envy you your interview with your owners when you return to them with a conviction for brutality and a long bill of claim against them for the ship’s demurrage. I am not for punishment myself,” the old man continued placidly. “I am a Notary, not a judge. But I know the law in these matters rather better than you.” He unclosed his eyes, and looked up as if recalling himself from slumber. “So you had best hand down that bundle at once.”


Fouguereau considered for a moment, then thrust the bundle back upon the seaman.


“Here, toss it down to them—and good riddance, after all!”


“Excuse me,” Monsieur Ledru corrected him, this time sternly; “but you shall lower it with your own hands, and quite gently—yes, gently all the way.”


The bundle was handed down.


As it was received with a “Thank you,” the skipper swung about to curse the seaman. But again the old precise voice spoke up with authority, inflexible.


“We are going some way up the river. But I return towards evening, and shall be lodging at the Rose and Anchor for some while. If I hear of any more complaints about you I shall examine them, and they may find themselves reported in and about Loctudy and around the coast. Good day.”


About a hundred yards upstream they recovered the floating sound box and neckpiece of Amyot’s fiddle; also the bow. But this, snapped in two, was unmendable.


“I will buy you a better one,” Monsieur Ledru said, seeing tears in the lad’s eyes.


“But I made this myself, monsieur.”


“And maybe out of your own head, as the saying is,” Monsieur Ledru answered sarcastically. “It looks as if it could be mended. I am no musician for my part, and anyway you cannot play on it just now: for to begin with it is broken, and moreover you could not row me and play on your fiddle at the same time.”


It was at all events evident that Amyot could row. The muscles of his back, stiff at first and sore with their wounds, warmed to the work and gradually became pliant. His lengthened strokes grew easier.


With a strong tide under them they swept up the harbor and past the lading ships; threaded their way between these and the vessels moored amid-stream, waiting to be stemmed; turned the bend of a pool under a wooded cliff; turned again by a low isolated rock on the starboard hand, and, all noise and business of commerce fading away behind them, found themselves opening entrance upon a sheet of water, some three miles long, silent and still as a lake of dreams.


Hanging woods embowered it on the one hand: on the other, rough untilled land ran down, sheeted with bracken, to a fringe of coppice, thick bushes, wild vines and woodbines—all mirrored in this Sabbath sheet of water, all seeming to bend lower and lower as the tide rose to them. There was no sound on it. A cart track, tufted above highwater mark with wild valerian, ran down along the right bank of this loch under the woodlands, out of which (the one sign of life) a heron ahead flapped slowly across, flying not so high but that the smooth water accurately glassed every movement of his wings. Far ahead a wooded promontory, bluish-green in the haze, appeared as closing the flood.


“Ah, it is beautiful,” said Monsieur Ledru. “Rest on your oars for a moment, son: turn about and look…” But he added quaintly, almost with a sigh: “I was hoping against hope. There is no island. The map is right. Now if only there were an island!”


He pulled forth a map from his breast pocket and spread it on his knees.


“That rock we have just passed is the Wiseman’s Stone. There is a pool within the base of it frequented, they say, by otters. But there is no island, eh? Use your eyes, my boy.”


“It reminds me—” began Amyot, gazing.


“Eh?—of what?”


“I do not know, monsieur.” The confession came slowly, after a pause. “Of no place that I remember—and yet it reminds me.” Thereupon he too made a queer remark. “If the patron had not broken my fiddle, maybe it would tell me.”


“You suffer from fancies, my son,” said the Notary. But it seemed that he too suffered from fancies, for he went on: “You shall have a new fiddle tomorrow, if it will only conjure up an island hereabouts.”


“But mine—but this one—was of my own making,” Amyot objected passionately, staring down forlornly upon his wrecked instrument. “Perhaps that would make a difference—and the old one could conjure up, as monsieur puts it, but fancies: not an island—not a real island. It may have been that I never asked it, however. A propos, what sort of island would Monsieur require?”


“I know nothing of its shape or size,” Monsieur Ledru confessed. “But it ought to be here somewhere… It was an island where two knights fought centuries ago—the one for his master’s gain, the other for a lady. This was as it should be, according to the old saying that a knight should undertake no quarrel save for the truth’s sake or for a woman.”


Amyot considered this.


“Then I am afraid, monsieur, I can never hope to be a real knight. For if ever again I come across this—this Fouguereau who has smashed my poor fiddle… But about this island—it seems to me that knights in armor would not fight on a rock but on some sort of sandbank; and of such there may be a dozen left when the tide ebbs.”


“You think so?” said the Notary aloud, and under his voice, “Then perhaps you are not the dreamer I have been taking you for.” Aloud again he said, after Amyot had been rowing in silence for another half-mile or more: “The map shows a track somewhere near, leading up through the woods to a spot I particularly wish to visit. Can we leave the boat and explore? Or will the tide desert us, I wonder?”


“The tide will make for four hours yet,” Amyot answered him. “And I tried the depth under us with a paddle while you were talking. There is plenty of water: and in the pool we passed just now I found no bottom. As for mooring her, I can find a stone on the cart track yonder and use it for anchor.”


But by and by, upon the left-hand side, they came to a tiny creek, with a ruinated quay close inside, and at the upper end a deserted sawmill whose waterwheel had ceased to work. Amyot jumped ashore, hooped the boat’s painter with one turn of the hand in a clove hitch over an old bollard and helped Monsieur Ledru to step ashore.


They followed up the bank of the creek until it shallowed under the blank windows of the sawmill: found a line of stepping-stones, crossed by them, and struck a steep foot track up which they thrust their way between hazels. It led them out upon a high moor, short-turfed, dotted with furze. At their feet lay the river, broad in expanse.


Beyond the round of the hill they covered a couple of stiles, struck towards an orchard lane darkened by overhanging boughs, crossed the village street at its head, under garden walls overhung by drooping fuchsias, and mounted again by a cart-way between hedges draped with fern over the roots, and here and there over the fronds of which water poured in runnels.


The Notary pressed his pace up this hill, at a speed astonishing in one of his years. Once he halted for a moment, as if listening to the laps of water in the roadway gutters, and his hand twitched towards his pocket. “But no, we will wait,” he said. “The map, it is true, marks no island. If it marks no castle we have come in vain.”


Amyot’s face expressed nothing but puzzlement. He did not in the least understand what quest he was following. It might be for a flower. He had heard of men of science—botanists—who would travel over countries in search of some little plant—a moss maybe. It was all one to him.


Monsieur Ledru pushed on with an unrelaxed stride; and now, as the road at the top of the acclivity made a traverse out of the confined lane upon a broader road which disclosed a more gently sloping country of parceled arable and pasture, he began to trace and retrace his steps from right to left, from gate to gate; for the hedgerows, though diminished in height, were still above a man’s stature and allowed no prospect save through these gaps. Three or four times his fingers twitched towards his pocket; but always, as upon a quick afterthought, refrained. He zigzagged across the road, as a hound works to pick up a line of scent.


At length, climbing two bars of a gate on their right, he gave tongue:


“Voyons! The castle!”


Clutching the upper bar with his left hand to balance himself, he cried again:


“The castle! See, boy—there on the very ridge!”


“I see no castle, sir. I see only a round clump of bushes.”


“But that is the castle, I tell you, Castle Dor! Let us make a shortcut for it—I daresay now,” added Monsieur Ledru, as Amyot unhasped the gate upon a wheatfield, “I dare say you think me mad. An old man—and in such a hurry not to be late, hein?”


The late-left wheat in the field grew tall, with its millions of ears all full-ripe. It grew almost to the hedge, with just a swathe left for them to pass along in single file. From the gate they had overlooked the whole surface of the field, undulating with shine and shade, but here in the pathway the wheat out-topped them. They could see nothing to their right but its stalks; nothing save here and there a scarlet poppy, a shoot of blue flax, a butterfly drifting in a quiver of heat.


After fifty paces or so Monsieur Ledru turned about, lifted his hat and wiped his forehead.


“One gets the like of this,” said he, “at times, sailing between Ushant and the Main. Near the close of day, when the wind turns offshore and comes out over the water in a sudden warm breath of hayfields and strawberry-fields, straight down Brest harbor—I suppose,” he added, “when I promised you a castle just now, you expected some sort of a tower—a tall massive building, with fortifications, was it not?”


But Amyot had turned indifferent. “I had indeed expected—I cannot tell what, monsieur.”


The Notary clapped on his hat, and they resumed their way. It led them around an angle to a second gate, which admitted to a field of stubble. Amyot’s heels by this time gored him worse than the stripes on his back and loins.


A third gate opened upon a broad field of close-cropped pasture, the sides of which converged to a mound, now discernible as a cirque—and by and by as a double earthwork, each vallum overgrown with brambles, topping thorns and the elder that sprawls and kills all its neighbors. Straight ahead of them a wide gap opened in the rampart: and through it they passed into an amphitheater of close turf, screened from all winds: in diameter some two hundred-odd feet across, level and smooth as a table.


Monsieur Ledru, in an ecstasy which forbade speech, started pacing and counting. The inner side of the enclosure was almost bare of bushes. He found a seat on a cushion of wild thyme, and at length drew the map from his pocket.


“This is better than I thought—I said just now that we should be yet in time—I meant only that I should be here in time, to pay homage to the kings and their knights and ladies that once kept court within this very circle. It has been my long race against time and opportunity.”


He climbed through a gap in the encircling thorns, plunged down and across a tangled ditch, and clambering, led the way to the top of the outer vallum, which just here abutted on the high road. From their feet the country descended to a bay of the channel, blue beneath the summer haze. Turning about, they could descry at the foot of the ascent they had mounted, the river ford deep down in a wedge-shaped funnel of the woodlands.


“Castle Dor—you see it commands all approaches,” cried the Notary, pointing, “bay, river, road along the ridge—but hallo!”


His gaze, traveling along the ridge, fell on an enclosure dotted with tents, vehicles and human beings in clusters—a field full of folk. There were white-topped booths too outside the enclosure, lining a rise of the highway. On distant banks tiny flags flickered.


“Ah, to be sure—the races!”


On their way they had neither met nor passed a living soul, with the single exception of an aged woman filling her pitcher from a chute at the head of the village street. Here of course lay the explanation. The entire countryside had gathered itself yonder. Afar there a bell tinkled—a saddling-bell for the next race. Listening, the Notary and Amyot could almost articulate the cries of the bookmakers, shouting one against the others.


“It might be an ancient religious festival at this distance,” said Monsieur Ledru drily; “only it isn’t. At this distance,” he went on meditatively, “what an ant-hill it looks! The divine Homer, my son, likens the generations of men to the leaves of the forest. To me they resemble rather the spring’s renewal of grass, covering the world’s mistakes. You see where we stand at this moment: you see where the hucksters have planted their sweet-stalls yonder, beside that exposed patch of the road? Well, many centuries ago, here, where we stand, to this same rampart—yes, to this very yard of it, since it gives the best view along the road—a queen came, making excuse to her husband, but in truth for the first glimpse of her lover, as his horse rounded that same corner. It is a tragic story—one of the saddest. They trysted among the woods a little beyond and below the race field—there, where, without a wind a dark cloud is gathering and a darker cloud wheeling, foreboding a thunderstorm.”


“Lantyan!”


“Eh? But how, name of thunder—?”


Amyot dropped the hand with which he had been shielding his eyes. “Nay, monsieur, but the word came to me…”


At that moment an outcry, shriller than any they had heard heretofore, came borne to them from the race field. Groups of folk were seen breaking up of a sudden and detached dots of figures running towards the entrance gate.


“The ant-hill for some reason is in commotion,” observed Monsieur Ledru.


Gazing, they saw a booth by the gate collapse like a diminutive house of cards: then a scurry of figures to right and left of the road.


“It is a runaway carriage,” announced Amyot, using his young eyes.


He knelt and slipped off his sabots.
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