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Chapter One

1797

 



 



The russet and amber streaks of sunset fringed the clouds over Rabson Farm. With the shortening days of early December Hannah was aware that there were never enough hours to complete her tasks.

She loved the farm, but as the light began to fade she had an encroaching feeling that there was hidden menace lurking in the shadows. A shiver sped down her spine, compounding her instinct. It sharpened her stare as she gazed across the fields.

It was unsettling to realise that the farm was unusually deserted of workers. Sam Deacon, her overseer, had not returned from Launceston market. He had been accompanied by Aggie, the housemaid, to sell the cheese, butter and surplus milk. Mark Sawle, her groom, was also absent, having taken some broken implements to be repaired by the blacksmith at Trevowan Hard, her cousin Adam’s shipyard. Dick Caine, who should be feeding the horses, had sloped off and was nowhere in sight, and his wife Mab had also made herself scarce.

Hannah shook off a sense of vulnerability. It had been a long and busy day and she would not allow her tiredness to  conjure fears that danger was near at hand. She was no faint-heart and was a match for any man in a verbal battle. She was also far from defenceless. She touched the dagger she had taken to wearing at her waist since her husband’s death. She was adept at using it and was a practised shot with a pistol or shotgun. But she had reason to be wary of her safety.There had been several unsettling incidents in recent months involving local smugglers, and their leader, an enemy of her family, ruled the surrounding communities by intimidation and violence.

She was not frightened by the smuggler’s threats and had confronted the free-traders on several occasions. Her family were too influential for them to risk harming her, but neither did she underestimate them. She channelled her disquiet instead into anger at the advantage the Caines were taking of her generosity. She had been too lenient with them. No longer would she tolerate their laziness. She marched to their tied cottage to give them a final warning. The couple were growing more lax in their duties. They would never have taken such liberties when her husband Oswald was alive, and Hannah would not stand for it now.

When she pushed open the door the cottage was empty. It was also filthy. Cobwebs draped the rafters, dirty dishes were piled in the sink, and clothes and belongings were strewn on every chair, table and chest. Hannah shook her head in disgust. The house stank of mouldy food, unwashed clothes and bodies. She guessed the couple had walked the mile to the nearest kiddley - an ale house on the road to Trewenna - to avoid their evening tasks on the farm. As she turned to leave, she saw a keg of brandy on the floor by a rickety chair next to the unlit fire. She shook it. It was full.

Her anger against the couple mounted. Dick could never afford a keg of brandy. It was payment for his work with a smuggling gang, and she had forbidden him to consort with them. Many of her neighbours turned a blind eye to the free-traders, but not Hannah, at least not since her uncle Edward Loveday had been killed because of their activities on his land.

Hannah crossed the farmyard to do the work Dick Caine should be attending to. The three dairymaids had finished the milking and were taking the cows to the lower meadow to graze. They were giggling and talking about men. The young women always had romance on their minds.

The horses were still in the paddock and had to be stabled. To leave them out to pasture could mean the smugglers would use them for pack horses for the night. Four of the six mares belonged to her elder brother Japhet, who intended to use them as brood mares. Each had produced a thoroughbred foal that year.

Hannah was pleased to discover that her children had already penned the chickens and geese for the night. She could hear the youngsters playing hide and go seek in the farmhouse. Her heart swelled with love and pride.They were good children and never complained at the tasks they were set. It was important that they had their time for play before bedtime.The rabbit pie they would have for their supper was cooling on the kitchen table and the apple dumplings were simmering on the Cornish range. In an hour they would be in bed and Hannah would read to them from Gulliver’s Travels  before completing her evening tasks of mending clothes and house linen. She welcomed the long hours of work, which kept her grief at bay.

As she crossed the farmyard, the farm dogs barked from a  distant field. The sound rose in cadence, a sign they had encountered a stranger. The hairs at the back of Hannah’s neck prickled. She had the feeling of being watched. If anyone had been studying her they would have seen no ordinary farmer’s wife, but a woman of poise and beauty. Her figure was slim despite the four children she had borne in ten years of marriage, and the fading rays of the sun burnished her thick dark hair with fiery copper tints. A fire that was echoed in her blood and feisty temperament.

There was battle in her hazel eyes when she spun round to scan the track to the house and the surrounding fields. Although the dogs continued to bark, she could see no one. Her gaze narrowed as it lingered on a coppice on the far side of a field. The barking came from that direction. It could be a poacher, or worse a smuggler. The free-traders had once used that copse for storing contraband without permission. Tomorrow she would get Sam to search it. Harry Sawle, their leader, had been warned that if he used Loveday land to hide his contraband, the authorities would be informed and the illicit goods confiscated.

Again her skin prickled and she breathed deeply to combat a rush of unease incurred by thoughts of Harry Sawle. She had stood up to him in the past but he was an evil and vengeful man. She pushed the memories of those encounters aside. They were too unsettling.

Harry Sawle had not been in the district for three months since taking possession of his new ship Sea Mist. It had been built in her cousin Adam Loveday’s shipyard and Adam had suffered with his conscience for taking on the work when the family believed that Harry was partly responsible for Edward’s death. But without the commission the yard would  have had to close. It had cost Adam dear to swallow his pride, but he had been right. Sometimes it was necessary to dance with an enemy for a greater cause to be won. In time Sawle would pay for his treachery.

Her mood remained uneasy as she rounded up the horses. They were skittish and uncooperative and she was flagging with tiredness by the time the last one was in its stall. When she passed four pheasants hanging on a hook outside the tack room, her anger returned. Mab had been instructed to pluck and gut them while the dairymaids were at their evening milking so that the birds would be ready to be cooked tomorrow.

As Hannah fed and watered the horses the dogs continued to bark from the direction of the copse. The sun was sinking lower in the sky and her disquiet increased. Conscious of being alone in the outbuilding, she picked up a pitchfork for protection. Her fingers gripping the wooden handle were slick with perspiration.

The most frightening incident with Harry Sawle had been in this very barn. After Oswald’s death she had woken during a gale with the sound of the barn door banging, and not wishing for the children to be disturbed had gone out to close it. As she neared the building Sawle had grabbed her and dragged her inside. The memory of how he had forced his kiss on her and threatened that her family would suffer if she did not permit him to use her property to store contraband, made her flesh cringe. She had fought him, terrified he intended to inflict more than a kiss upon her. Harry had laughed at her struggles but to her relief had not attempted to assault her. He was arrogant enough to believe she would eventually yield willingly to his attentions.

She had vowed she would die rather than submit, and his evil laugh following her defiance now echoed sinisterly in her ears. But Sawle had needed Adam Loveday to build his ship and he would not risk crossing her cousin until the vessel was finished. Even then Hannah doubted the smuggler would be the victor in any encounter. He had come off second best in previous confrontations with Adam. There was also Adam’s twin St John to deal with. Sawle and St John had once been partners, at the time when St John had been married to Sawle’s sister, Meriel. Sawle had callously betrayed St John and framed him for a murder that he himself had committed. Following St John’s trial Meriel had run off with a rich lover.

The Lovedays had been united in their loyalty to St John and he had been acquitted of the murder. Meriel had soon been abandoned by her lover and had died last year. It had resurrected Sawle’s vengeance against the Lovedays. Shortly after that incident Sawle had shown how dangerous it was to defy him. The overseer on her brother Japhet’s property, Tor Farm, had been murdered and the housekeeper had disappeared. The land had been used for storing contraband whilst Japhet was out of the country. The authorities had found no evidence or witnesses against Sawle, but Hannah knew that he was responsible. It had been a warning to the Lovedays that they were not invincible against him.

She knew Adam would be furious that she had not told him of Harry Sawle’s intimidation that night in the barn. But Adam had his own worries at the yard. The year since his father’s death had not been easy. He had also moved into the house at Boscabel - the estate he had purchased. The house had been a partial ruin and had needed extensive renovation. If those were not problems enough, there had been the feuding  between Adam and his twin. St John had inherited the family home of Trevowan, but after Edward’s death he had reverted to his wastrel ways. The old rivalry between the twins had flared once more, this time worse than ever, and now there was no Edward Loveday to intercede between his warring sons.

Hannah wrapped her shawl closer around her body and suppressed a shiver of apprehension. The last of the sunlight was fading. The dogs had finally stopped barking, and to her relief she heard the wagon and horses returning with Sam and Aggie. She breathed more easily.

The children came running into the yard, Sam’s son Charlie with them. Their excitement made Hannah collect her thoughts. Sam would be hungry after a long day at the market and she had prepared a meal for him and Charlie to eat in their cottage. The farmhouse was in darkness and she hurried inside to light the candles and cut the rabbit pie into slices.

An hour later the children were abed, and Aggie had finished her chores and gone to the room in the barn she shared with the dairymaids. Hannah settled down to darning the children’s hose, a task she deplored, though it kept her mind from wandering to the happier evenings she had spent with Oswald.

Such memories were not easily suppressed. She had loved her husband with a passion. Oswald had inherited the farm in his late teens. His mother had died of consumption when he was seven, and his father after neglecting a chill he had contracted in a thunderstorm when he had ridden all night to round up his milk herd that had escaped on to the moor through a broken gate. Hannah had married Oswald on her eighteenth birthday.

Her choice of husband surprised many, for she had several  beaus calling at her father’s rectory. Oswald might not have been conventionally handsome, but his wit and interest in diverse topics had spurred her own lively intellect. Their evenings were never dull as they discussed the issues of the day, both local and political, or played chess, and Oswald had been an amusing raconteur. His humour had captivated her and their marriage had been happy.

The candle spluttered and Hannah brushed aside a tear. She refused to feel sorry for herself. Her thoughts returned to the problems facing her cousins. The volatile temperament of the Lovedays was so often their downfall. In the past, family loyalty had overcome their misfortunes. That loyalty ran strongly through Hannah. She was indebted to Adam for his support throughout Oswald’s illness. She had not wanted to trouble him with her problems with the smugglers, but there was much bad blood between Harry and the twins. It was time her cousins were reconciled. If their rivalry continued, it could destroy them all.

She prayed the brothers would come to their senses and bury their rivalry. Now more than ever family loyalty was important.




Chapter Two

It had become a tradition with the Loveday family to dine at Boscabel after attending Joshua Loveday’s service at Trewenna church. In Edward’s lifetime the meal had been at Trevowan, but St John was seldom at the estate, preferring to spend time with his libertine friends rather than with his family.

Today everyone except St John was present. Hannah insisted that she contribute her share of the meal.Adam might be master of his own shipyard, but the family was large and his finances were straitened. She had brought pears from her orchard and potatoes from her crop.Adam’s stepmother,Amelia, had brought a large goat’s geese from the village of Penruan, and Aunt Elspeth had insisted that the cook at Trevowan bake Adam’s favourite spiced apple cake and had also supplied a jar of her special blackberry preserve. Hannah’s father always provided two quarts of cider made from apples from the rectory orchard.

‘There is no need for you all to go to so much trouble,’ Adam insisted.

‘Would you spoil our pleasure in contributing to a family gathering?’ Hannah laughed aside his protest. ‘And Senara has  enough work of her own without worrying about feeding such a ravenous horde.’

The family was gathered in the old hall at Boscabel. They made an impressive group. The younger Lovedays were all dark-haired, with striking features. A large log burned brightly in the vast fireplace. The old hall had been a draughty and unsociable room with its high timber-beamed ceiling, but before Adam had moved into the house he had lowered the ceiling and created two extra bedrooms above. Now the hall, with its ancient tapestries on the walls, had a cosy feel about it whilst still able to seat twenty at its long Jacobean oak table.

Today when they rode back from morning service there had been a sharp bite of frost in the air and hot toddies of mulled wine greeted the family on their arrival. Both Adam and Hannah had four children, and with St John away from Trevowan, Aunt Elspeth had brought her great-niece Rowena to play with her cousins. Adam’s young half-brother Rafe clung shyly to Amelia’s skirts.

There was no formality amongst the family, and Tamasine, her lovely cheeks glowing from the cold, rounded up the nine children to take them to the nursery where they would have their meal. The young woman was at ease with her nephews and nieces. Even dressed in her finery, she would sit on the floor and play with them. Perhaps it was her way of making up for the lack of fun in her own lonely childhood. Not that Tamasine showed any outward sign of that difficult time. In two years she had become so much a part of the Loveday family that it was rare for one of them to remember that she was Edward’s Loveday’s love-child.

Hannah glanced at Amelia. Since Edward’s death she had lost weight, and her auburn hair was now streaked with  grey under her lace headdress. There was aloofness in her eyes if they alighted on Tamasine, whose presence had caused a rift in her marriage in the last years of Edward’s life. That Tamasine was to be married in the early summer had eased Amelia’s resentment towards the young woman. Amelia was accomplished at putting a brave face on unpleasantness. The trials and scandals in the family since her second marriage had sorely tested her.

The sound of Tamasine’s laughter narrowed Amelia’s eyes. Her stepdaughter was chasing Adam’s younger son Joel, who refused to follow his twin sister Rhianne and older brother Nathan to the nursery.

‘Must you encourage that young scamp?’ Amelia snapped, quick to criticise. ‘He must learn to do as he is told.’

Tamasine caught Joel in her arms and tickled him until his cheeks grew pink and his cries of protest turned to giggles.

‘Adam could be spirited as a child,’ Elspeth responded.‘You are lucky that Rafe is so well mannered, since you take exception to the wildness in the Loveday blood, Amelia.’

‘Joel is a handful,’ laughed Hannah’s mother Cecily.‘Tamasine has a way with him. Adam will miss her when she weds.’

‘We will all miss her,’ Hannah replied.

She watched her cousin herd the children up the stairs. Tamasine had the blue eyes and dark colouring of her Loveday blood, and friends and neighbours accepted her as a distant relative.‘Tamasine is good with the children.’ Hannah addressed Cecily. ‘Even Rafe, who is usually so shy, adores her.’

‘She has become a beauty. Edward would have been proud of her . . .’ Cecily dabbed a tear from the corner of her eye. She was plump as a pigeon and tiny in comparison to her children and husband. ‘And she will marry well. Better than  even Edward would have wished. She was fortunate to meet a good man who did not hold her birth against her. Mr Deverell adores her.’ Cecily glanced across at her sister-in-law, who was chatting with Amelia. ‘I thank God that Amelia has accepted Tamasine now. Though it has not been easy for her, especially when her own daughter died last year, and Joan no more than a toddler.’

‘It is never easy to accept the death of a child,’ Hannah replied. ‘Peter took Bridie’s miscarriage badly. It has made my brother more fervent in his preaching. That does not always go down well with his parishioners at Polruggan. Bridie is more resilient.’

‘Bridie is a good wife,’ Cecily replied. ‘She takes after her sister and has Senara’s common sense. She will be Peter’s salvation. Senara has been a stabilising force behind Adam. To see the two sisters now, you would never suspect their gypsy blood.’

‘Only Senara’s father was a gypsy,’ Hannah reminded her mother. ‘Bridie’s birth was even more unfortunate.’

‘I do not like to think of that. Bridie is not to blame for the brutality of the attack on her mother and her own conception. Blessedly, she has all Leah’s sweetness.’

Hannah nodded. ‘All in all we are a motley brood. Beneath the veneer of respectability and gentlemanly blood, the Lovedays remain as unconventional as their buccaneering forebears. ’ She stooped to kiss her petite mother’s cheek. ‘Despite his two respectable marriages, Uncle Edward kept secret his affair with Tamasine’s mother, even though it took place while he was a widower.’

‘But the Lady Eleanor was a noblewoman married to a cruel, uncaring husband. Edward would have wed her had she been free.’

‘I am sure he would. He had learned to curb his wilder ways. As did Papa! He married an angel in you, Mama.’

Cecily blushed. ‘I was a simple parson’s daughter. Joshua was the younger son - who had led a far from exemplary youth.’ She patted her daughter’s cheek.‘You have the Loveday fire, my dear. It will drive you to do well for your children despite your untimely widowhood.’

Her mother squeezed her hand, but Hannah did not want her sympathy. She found it unnerving as it could slip beneath the guard she had erected around her emotions and grief.

‘I will go and help Senara. She has disappeared into the kitchen. And I will try and convince Leah to take her place at the table. Even though Bridie and Senara persuaded her to move to the parsonage at Polruggan, she refuses to dine with the family, insisting it is not fitting.’

‘Leah knows her place,’ Cecily said gently. ‘She is ill at ease amongst the gentry. She is happy to help with the children and make herself useful. Her daughters understand that.’

‘Then I will not interfere. But I would not have Leah think that I do not accept her within the family.’

Cecily watched Hannah walk away. She had accepted Bridie as her sister-in-law without reservation. Bridie was a sweet girl and Cecily admired her for learning to read and write and then becoming the teacher at the school at Trevowan Hard. But though she had tempered Peter’s pious fervour, Cecily still wondered if the marriage could be truly happy. Bridie was a child of nature, like her sister Senara. Senara had not been at church this Sunday nor did she attend regularly. Cecily suspected that she had a heathenish streak inherited from her gypsy father. She had been taught the lore of herbs and remedies by her gypsy grandmother  which she used to tend the sick who could not afford a physician’s fees.

Cecily suppressed a sigh. Adam did not judge his wife, but her youngest child, Peter, was different. The Bible was his code of law and conduct. In his youth he had been a fanatic and his cousins had called him Pious Peter. Bridie had always been a challenge to her son. She had been a pure maid with an elfin beauty.There was an earnestness about her and a willingness to please.That Peter had married her was to his credit, though Cecily doubted that Adam would have tolerated his cousin and sister-in-law becoming lovers. It worried Cecily that the couple’s personalities were so different. Peter had believed Bridie to be young and malleable, but his wife had a will of iron. She had proved that by starting up a cottage lace-making industry in her husband’s parish. She might look waif-thin and fragile, her twisted back and shortened leg giving her an appearance of vulnerability, but she had overcome so many prejudices in the past it proved she had an exceptional constitution and strength of will. Heaven forfend that her son and his wife ever clashed! As a good wife Bridie might compromise on some issues, but never on anything that questioned her integrity.

‘You are wool-gathering, Cecily,’ Elspeth Loveday boomed in her ear. ‘Joshua gave an exemplary sermon. Kept it short and to the point - which is important. I wish I could say as much about that whippersnapper Peter. I had trouble staying awake through evensong the other week, which he virtually ordered us to attend when Amelia and I called at the parsonage. And he insisted on lengthy prayers before we partook of our luncheon. A simple grace would have sufficed.’

‘He takes his role of shepherd to his flock seriously,’ Cecily defended.

‘A mite too seriously. Joshua keeps his sense of propriety and never allows religion to get in the way of a sensible pleasure. I told Peter, I don’t need no preachifying of a weekday. I leave it to Joshua to be the guardian of my soul on a Sunday. But Amelia wished to attend. And I may add that Leah did not look too happy at being forced to join us. She never was much of a churchgoer. For all Bridie’s good intentions, her mother is not happy living with them.’

‘I will get Joshua to have a word with Peter. Though my son has his own idea about what is right for his flock and has lectured his father before now on what he considers Joshua’s laxity.’

‘Then if he does not take warning, he will end up preaching in an empty church. The parishioners will not stand for it and will go elsewhere for their service.’

‘How is Amelia? She is looking pale.’ Cecily changed the subject before she lost her temper with Elspeth. The older woman had a sharp and critical tongue.

‘The death of a child is hard to bear.’ Elspeth peered over the top of her pince-nez, her voice terse with disapproval as she continued. ‘But she should not neglect her friends. I’ve tried to get her to hunt, but she rarely joins me, just shuts herself away in the Dower House at Trevowan.’

Cecily shook her head. ‘That cannot be good for her. I should make more time to visit her.’

The men had left the women to their gossip and as the weather remained fine had walked to the wood on the estate. Joshua and Peter were soberly dressed in their clerical black. Adam looked a typical country gentleman in his cream  breeches, navy cut-away jacket and gold-embroidered white waistcoat. His long hair was tied back with a ribbon and his dark side-whiskers emphasised his swarthy complexion. Rabbits and squirrels darted across the dirt track in front of them. Joshua was concerned to see dark circles under Adam’s eyes.

‘I fear, nephew, that you work too many hours in the yard. Is it not secure now with the order for the new merchantman?’

‘Before so large a ship can be built I have to design it to suit our needs. For the voyage to Botany Bay she must have ample hold space, but she needs to carry cannon to protect her from privateers or our enemies at sea. I would not lose another cargo to the French.’

‘I thought you said she was to be built on the lines of the Dutch East Indiamen?’ Peter remarked.

‘I was fortunate enough to observe such vessels during my time in the navy. During a shore leave in Holland I visited a shipyard and saw the lines of a hull and could guess at her measurements. The calculations must be right for her ballast below decks to ensure she is stable in the water, and she must also be fast under sail. We have laid down the keel in the yard but I am not satisfied with the interior design. We will also be carrying settlers and convicts to the new penal colony. And there is a shortage of good English oak, with so many warships being built. Oak takes a hundred to a hundred and twenty years to mature for such a vessel, and then when it is cut down the wood must be seasoned for several years. The large shipyards are importing oak from Russia to meet their demands. I have enough stored at the yard to complete the brigantine and build the merchantman’s hull, but I need hundreds of mature trees to complete her. It is a huge outlay  to import the stock required. But the final payment for the Guernsey cutter will meet the cost and restock the yard.’

Adam broke off and shook his head. ‘I will not bore you with the yard’s problems.’

Peter had dropped back. His head was bent and his wavy hair fell forward across his face, beneath which his expression was tense as he dwelt upon some inner struggle. Peter’s piety warred constantly with a wilder side to his nature. Uncle Joshua paused to pick up a sturdy stick to walk with. ‘With such a ship comes vast responsibility. I know the designs for the brigantine Pegasus  and also the cutters Challenger and Sea Mist were yours, and they have proved most successful. But then you had your dear late father with whom you could discuss any concerns that arose.’

‘I worry that I am overreaching myself and also the yard with this new project. I do not even know if Pegasus has made the voyage to and from Botany Bay safely. There are so many unknown risks in this venture to trade with the new colony. Perhaps it is madness.’

‘Do you doubt your capabilities?’ Joshua studied his nephew intently.

Adam shrugged, and then laughed. ‘I believe she will be a great ship and become the pride of the yard. But much is at stake. It is not only the security of my family, but vast investments of others.’

‘If it was your money alone, would you doubt the ship to be seaworthy?’

‘No.’

‘Then keep your faith.’

Adam knew his uncle was right. He had spent months working on the plans and rechecking his calculations. He must not think of failure. Too much depended on success.

A gong sounded from the direction of the house, summoning them for their meal.

 



When Hannah entered the kitchen she found the cook and maid busy serving the food into tureens. Senara was crouched on the floor bathing a cut on the paw of Adam’s cross-breed spaniel, Scamp. The dog limped over to the warmth of the range and was ordered outside by the cook. Senara poured fresh water from a ewer into a bowl and washed her hands.

‘Go and enjoy the company of your family, Hannah,’ Senara chided. ‘Everything is prepared here.’

‘I find it difficult to sit with my hands idle.’

‘This is your day to rest.You work too hard.’ Senara tucked a stray wisp of earth-brown hair behind her ear and smiled. ‘I had better tidy myself. I cannot appear before my husband’s family looking like a gypsy ragamuffin.’

‘No one thinks of you as a gypsy.’ Hannah sensed Senara’s tension. Adam’s wife was not so at ease in this grand house as she had been in the cottage at Trevowan Hard. ‘You have earned your place by Adam’s side. Your manners are those of a lady.’

She turned to Leah, who was sitting in a chair by the window watching the cook lift a saddle of lamb from the range and place it on a china serving plate for Adam to carve at the table. Leah’s face was drawn with pain, her fingers swollen and gnarled. She sipped on a mug of ale.

‘You must be very proud of your daughters, Mrs Polglase,’ Hannah remarked.

‘Happen I be, thank you kindly, Mrs Rabson.’

Senara removed her apron. ‘Are you sure you will not join us, Ma?’

‘I know my place. I be content here in the warm. I wouldn’t know what to say to gentry folks. And I will sit awhile in the nursery. That young Joel needs a firm eye watching over him.’

‘An army of servants could not control him,’ Senara returned with a laugh. ‘I am fortunate that his twin is an angel. Joel will be leading Nathan and Rafe astray. How do you keep your children in order, Hannah?’

‘Davey takes control.’ Hannah’s voice softened with her pride in her offspring. ‘Their tasks on the farm and attending the school help to tire them. When yours are older there will be more to occupy them. Nathan is only four and the twins fifteen months younger.’

‘I look forward to more tranquil days. Though when was life in a Loveday household peaceful?’

Hannah wandered into the panelled corridor leading to the stairs. It must once have been a gloomy place, but Adam had enlarged a window above the entrance door and the oak panelling now glowed golden in the sunlight that was also reflected on the wooden floor.

Tamasine appeared at the head of the carved Elizabethan staircase and ran down the stairs. For a moment her lovely face looked sad, until she saw Hannah waiting for her. Instantly she painted on a bright smile. Hannah was not deceived.

‘What is amiss, Tam?’

The young woman shrugged. There were faint shadows under her eyes and her raven-black curls were pulled high on her head in a Grecian style. ‘Nothing.’

Hannah was not convinced. Something was clearly troubling her. ‘And the plans for your wedding, are they going well?’

Was that panic she saw in the younger woman’s eyes? Hannah continued more gently. ‘It is natural to have misgivings about marriage. Mr Deverell is a remarkable man.’

‘Yes, he is. I cannot fault him.’

‘But . . .’ Hannah persisted.

Tamasine shook her head. ‘There is no but. He is truly a wonderful man.’

‘Indeed. The family all sing his praises.’ She was concerned at Tamasine’s pallor. ‘Are you having second thoughts?’

‘I have given my word. I respect Mr Deverell greatly. He is so like my father and Adam - both of whom I adore.’

‘You talk of respect but not of love.’

The panic again flashed in Tamasine’s eyes, then she lowered her lashes. Hannah took her arm. ‘A man like Max Deverell is easy to love. You have seen so little of him in recent months. His estate is in Dorset.’

‘I thought I loved Rupert Carlton, but he betrayed my love and trust. I have great affection for Max, but I have known so little love in my life. I would marry for love or prefer to stay single.’

‘That is not always a happy option within our society. These are just nerves talking. I saw you with Max - you made a perfect couple. He would never betray you. He is an honourable man.’

Tamasine did not argue. ‘Yes, he is. I am being foolish. Marriage is a vast step. And I have spent so little time with my new-found family. I shall miss you all dreadfully.’

Even to Tamasine the words sounded hollow. There had been no time to get to know Max properly. She admired and respected him.Throughout her childhood, when her mother’s family had shut her away in a ladies’ academy, she had never  known what it felt like to love and be loved by another in return. She was young, not yet seventeen, and her heart craved to find fulfilment within her marriage.

Hannah squeezed her arm in reassurance. ‘Max adores you. You will be happy. Has he not promised that you will visit your family regularly?’

Tamasine wished she could believe her cousin. There had been so many uncertainties in her life. Had she been too impulsive in agreeing to this marriage? Had she done it to please her family? She cared for Max. He was handsome, intelligent and brave. Had he not rescued her from abduction in the most romantic manner? But did she love him? That was the fear that haunted her most.




Chapter Three

After the meal the men of the family adjourned to the solar, where they could smoke in comfortable padded chairs and relax in front of a log fire. The women joined the children in the nursery for an hour.

‘How goes work at the yard, Adam?’ Joshua asked. ‘The weather has been kind to us so far this winter.’

‘It progresses well on the cutter for the Guernsey merchant. Delivery will be in three months.’

‘Huh! Your customer is no merchant, he is more like a free-trader,’ Peter snorted. ‘You bring disrepute to the yard by working for such customers.’

Adam curbed his irritation at his cousin.‘Would it be more commendable for the yard to close and the shipwrights and their families starve through the winter?’

‘Smuggling is the scourge of our community. The rivalry between the gangs can be intense and bloody at times.’ Peter refused to back down.

‘It has been going on for centuries,’ Joshua interceded. ‘It is best if we turn a blind eye. It is for the authorities to deal with.’

‘They bring in brandy, which leads to drunkenness and debauchery,’ Peter continued. ‘Where is the reverence in attending service of a Sunday when the men are nursing sore heads and fall asleep through the sermon?’

‘Then keep the sermon short.’ Joshua shrugged. ‘The tubmen who work for the free-traders earn little enough labouring in the tin mines, on the farms, or as fishermen. They need the extra money to provide for their families.’

‘That makes wasting their money on drink a sin.’ Peter stood up to pace the floor. Lines of bitterness were carved into his face around his eyes and mouth.

‘Sit down, Peter,’ his father groaned. ‘Can we not enjoy a peaceful Sunday afternoon for once. We have tended to the souls of our parishioners this morning. We cannot dictate every aspect of their lives.’ He turned to Adam, ending the conversation with his son before he lost his temper. ‘St John was not at church again. Neither does he attend at Penruan. I’ve called at Trevowan twice in the last month and he has been absent.’

Anger darkened Adam’s eyes. ‘If St John did not learn his lesson at losing the last harvest from his negligence, it is not for me to remind him of his duties.’

‘Then you still have not resolved your differences?’ His uncle voiced his displeasure. ‘This rivalry must end. He is master of Trevowan and there is nothing you can do about it. St John must also accept that the shipyard is yours and that the two incomes are no longer joined.’

‘He would have brought the yard to ruin as well as the estate. He is a wastrel and does not deserve Trevowan.’ The old antagonism simmered too close to the surface for Adam not to retaliate.

‘He was the heir,’ Joshua declared. ‘And this last year has not been easy for your brother.’

‘It has not been easy for any of us.’Adam snapped.‘However, we do not all act the victim of fate and use it as an excuse for laziness and ineptitude. He brought any problems on his own head by his disreputable conduct. And he would have brought me to ruin by his betrothal to another whilst his wife still lived.’

‘We are all sinners.’ Peter gripped the open front of his black jacket in a pious posture. ‘Our salvation is in the Lord.’

Joshua puffed on his clay pipe before answering. ‘That is as maybe. But we are all responsible for our actions. St John is now a widower. And if he has any sense, this time he will marry a woman of fortune.’

‘If any woman is foolish enough to take him. His reputation for gambling is becoming notorious.’ Peter sniffed his disapproval. He had refused a long-stemmed clay pipe and tobacco from Adam.

‘He needs support from the family, not condemnation,’ Joshua advised. ‘I had great respect for your father, Adam. Edward always believed that family loyalty would see us through any crisis.’

‘Where was St John’s loyalty when in a jealous rage he set fire to my haystacks? There was enough there to feed the herd at Trevowan, as well as my cattle here. His spite cost him dear, as he now has to buy in winter feed.’

‘He swears he did not set fire to the hay.’ Joshua shook his head. ‘I am inclined to believe him. He is angry that we have all condemned him.’

‘The facts speak for themselves. He was found drunk and unconscious by the ricks with a burnt-out torch by his side.’ Adam set his own pipe aside in his agitation.

‘You have been too busy at the yard to see how he has suffered over this rift.’

‘And he hopes to win us over by drinking and gaming!’ Adam could not contain his sarcasm.

‘If he has been wrongly accused . . .’ Joshua let the statement weight the air. ‘It has been three months.There is much speculation amongst our neighbours that you are at loggerheads. It does no good to either of your reputations.’

When Adam continued to look unrepentant, Joshua sat forward in his chair, his manner stern.‘There has been mischief afoot here. St John has many faults, but he is no coward. He would confront you over an issue of contention.Your frequent fights as youths proved that. He would not set fire to your haystacks to spite you. I could think of others who might. Men who have grudges against our family. Men who have been warned the authorities will be informed if they store contraband on Loveday land.’

Adam stood up to light a taper from the fire and set the flame against the bowl of his pipe to re-ignite the tobacco. He puffed a cloud of blue smoke into the air before replying.‘There has been no sign of Harry Sawle in these parts for months.’

‘He has men to do his dirty work for him. Men who have their own grievances against our family. What of Mordecai Nance? He was thrown out of his cottage at Trevowan by St John and now works for Sawle in the Dolphin Inn. There has been gossip that St John tried to seduce Nance’s wife.’

‘My brother was always a fool over women,’Adam returned. ‘Etta Nance leads Mordecai a merry dance and has had a string of lovers since they wed. St John should know better than to fool around with the wives of his workers. Nance has an evil temper.’

Joshua picked up the tobacco jar and refilled his pipe.‘Nance is not a man to let a grudge go unavenged. And Sawle has no love for St John, even though your brother wed his sister.’

‘And Sawle was the one most likely responsible for the murder of Japhet’s overseer at Tor Farm,’ Peter expounded. ‘Hannah said he has even threatened her.’

Adam rounded on his cousin. ‘I had no idea Sawle had threatened Hannah.’

‘At the time she did not want you worried,’ Peter replied. ‘You had problems at the yard. She found evidence that goods had been stored at Tor Farm and informed Sir Henry Traherne as Justice of the Peace, and the authorities have been keeping a watch on the place.’

‘Thank God she had the sense to do that. But she should have come to me.’

‘You know how independent Hannah is.’ Peter looked offended.‘She did not even mention the matter to me. I learned of it from Sir Henry. I am her brother. It is for me to protect her. Sometimes, Adam, you take too much upon yourself.’

Joshua steepled his fingers and regarded his son with a resigned air. ‘With respect, Peter, you are no swordsman or crack shot. You would stand no chance against the likes of Sawle.’

‘I would not see my sister in danger.’ Peter struck a self-righteous pose. ‘I may not brawl in the street, but I—’

‘You are not a coward either, Peter,’ his father placated. ‘But Sawle is a brute. He has no ethics or morals. He would shoot you in the back without a qualm.’

Peter’s eyes darkened with injured pride. ‘I do not fear Sawle. I would defend my sister with my life. Though killing goes against the Lord’s teaching, I would not fail her.’

Adam nodded. He could only guess at the complexities of his cousin’s nature. Peter’s blood was no less wild than Adam’s own, but he repressed it - and that could not be easy or even good for him. Peter’s passion had been channelled into his piety.

‘No one doubts your valour, Peter,’ Adam said. ‘I will speak with Hannah, though. I need to know what has been happening with Sawle. I vowed he would be brought to justice for his crimes when my father was shot. He had an alibi then. My hands were tied whilst we built his ship. Not so now.’

‘But the second cutter - the one commissioned by Sawle’s Guernsey agent - they could cancel their order if Sawle commands them.’ Joshua became concerned.‘That could bankrupt you. If you lose the yard then he would have triumphed over us.’

‘The Guernsey agent has paid half of the cost of the ship. They are in too deep to back out. They need the speed of the cutter to outrun the revenue ships. Only Challenger, which we built for the revenue office, can match it in speed.’

‘This dealing with smugglers sits ill with me,’ Joshua frowned.

‘Father did not scorn their money,’ Adam reminded him. ‘He built other cutters for the trade.’

Joshua spread his hands in acceptance. ‘And it all ended badly. Did nothing come of the tender you gave the Admiralty to improve their revenue fleet?’

‘Not as yet. They are more concerned with building ships for the war with France. Unless Harry Sawle tries to intimidate Hannah again, I can wait until the cutter is delivered before dealing with him. But he will pay for his part in Father’s death. The reckoning is long overdue.’
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Adam sought out Hannah and found her staring out of a window in the long gallery on the top storey of the house. The room ran the entire length of the building and had been used in past times as a place to stroll on cold or rainy days. It was still unfurnished and there were no hangings yet at the long windows. No fires had been lit in the two hearths, and he rubbed his hands together on encountering the chill air.

‘It is warmer in the solar. What brings you up here?’

She smiled at him, shrugging off the air of sadness that had settled on her. ‘This is a lovely house, Adam. You have worked so hard to renovate it.You deserve it. Senara mentioned that the view from here was quite magnificent. You can see for miles out across to the moor and the church towers of four villages. I could not resist exploring.’

He sensed that Hannah had wanted a quiet moment of reflection. The demands of her young family and the farm must give her little time for peace. He could not help worrying about her. He adored her. She was beautiful, with a wilful, stubborn streak. In courage she was the equal of any man. But he hoped she was not too proud to ask him for help if she needed it. ‘Peter told me that you have been visited by Sawle. Is he causing you problems?’

‘Nothing I cannot handle.’

He saw the uncertainty flicker into her eyes and the defiant tilt of her chin. He hooked his arm through hers. ‘This should be discussed. Join your father, Peter and me in the solar. I need to know what has happened. Sawle is a dangerous enemy. He hates our family.’

She walked beside him for several moments before answering. ‘He was prowling on our farm one night last summer and I sent him away.’She spoke softly, and deliberately did not mention  the incident in the barn. If Adam knew the extent of Sawle’s threats he would throw caution to the wind to deal with the smuggler without delay. That could have fatal consequences. She went on, to divert his attention away from herself, ‘Then there was the murder of Japhet’s overseer at Tor Farm. It must have been Sawle’s men. There were signs that contraband had been stored there. Sir Henry has informed the authorities and the farm is being watched.’

‘So Peter informed me.’ Adam sensed that his cousin was not telling him everything. ‘Sawle does not take kindly to informants. Has he approached you since?’

They had reached the solar and Hannah needed also to reassure her father and brother, who had heard Adam’s comment. ‘Once or twice we have passed on the road. And before he left these parts I often had the feeling of being watched.’

‘You must go nowhere without Sam Deacon to safeguard you,’ Joshua insisted. ‘If Japhet was here, Sawle would not dare approach you, or use your brother’s land.’

‘Japhet thought only of himself when he took to highway robbery,’ Peter sneered. ‘He did not deserve his lovely wife, who stood by him when he was transported.’

‘Japhet paid dearly for his recklessness,’ Joshua snapped. ‘He has been pardoned. And I pray daily that he will soon return to the bosom of our family. You judge him too harshly.’

Peter did not take his father’s criticism well. His expression darkened. ‘Is it wise to have Mark Sawle working as your groom, sister? Sawle always bullied his younger brother.’

‘Mark hates his brother. He has proved his loyalty,’ Hannah defended.

‘I shall take responsibility for supervising Tor Farm until  Japhet returns,’ Peter declared. ‘I should have done so before this. And I do not judge my brother harshly. I am angry that he has caused such suffering to my mother and his wife. And now the repercussions of his crimes are rebounding on Hannah.’

Hannah bit her lip to stop a sharp retort. Peter carried his own pain concerning his older brother. All his life he had lived in Japhet’s shadow. Japhet had been the gallant one, devil-may-care and charming. Peter had envied his brother for his spirited nature and had never been able to match him in daring or charm. His envy had turned to jealousy and his jealousy to a need to prove that piety won more respect than devilry. He knew he had failed abysmally.

‘You have the duties of your parish,’ Hannah reminded him.

He put out a hand to halt her words. ‘It will not jeopardise the welfare of my flock to ride to Japhet’s farm twice a week. It cannot be long now before he returns to England. I put family loyalty before consideration of the needs of my parishioners.’

‘That will be a great help to us all.’ Adam nodded approval. ‘I’ll have a word with Isaac Nance. If his nephew has some vendetta against St John for throwing him out of his cottage, I need to know that our bailiff’s allegiance is not divided. His job demands that his fealty is first to us. He worked for Father for twenty years, and his son Dick is Trevowan’s gamekeeper.’

‘All the more reason for you and St John to sort out your own differences,’ Joshua advised.

‘I agree.’ Hannah nodded. ‘Our family has never been divided.We need a united front to bring Sawle to justice. And this has to be done by the letter of the law and with no  personal grievances that could end with another Loveday facing trial for murder.’

‘To avenge my father’s death I would willingly give my life,’ Adam proclaimed.

‘And what good would that do your widow and four children? ’ Elspeth had come to the door, her cane silent on the wooden floor. She could move with surprising stealth when she chose. ‘There have been too many deaths in our family in recent years, some, like my brother William, under suspicious circumstances. I want you to promise, Adam, that you will not tackle Sawle on your own.’

‘I can make no such promise, Aunt. Honour forbids it.’

‘Men and their honour.’ Elspeth sniffed her disapproval. ‘I never thought I would say this, but it is time the Lovedays curbed their wild blood. No good ever came of feuding.’

‘Adam wishes to protect me, Aunt,’ Hannah defended. ‘Harry Sawle has tried to intimidate me with threats.’

‘Did he succeed?’ The older woman’s stare was fierce.

Hannah jutted her chin in a stubborn line. ‘No.’

‘You have great courage, niece, but you are but a woman and therefore vulnerable, however brave a front you present to the world,’ Elspeth curtly informed her.

Adam saw a fierce glitter in his aunt’s eyes that he had known better than to challenge as a youth. Like Hannah she was a stalwart and formidable woman, but no woman and few men were the match for Harry Sawle and his vicious henchmen.




Chapter Four

Five days later Adam learned that St John had returned to Trevowan. He left the yard that afternoon, resolved that for the good of the family he would end the discord with his twin. The mist along the coast had not dispersed all day and the leafless branches of the trees were twisted and bent from years of being buffeted by the winter gales that swept in from the Atlantic.

He paused on the road before turning into the long drive of his childhood home. He could hear the waves crashing on to the dark granite rocks of Trevowan Cove. Out to sea he could just make out the dark outlines of a dozen fishing sloops with their single triangular sails headed back to Penruan harbour. The church clock struck the half-hour, a guide for the fishermen in such weather.

Adam turned towards the house set back from the cliff.The mist distorted the outline of the tall chimneys and gables, and the local stone of the walls looked dark and unwelcoming. His eyes narrowed. He had never felt that way about his childhood home before and it saddened him.With a critical gaze he noted  the beef herd grazing in the meadow. Their number was depleted. Had St John been selling off the cattle to pay his debts? A foolhardy scheme. The prime herd had taken years to establish. At least he could see two fields had been sown with winter crops, and he recognised Dan and Ned Holman, who lived in tied cottages, repairing a dry-stone wall. As he approached the house he noted that the gardens had been tended and were tidy. It was three months since Adam had last been here.At least his brother was no longer allowing the estate to show neglect, but in the gloom of the mist there was still an air of lethargy and desolation.The house was protected from the worst of the winter storms as it had been built in a protective fork at the side of a wooded hill. Smoke trailed from four of the chimneys and the scent of the burning pine logs hung in the air. It brought a lump to Adam’s throat, reminding him of the carefree winters of his childhood.

There was also smoke rising from the Dower House, set further back in the grounds. Aunt Elspeth and Amelia had taken up residence there, preferring its seclusion to the rowdy gaming sessions St John now indulged in at the main house. His anger at his brother returned. What right had St John to drive his aunt, who had been born in the main house, and his father’s wife to the smaller residence? Trevowan House was large enough for them all.

There would be no time today to see the women. No doubt when Elspeth learned that he had called at Trevowan without visiting them he would be given a dressing-down. After an interview with St John, he doubted he would be fit company. On his way home he intended to take a long gallop across the moor to clear his head. The meeting was bound to be stormy.

At the sound of Adam’s approach Jasper Fraddon appeared from the stable yard. He was sprightly on his bow legs and his walnut-creased face lit with pleasure.

‘’Tis a welcome sight you be to my old eyes, Cap’n Loveday.’

Adam did not take offence at the familiarity. The head groom, like many of the locals, continued to address him as captain, though his sea-going days as captain of his ship Pegasus  had ended with his father’s death. Fraddon and his wife Winnie, who was the cook at Trevowan, had served the family for thirty years. Adam leapt to the ground and threw him Solomon’s reins.‘This is a short visit. Do not trouble to unsaddle Solomon - just loosen his girths and give him some water.’

The old servant tipped his forelock to Adam, who was already striding towards the house. The front door was never closed in daylight hours and Adam waved aside the maid when he passed her in the hall. The sound of his boots resounded on the black and white marble floor.

‘I will announce myself, Jenna.’

She bobbed a curtsey. ‘Master St John be in Mr Edward’s study, Cap’n Loveday.’

The door to the study was ajar. St John was staring out of the window, twirling a quill pen, his expression drawn and haggard.The sight made Adam halt before entering.The book-lined room and large mahogany desk, now cluttered with papers, had for so long been his father’s domain. His twin looked too much at home at the desk for the image to settle comfortably within Adam.

‘So, you have returned,’ he announced by way of greeting.

St John started; lost in his daydreaming, he had not heard Adam’s approach.Then his eyes hardened as he swivelled round and scowled. ‘Who let you in? You are not welcome here.’

Adam unbuttoned his greatcoat and stuck his thumbs in the waistband of his black breeches. He regarded his brother with disdain. St John had become more foppish in his attire since he had come into his inheritance. The twins had never been identical, and now the difference in their appearance was more marked. St John’s complexion was pallid and his handsome features were becoming bloated from his excessive drinking. He had grown long side-whiskers and his brown hair was cut short and his fringe flopped over his brow. Adam was lean and hard-muscled. His dark hair had ebony streaks and he wore a gold earring in one ear, a habit from his seafaring days.

St John held his brother’s stare but his nervousness showed in the way he twisted the quill in his fingers. The swan’s feather became mangled. ‘If you have something to say, out with it and leave. But remember I am master here. I am sick of the family comparing me to Father.’

Adam bit back a scathing retort. He drew a calming breath before replying. ‘No one could step easily into Father’s shoes.’

St John digested this and a tense silence stretched between them. ‘I suppose you consider that you have done so at the yard.The talk of the neighbourhood is how it prospers.Though you took Judas silver to save it. Father would turn in his grave that you accepted Sawle’s money.’

‘His coin was as good as anyone else’s. I would not risk losing the yard.’ He battled to control his sliding temper. St John was being deliberately provocative. Attack was the first form of defence for a guilty man.

‘How are you meeting your debts, brother? Gambling is a fool’s solution.You lose more than you win in the long run.’

‘What the devil has that to do with you?’

‘In as much as it affects the reputation of our family. But I am not here to judge you.’

‘Then keep your opinions to yourself.’

St John remained sullen. Despite Adam’s resolve to remain calm, his brother’s manner goaded him to rap out, ‘Did you set fire to my hay ricks?’

‘Would you believe me if I said no? You condemned me readily at the time. I no longer care what you think.’

‘The evidence pointed to you.You were drunk.The burnt-out torch was by your side. You then ran off before anyone had risen the next morning to avoid questioning. Not the action of an innocent man.’

‘Who would listen to me? They were on your side. That was obvious from what I remember of the fire.’

‘No one wanted to believe such ill of you. I admit I was angry. Justifiably so, since the loss of the hay cost me dear. But such an act was petty. It was unlike you. Our quarrels have always been open. We fought often but never stooped to stab each other in the back.’

‘Yet the family judged me.’ St John’s face flushed with anger.

‘Because you disappeared in so guilty a manner.’

St John dropped his gaze, his mood truculent. ‘You had your grand celebrations for moving into Boscabel. Everyone was congratulating you on the success of the yard. Even cousin Tom and Aunt Margaret came from London to celebrate. And Tom had got some of his bank clients to invest in your scheme to trade with the colony at Botany Bay. I was in debt and had to go cap in hand begging him for a loan.’

Adam realised how much pride St John had had to swallow to do that. He made an attempt to placate his twin’s resentment. ‘The family were naturally pleased at the success I had  made of the yard after the years of work Father had put into expanding it.’

His attempt had backfired. St John bared his teeth and said accusingly, ‘And they did not fail to call me to account for my failures.’

Adam sighed. His brother’s petulance stemmed from jealousy. Adam’s own antagonism had been due to the unfairness of being the second-born twin. St John was the heir to the house he adored. He had worked so hard to renovate Boscabel and get it established as a home for his wife and children, but it would never be Trevowan. It would always be second best.

‘Thomas would not refuse you a loan,’ he said more gently. ‘And it was that same loyalty to our family that made him promote my venture in the new colony.’

‘Our cousin subjected me to a damned long lecture before he agreed to it. If I had not been so desperate I would have told him what he could do with his blasted money.’ St John flushed with outrage. ‘It will take me five years to pay it back. You even got that brat Tamasine out of your hair and her future husband was toadying up to the family by investing in your crackpot scheme.’

‘You should be delighted that our half-sister is to marry so well.’Adam put his knuckles on the desk and leaned towards his brother. ‘But she would have been welcome at Boscabel for as long as she wished to stay with us. And Max Deverell, for your information, toadies to no man. He knows a good investment when he hears it.’

St John rose to face him, his stare hostile. ‘How is it that you can afford to buy into it? Boscabel must have taken all your money. I doubt you made much profit on Sawle’s ship. The yard soaks up money like a sponge.’

‘My contribution is to build a merchantman to sail to the South Seas. My partners will provide the cargo and the profit will be split between us.’

‘It costs a great deal of money to build a ship and pay the shipwrights.’

‘It does indeed, and I work for every penny that I plough back into the yard and estate.’

Again the tension simmered. St John stepped back and folded his hands across his chest. Adam straightened. Old resentments ricocheted unspoken between them. Both were on guard. Both defensive. The silence lengthened and Adam lost patience. He had done his best and St John was being bloody-minded as usual. He was about to spin on his heel and walk out when his glance fell on a favourite paperweight of their father’s. It was a wooden ship carved by their grandfather. Edward often used to rub his fingers along its sides when deep in thought. It reminded Adam of the purpose of this visit.

‘Father would be ashamed of the way we are behaving,’ he said. ‘I do not want to be your enemy, St John.’

His brother’s shoulder’s sagged, but his eyes remained condemning. ‘I did not set fire to the hay. I was hit on the head from behind and knocked out cold. That is the truth.’

‘I believe you,’ Adam conceded. ‘Then it must be Sawle who was behind it.’

‘You’ve met your match there, brother.’ St John did not hide his smirk.

‘Are you so riddled with jealousy that you cannot see Sawle means to bring us all to ruin?’Adam bristled and stepped closer to his brother, his hands itching to shake some sense into St John. ‘Sawle will not have taken kindly to you moving  his sister’s body from the Loveday vault. He’d take that as an insult.’

‘I’ll not have that whore desecrating our ancestors’ resting place.’

‘Then you should not have married her. She died a Loveday and is the mother of your daughter.’

Fury darkened St John’s eyes at the mention of Rowena. Adam realised his mistake. There was still the unsettled question over the parentage of Meriel’s child. To get her final revenge on her husband, on her deathbed she had proclaimed that it was Adam who was Rowena’s father, not St John. Adam knew that it was possible. In the days before Adam had met Senara they had both been rivals for Meriel’s affection. On his return from a naval voyage Adam had been shocked to discover St John wed to her and Meriel heavily pregnant.

St John snapped the quill in two and threw it on to the desk. ‘The whole county knows Meriel ran off with Lord Wycham and abandoned her marriage and child. She made a cuckold of me!’ His voice rose and his cheeks flushed with anger. ‘And you let her come back here whilst I was in America.’

‘She was dying. I could not turn her out to die in the poorhouse. That would have shamed us all.’

‘She should have rotted in the London gutters where she belonged. She ruined everything.’

The harshness of the statement showed the depth of St John’s hatred for his wife. The marriage could not have been an easy one. Adam knew he was blessed in his union with Senara. It mellowed his anger and he continued in a more conciliatory tone.

‘When our blood runs high mistakes are made and the  consequences have to be faced. You did not always act with honour, especially in America.’ He referred to St John’s betrothal to a wealthy widow whilst Meriel still lived. It had all blown up in his face when she arrived unexpectedly in England. Fortunately that scandal had not become public knowledge or they would now be ostracised by society and friends. There was no point in raking over and becoming embittered by the past.

‘If you are in debt then now is the time to find an heiress to wed. Trevowan is no small prize and our family is an old and revered one.’

If his brother had an opinion on remarrying, from the clamped set of his lips he was keeping it to himself.

Adam continued, ‘It is Sawle who is our enemy, not each other. He has struck at Japhet by killing his bailiff and tried to intimidate Hannah into allowing her to store contraband at Tor Farm. She refused, of course.’

‘Then he must be stopped.’ St John was outraged, for he was fond of Hannah. ‘But he is more sly than a fox. It is not him but his henchmen who do his dirty work.’

‘It is Sawle I want to bring to justice to pay for Father’s death.’

The twins locked stares, Adam fierce and determined; St John more guarded. Slowly he nodded his head. ‘Sawle must be dealt with.’

‘Then we must end this rivalry between us.’ Adam held out his hand to his brother.

St John took it. ‘Japhet should have received his pardon in Botany Bay by now and will be on his way home. Sawle will not be so ready to pick a fight then.’

‘The voyage takes several months.We cannot delay dealing  with Sawle. Though he has kept away from us in recent months.’

His twin had not asked Adam to be seated or offered him refreshments. Adam strode to the door. He held out a further olive branch. ‘Will you then join the family after church next Sunday?’

‘If I am here. I have business in Truro.’ St John had sat down at the desk and pulled some papers towards him.

His insolence caused Adam’s blood to boil. St John was more intent on gaming with his friends than healing family rifts. But at least they had taken the first steps towards resolving their differences. His parting shot was a warning. ‘Your selfishness has driven our stepmother and Aunt Elspeth to live in the Dower House! If Sawle thinks our family is at odds with each other, he will pick us off one by one. We are invincible only when we are united.’




Chapter Five

St John was not pacified by his twin’s visit. He remained in the study long after Adam had left, scowling at the pile of papers that demanded his attention.Then he shoved them aside and poured himself a large brandy and tossed it back. He did not even taste its fine quality, but its heat was an old friend that eased the tribulations that continued to dog him.

His expression became mutinous as he recalled his twin’s sanctimonious visit. He had seen through the hollow words of reconciliation. In Adam’s controlled manner he had observed arrogance and condescension. His brother did not believe in his innocence. He was acting a part, showing forgiveness for the sake of family unity. That made St John resent him even more. His anger deepened. It was so unjust. He was innocent. He did not want his family to patronise him. He expected them to trust him - to have faith in his honour.

Did no one understand him? Since the trial, and the trauma of facing charges of murder, he had felt unjustly persecuted. His life had become a series of disastrous events. First Meriel  had miscarried of his son, and then she had cuckolded him, making him a laughing stock by running off with her lover. His flesh flushed with the humiliation of the further disgrace he had suffered by being sent to Virginia by his father until the scandal of the trial had died down. Edward should have supported him, not sent him away. But then Edward’s mealy-mouthed new wife was having a fit of the vapours over what had happened. No one had considered how he felt at the prejudice of it all. Had he not been proved innocent? That should have been enough to restore his reputation.

His mood soured. Nothing went right for him. For a time in Virginia he had thought his luck had changed. His father’s cousin, Garfield Penhaligan, had no surviving children and wanted to make him heir to his large tobacco plantation. He had also met and fallen in love with Garfield’s niece, Desiree Richmond.

He saw no wrong in his subsequent declaration of his feelings for Desiree. He deserved the love of a beautiful and wealthy woman. In his mind Meriel, the faithless whore, was dead to him. His future was in America - where his past involvement with smugglers was unknown, and he was admired and respected. As Garfield’s heir he was fêted and popular. It was another world - another life. He had deluded himself that he could marry Desiree, convinced that Meriel would end her days diseased and in rags. In that at least he had been proved right. But his wife did not die without wreaking her vengeance on him, blighting his romance and his future in America when Garfield and Desiree had unexpectedly travelled to England.

What a cruel twist of fate that had been! The foulest of bad luck. And destiny had continued to mock him. His luck  at the gaming tables had turned and he had amassed a fortune in debts. Drink was his solace, and egged on by his wastrel friends he took his pleasures wherever he could find them without thought of the consequences.

He reached for the brandy decanter again and poured himself a generous measure. His bitterness was fuelled by the liquor. Why must his family persecute him? Where was their forgiveness? If it had been the saintly Adam who had transgressed, they would have rallied to support him. His father had even forgiven him for marrying a gypsy. Consumed with outrage, St John ignored the fact that Edward had also forgiven St John himself for marrying beneath him.

His grievances against his family mounted as he scowled into the empty brandy goblet. All he received from his relatives were reminders that he was a failure, or lectures on his responsibilities as master of Trevowan. He could feel their censure that he did not fill his father’s shoes. But who could? Edward had been a remarkable man, loved and revered by everyone.

He poured another brandy to console himself. His father’s virtues were too numerous to mention. But dammit! He was not Edward, and it was not fair for the family to expect him to follow doggedly in his footsteps.

The injustice of it consumed him. He was a victim of fate. Had he not done his best to recoup his gaming losses, convinced that Lady Luck would again smile on him? But the debts had mounted. And while he battled with despair, he was expected to sit back and applaud his brother’s good fortune.

Another brandy added to his sense of persecution. He would not give Adam the satisfaction of thinking his attempt  at peacemaking had succeeded. He certainly did not intend to dine at Boscabel, where his brother would gloat over the success of his new estate, that matched Trevowan in size. He was still seething at Adam’s suggestion that he had driven his aunt and stepmother from their home. The two women had chosen the tranquillity of the Dower House after the death of his infant half-sister. And he recalled with indignation that the Dower House had been his place of residence during his marriage to Meriel. If it had been good enough for him for seven years, it was good enough for them now.

In his righteous reasoning his selective memory abandoned the fact that he had preferred the seclusion of the Dower House so as to escape the notice of his father and servants when he had been a partner with Harry Sawle in their smuggling days. That income had funded his gambling.

St John resented any curtailment of his pleasure.Trevowan, which should have provided him with full coffers to indulge his degenerate lifestyle, had instead become a millstone round his neck. He begrudgingly admitted that Adam was right in one thing. To put his estate and fortune in order he needed a new wife - and an extremely wealthy one.

Suitable women were few on the ground. He wanted not only a wealthy bride but also a malleable one. He’d had enough of Meriel’s greed and shrewish ways to last him at lifetime. He did not expect to marry for love either. He had loved Meriel and she had betrayed him. But she had been exceedingly comely and voluptuous and he had an eye for beauty. Providing that a prospective wife was not unattractive, he would view the fortune she brought to the marriage bed with favour.

He considered the eligible women he knew. Most of good  family were already settled. Perhaps he should cast his net wider than Cornwall. Here both his trial for the murder of Thadeous Lanyon, the leader of a rival gang of smugglers, and his reputation as a gambler went before him. He would not be known elsewhere.

The trial had been a dark time in his life; some of the memories were almost too painful to recall - the horror of incarceration, and the fear during the trial itself. Those terrors could still invade his dreams.Although his innocence had been proven, no culprit had been found for Lanyon’s murder. The obvious candidate must be Harry Sawle, but as usual the blackguard had hidden his tracks well and had a ready alibi.

Harry Sawle had played St John for a gullible fool, and that rankled far deeper than any other resentment. Sawle must be taught a lesson. For the sake of getting even with the smuggler, he would agree to a truce with his twin. St John grimaced. The old jealousy towards his brother resurfaced. It was now an obsession with him. He would show his family and his enemies that he was his brother’s equal. More than that, he would prove that he was the worthy heir of Trevowan.

But that was in the future. First there was a week’s gaming to be had with Basil Bracewaite and his cousin in Bodmin, and Lord Fetherington had a hunt ball planned at his estate the following week. Adam no longer mixed with the Fetheringtons as his lordship’s wife had refused to accept Senara into her social circle. Whereas the Honourable Percy Fetherington was a close friend of St John. It was a pity that Aunt Elspeth would also be present to put a dampener on the four days. He would have to curb any extravagance at the card tables. His aunt’s passion for hunting would never allow her to miss such an occasion. It would also be an ideal  opportunity for him to take note of what heiresses were on the marriage market.

 



On leaving his brother, Adam was caught by Elspeth in the stables. She was fussing over one of her mares that had shown signs of coming up lame when she had ridden her earlier.

‘Have you spoken some sense to that twin of yours?’ She left the mare’s stall to question him as Fraddon went to fetch Solomon.

Half the stalls in the stable were empty. And Adam noted that St John still had not replaced the two shire horses needed for the ploughing. The four carriage horses were there, paid for by Amelia from the income of her property in London. Their stepmother seldom rode, even though Elspeth urged her to accompany her more often. Even Elspeth was down to three mares instead of five.The others had been sold during an earlier financial crisis. His father’s hunter was still here, exercised by Elspeth. Adam would have bought it himself if St John had tried to sell it to pay off a gaming debt. There was also his brother’s gelding. Enough horses to keep Fraddon and another groom busy in the stables, though the cost of feed would be high.
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